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INTRODUCTION 


BY THE AUTHOB’S ELDEST SON. 


This edition of the Autobiography was revised by 
Mr. Leigh Hunt with his own hand. He had almost 
completed the passages which he intended to add; but 
he had left some portions which were marked for 
omission in a state of doubt. From the manner in 
which the work was written, points of interest here 
and there were passed over indistinctly or omitted 
altogether, and some inaccuracies were overlooked in 
the re-perusal. In a further revision by the writer’s 
eldest son, several obscurities have been cleared away, 
inaccuracies have been corrected, and omissions have 
been supplied. The interpolated passages, whether in 
the text or in notes, are distinguished by being in¬ 
cluded in brackets. 

In the Preface to the earlier edition, the Author 
avowed that he felt a difficulty in having to retrace a 
life which was marked by comparatively little incident, 
and was necessarily, therefore, mainly a retrospect of 
his own writings. Another difficulty, of which he was 
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evidently conscious only through its effect in cramp* 
ing his pen, lay in an excess of scruple when he 
approached personal matters. In the revisal of this 
second edition, however, the lapse of time had in 
some degree freed him from restraint; and while 
the curtailments necessary to compress the hulk of 
the volume have been made principally in the more 
detailed portions of the literary retrospect, the addi¬ 
tions have tended to increase the personal interest of 
the text. The work is relieved of some other por¬ 
tions, because they may be found in his collected 
writings, or because the subject-matter to which they 
refer is out of date. The result of the alterations is, 
that the biographical part of the volume is brought 
more closely together, while it is presented with greater 
fulness and distinctness. 

The reader of this Autobiography will find it less a 
relatipn of the events which happened to the writer, 
than of their impression on himself, and the feelings 
which they excited, or the ideas which they prompted* 
This characteristic of the writing is in a great degree a 
characteristic of the man, and thus the book reflects his 
own life more than on a first judgment it might be sup¬ 
posed to do. His whole existence and his habit of mind, 
were essentially literary. If it were possible to form 
any computation of the hours which he expended seve¬ 
rally in literary labour and in recreation, after the 
manner of statistical comparisons, it would be found! 
that the largest portion of his hours was devoted to 
hard work in the seclusion of the study, and that by 
far the larger portion of the allotted “ recreation ” was- 
devoted to reading, either in the study or in the society 
of his family. Those who knew him best will picture 
him to themselves clothed in a dressing-gown, and bend¬ 
ing his head over a book or over the desk. At some 
periods of his life he rose early, in order that he might 
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&et to work early ; in other periods ho rose late, boon use 
ho wit over the desk very Info. For tho most part, how¬ 
ever, ho habitually rttme down 14 too Into" to breakfast, 
ami was no soouor seated sideways at the table than ho 
heyan to road. After breakfast ho repaired to his study, 
Mere ho remained until ho wont out. to take Ids walk. 
Ho somotimos road at dinner, though not always. At 
some periods of Ids life ho would sloop after dinner; 
hut usually ho rot ire*l from the table to road, lb* read 
at tea time, and all the evening read or wrote. In early 
life his profession, led him, as a eritie, to tin* theatres, 
am! tin* same employment took him! Imre at later dates. 
In tIn* earlier half of Ids existence he mixed somewhat 
in soeirty, and His own house was noted, amongst a truly 
selected eirole of friends, lor the tasteful oust* of its eon* 
\oruitioii ami twtvsftmt, made usually forming a staple 
in Mh t lie talk am! the diversion. It wa' at tins period 
of hid life that his uppearaneo was most ehitraeferisthy 
and none of tin* portraits of him iideytmtety eonveyed 
the idea of tf. Hue of f lie hod, a halt'd one, t h chalk 
di a -a i ii 14, by an art id named Wi Idem is, p*u*i he< I. Tin* 
no mature ) y Smeru wa- out) a hetrh on a muall mate, 
bn* if an •* |»* 1 th«* Iduduo and animation of Ids 
1 * I'lnfonanre, In oHou oa -os, the aiHds kinnv too little 
of tlnur ‘liter to eat eh tin* mo .t familiar trait s of Ids 
u prof, ffe was mther fall, 1 trainId as an arrowy 
and looked dondei'or than he really wim i!m Indr was 
hhe'k and ddidmy and dtjddly inclined to wave; Ids 
head win; ioyh, hu forehead MmpySd and white, Ida eye** 
black and ^paiklimy hi \ yeueral complexion dark. There 
mm in ids whole earrume and iimnner an eUnmidinary 

d*m;ioo of lifts 

A-* Hie ad warned, a*» his family mmea.md faster fhtm 

Ion mean ,, his rauy'e of Vi dtltijt been* to* mme eoUf farted, 

hi* demotion to labour more eonimn<mu and Ids friends 

tedaeed to tie* mall number of tine** who rame only to 
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steal fur eonversutbn tin* time that lie otlmnv He would 

have given to his hooks, Kindi trivial tie w eleome l 
heartily, anti seldom allowed them to feel tlm 11\ which 
they made him pay for the tiuto thus renoum*’!. 

Even at seasons of the created depivHinit in Id4 f«r* 
tunes, he always attracted many visiter** hut slid not ,0 
much for any repute that attended him as tor his pmomed 
qualities* Few men were inure nuraefive **iu ^ndetif 
whether in a lar^e company or over the ihvdJe, Id; 4 
manners were peculiarly animate i; Ids eometHafFw 
varied, ranyino o\er a oreat field of otlyvK was nm\ni 
and called forth hy the rosponv of hi4 companion. ho 
that companion philosopher or student* a;-* or h»y an m 
or woman; ami he was equally ready for tin* Ji*.«U 
topics or for the oravest reflections . UU e\j»r»Hd»*u oaod v 
adapting Itself to the tone of his comp mimth mind. \V e,, 
much freedom of nuiilieis, he ivuddlm 1 a y mfin *|1 * 
courtesy that never failed, and a emi mFrat.mo ^ T*m*l 
worn a ccasehoH kiudne-H of Fwrt that mvariahU fj, vb 
tinted even strangers, In the emuse of hh tieu euye- 
career, more than out* enemy has route to lie-, home with 
the determination tooxtort diHivttwHiMor torSeMti^nmid 
has ifmn away with loud twpresdoin of hi, y- ((ffVl 
esteem and liking. 

This tendency to >ecdudou in tie* tuivl id a , oyy 
lar U v and serious inltumn-e upon l,«.j „h llnnf hm If, 
iircne, as we ha\e m*ou, from no di >hh*» to >,■ ; ,< t 

the contrary, from youth to Id mv 1 it • 4 *h% t h - j * 
ferred to imveoumpnmuu*. with lom : del it w?„, i ir .r , *> f - 
to he surrounded hy his hook .. He u-- l t 4 nolle f\e , 

ptojtiunity to Ids two year ■* *ee ju d> in :u y t4 itj * ^f^.l o 

is probable that that cirniindam edid 

upon his eharaeter what mu *t till hi, o ' «.. f , ]m tu \ 

tendency; for it continual them /. y;S , o^y^y y„,, 

tiom Hi*, natural flimJUe, *■ .ndm *1 y ( v p.. Y fiJ 

regard all thhiyp that roue* bom** i ;m < k;edi i t .? f: t ,* 
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intellectual or imaginative point of view. He hail no 
aptitude for material science, and always retained a very 
precarious grasp of more dry facts; which, indeed, in 
proportion as they tended to the material or the hard, 
he almost disliked: the result was, that he view is l all 
tilings as in a mirror, anti chiefly as they were reflected 
in hooks or illuminated hy literary commentary. 

It is a necessary consequence of such a hahit of mind 
that he often failed to see realities directly as they were; 
and a further result was, that false ideas which were 
industriously circulated of him, in the first instance by 
political enemies, were confirmed, or even strengthened, 
hy false conceptions which he formed of himself, and 
did not conceal. At a very early date, lie felt hound to 
avow his liberal opinions on the subject of religion : in 
those days it was a common and an easy retort for an 
opponent to insinuate, that the man who was not sound 
in tiie most important opinions of all, must he wieked 
at heart, and therefore immoral in conduct; ami, 
accordingly, Leigh limit has been accused of lav 
morality in Ins personal life. To him the .shocking part 
of thew acem-at* lay in their uuehuritablene.en their 
didnyemnmwievn or their malignity, In reply, he 
pointed to the eliartH enjoined hy the 1 >hine Author 
of i ItridiittilH , and qualified e\en Jus imtaoouLm tu 
Mich charges hy appeals to charitable euirOrurtions, and 
admkdutM of the foible; of' human nature, which *004* 
pestl'd that there might be ,*oi ur foundation of truth for 
tile charge, lb* was mamwd of improvidence, and lie 
admitted incapacities fbr eomputafiou in matters of 
money, or amthing «*},»% wIiLli mounded \en life a 
reluctant eonfevdow Stern critic 1 discerned, in the pKe* 
mttahle trade of tils eav*u‘ p»cans, proofs of eflbminaey 
and w**aknev4; mid throughout Leigh lIuufL writings 
will be found admi * mm a m* r\ eu spontaneous announce** 
iirntih* of personal timidity. If there were imf number* 
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disposed to accept the best construction of the man, ifc 
^ ould be difficult indeed to make them easily under¬ 
stand how utterly unfounded are these apparent confir 
Nations and admissions. 

# ® uc ^- Bibles as Leigh Hunt had lay altogether ir 
diffei ent directions. In early life he had no very pr*- 
found respect for appearances, but his conduct wav 
guided by a rigour of propriety that might shame many 
o is accusers; and in later life he entertained a. 
glowing respect for appearances from the sense of the 
mischief which misconstrued example might do. His- 
so-called improvidence resulted partly from actual dis¬ 
appointment in professional undertakings, partly from 
a real incapacity to understand any subjects when they 
were reduced to figures, and partly also from a readiness 
of self-sacrifice, which was the less to be guessed bv 
any who knew him, since he seldom alluded to it, and 
nevei, except in the vaguest and most unintelligible 
terms, hinted at its real nature or extent. His personal 
timidity was simply an intellectual hallucination, in some 
degree founded upon what he supposed ought to be the 
utterly unmoved feelings of “ a brave man.” I have 
seen him in many situations calculated to try the nerves, 
and .never saw him moved by personal fear. He has 
been in a carriage of which the horses ran away, and 
seemed only to enjoy the rapidity of the motion; in 
fact, I believe he could scarcely present to his mind the 
chances of personal mischief that were before us. I 
have seen him threatened, more than once, by brutal 
and brawny rustics, whom he instantly approached with 
an animated and convincing remonstrance. I have seen 
him in a carriage nearly carried away by a flooded 
river, his whole anxiety being centred in one of his 
children whom he thought to be more exposed than 
himself. I have seen him for weeks together, each hour 
of the day, in imminent danger of shipwreck, and never 
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observed tlie slightest solicitude, except for those about 
him. On the occasion which he mentions, when the* 
drunken steward endangered our being run down by 
two large ships that passed us like vast clouds astern 
the lanterns were relit and handed up by Leigh Hunt, 
with the coolness of a practised seaman. But there- 
was a species of fear which beset him in every situation 
of life—it was, lest he might not do quite what was- 
right; lest some terrible evil should be inflicted upon 
somebody else; and this thought, if he reflected, did- 
sometimes paralyse his action and provoke evident 
emotion. 

Perhaps the mastering trait in his character was a. 
conscientiousness which was carried even to extremes. 
While he possessed the uncertain grasp of material 
facts which I have mentioned, and viewed things most: 
distinctly when they were presented to his mind in the* 
mirror of some abstraction, he never was able to rest 
with a final confidence in his own judgment. The* 
anxiety to recognise the right of others, the tendency to- 
“ refine,” which was noticed by an early school compa¬ 
nion, and the propensity to elaborate every thought,, 
made him, along with the direct argument by which he ■ 
sustained his own conviction, recognise and almost admit' 
all that might be said on the opposite side. If, indeed,. 
the facts upon which he had to rely had become matter 
of literary record, he would collect them with an un- - 
wearied industry of research; but in the action of life • 
these resources did not always avail him ; and the ex- - 
cessive anxiety to take into account all that might be - 
advanced on every side, with the no less excessive wish 
to do what was right, to avoid every chance of wrong,. 
and, if possible, to abstain from causing any pain, begot 
an uncertainty of purpose for which I can find no known: 
prototype except in the character of Hamlet. 

The ultra-conscientiousness has affected even his- 
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'biography. With an unbounded frankness in speaking 

™ S ! lf ’ he SOon P aused in speaking of others, from 
' he habit of questioning whether he had « any right” to 
■do so; and thus an habitual frankness was accompanied 
■by an habitual and unconquerable reserve. His Autobi¬ 
ography is characteristically pronounced in its silence. 

■f®, ”° whe f e related the most obvious family inci- 
• Icnts. The silence is broken almost in an inverse pro¬ 
portion to the intimacy of his relations. He scarcely 
mentions Ins own marriage; excepting the faintest pos- 
sible allusions, the only one of his children to whom he 
•alludes has been to a certain extent before the public; 
■and even where his personal friends gave him, in their 
•own recognition by the public, the right to speak of them 
•openly, he has faithfully used the right in the peculiar 
latio which has been pointed out,—freely mentioning 
dhose with whom he held intercourse chiefly in literary 
matters or m society, sparingly those whose intercourse 
powerfully affected his own life. A conspicuous instance 
is afforded by the friend who ultimately became his suc- 
•cessor m maintaining the general independence of the 
aaminer, who has placed in the library immortal con- 
•tnbutions to the political history of the English Com¬ 
monwealth, who endeared himself to Leigh Hunt even 
dess by most valuable and laborious services than by 
kindness of heart and generosity of mind, and who re¬ 
named his strongly expressed affection to the last. It 
was not that lie did not respond to the warmest affection 
which he could so well inspire; but in proportion as it 

f fy perS ° nal he Seemed t0 re S ard ^ ^ 

^unfitted for public allusion. 

c u T° U ] d , dl become a son gratuitously to reveal «the 
faults of his father; though he himself taught me to 
■speak out the truth as I believe it. If I differ with him 
it is in not being ready to see “ faults ” in any character! 
since I know of no abstract or ideal measure by which 
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the shortcoming could he established. But in his case- 
it is most desirable that his qualities should be known- 
as they were; for such deficiencies as he had are the* 
honest explanation of his mistakes; while, as the reader 
may see from his writing and his conduct, they are not,, 
as the faults of which he was accused would be, incom¬ 
patible with the noblest faculties both of head and heart. 
To know Leigh Hunt as he was, was to hold him in 
reverence and love. 

The likeness to Hamlet was not lost even in a sort of 
aggressive conscientiousness. It affected his appreciation 
of character, which was, of course, modified also by the 
oblique sense of facts. Hence, some incidents in his- 
Hfe which had the most serious consequences to others,, 
and therefore to himself. When he first became ac¬ 
quainted with a new friend whom he liked, he noticed 
with all his vivacity of ready and intense admiration 
the traits which he thought to be chiefly prominent in 
the aspect and bearing of the other; constructed a cha¬ 
racter inferentially, and esteemed his friend accordingly. 
This constructive appreciation would survive the test of 
years. Then he would discover that in regard to some 
quality or other which he had ascribed to his friend “ he 
was mistaken;” the whole conception of the admired 
character at once fell to the ground; and his own dis¬ 
appointment recoiled with bitterness and grief on the 
perplexed and grieved friend. He never knew the pain 
he thus caused to some of the most loving hearts, which 
continued unchanged to him. 

If, indeed, he knew it, the simple knowledge was* 
enough to cure the evil. No man ever lived who was* 
more prepared to make thorough work with the practice 
of his own precepts—and his precepts w T ere always' 
noble in their spirit, charitable in their construction.. 
No injury done to him, however inexcusable, however 
unceasing, or however painful in its consequences, could 
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-exhaust his power of forgiveness. IIh animation* hi* 
:sympathy with what was gay tual pleasurable* iiH 
avowed doctrine of cultivating eiuvrfulm*^ were itiani ' 
fest on the surface, and could he appreciated hi fho*** 
who knew him in society, most probably eu*n exagge* 
rated as salient traits, on which lit* himself iiHHfrd wit!* 
a sort of gay and ostentatious wiffulness. lit the spirit 
•which made him disposed to enjoy mil thing tint 
was going forward,” he would even assume for tio* 
'evening a convivial aspect, and urge a liberal imu** 
••sure of the wine with the gusto of a fnm r:‘e eg, Foil 
that knew him so could he aware, not only of the 
simple and uncostly sources from which he ImbimaSiy 
•drew his enjoyments, hut of Ids singularly p! on life, 
extended even to a rule of self-denial Kvvpfiug 
at intervals when wine was recommended to him, o? 
•came to him as a gift of friendship* hi * eu4**mm 
drink was water, which he would drink with tin* j! mmf 
•daily repetition of Dr. Armstrong's lino, •• Nm, ,i t f Ido* 
the simple element dilutes.’’ Fur, u trick <<f pin in,* 
with a certain round of quotations wa-, anion g the traits 
■of his character most conspicuous . \ »■« ?. . ,m ,iu! •. idt. , t ,, 

In the routine of life, it may be said, b- aim..,* jFm, i,t 
in a slang of the library. His dress w.n a’w.n •. j.| SJI , 
and studiously economical. IF would 
treme plainness of his diit, by ;nerihtii. ; it f,. drdj 
oacy of health,-which he overrated. Hi, h...! «„ 
nothing but bread and meat at diuma, t,», ,! ., !( d t • , 
for two meals of the day, bread ahum f-r jtu-. 

for supper. His liberal construction, ttrl ,. '. , , 

others, his strictness to hints. If. If be h>-j | {ll( , , 
friend was in trouble, his homo « 4, ^ 

home; and it was liter,ally so, mati\ to,.• 1 jj, ],<, j,),. 
Sometimes this generosity was repaid wir., , ’, r , , ’ ’ 

ingratitude—with scandal-mongomt;', an i »•* 
uious inventions: he excused tin* 
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-qnence of deficient sense* of early training, or of 
congenital fault; " for,” he would remark, " it is im¬ 
possible to say what share, now, X.’s father and mother 
may have had in his doing so, or what ancestor of X.’s 
may not have been really the author of my suffering— 
•and his.” When he was once reminded of his sacrifices 
for others, he answered, as if it dismissed the subject. 
It was only for my own relationsbut his memory 
•deceived him extravagantly. It was not that his kind¬ 
ness was undiscriminating; for he " drew the line” with 
much clearness between what he "could” do for the 
mere sake of helping the unfortunate, and the willing¬ 
ness to share whatever he might have with those he 
really esteemed and loved—not a few. The tenderness 
of his affection was excessive: it disarmed some of the 
most reckless; it made him throw a veil of impenetrable 
reserve over weaknesses of others, from which he suf¬ 
fered in ways most calculated to mortify and pain him, 
but which he suffered with never-failing kindness, and 
with silence absolutely unbroken. 

~ It must not be supposed, however, that with all his 
disposition to refine, his love of the pleasurable, and his 
tenderness, he was a mere easy sentimentalist If he 
may be compared to Hamlet, it w r as Hamlet buckling 
liimself to hard work, and performing with vigour and 
conscientious completeness. Seldom have writers so 
conscientiously verified all their statements of fact. His 
constant industry has been mentioned: he could work 
from early morning till far into midnight, every day, for 
months together; and he had been a hard-working man 
all his life. For the greater part, even his recreation was 
auxiliary to his work. He had thus acquired a know¬ 
ledge of authorities most unusual, and had heaps of 
information "at his fingers’ endsyet he habitually 
verified even what he knew already, though it should be 
only for some parenthetical use. No tenderness could 
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shake him from sternly rebuking or opposing whet* 
duty bade him do so; and for a principle he was pre¬ 
pared to sacrifice everything, as he had sacrificed money 
and liberty. For all his excessive desire not to with¬ 
hold his sympathy, not to hurt others’ feelings, or not 
to overlook any possible excuse for infirmity, moral a» 
well as physical, he never paltered with his own sin¬ 
cerity. He never swerved from what he believed to be 
the truth. 

In the coux-se of his long life as a public writer* 
political and polemical animosities died away, and wem 
succeeded by a broader recognition of common purpose* 
and common endeavours, to which he had not a little 
contributed. Although some strange misconceptions ,,f 
Leigh Hunt’s character still remained,—strange, thou-h. 
as we have seen, not difficult to explain,—the ark mm - 
ment of his genuine qualities lmd widely ext, mb d. 
There had been great changes, some liberals'hud heeomo 
conservative, more conservatives had become liberal, 
all had become less dogmatic, and uncharitable. Hi* 
personal friendships embraced every party ; but ihrou-u 
all, the spirit of his opinions, the qualities of his cha¬ 
racter, the unweariedness of his industry, continued the- 
same. To promote the happiness of his kind, to mmLt.-r 
to the more educated appreciation of order and beauty, 
to open more widely the door of the library, and mme 
widely the window of the library loukhg out 
nature,- these were the purposes that guided his studio* 
ana animated ins labour to the very hint 
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Tim AimmCtt mmnwvrom. 

Till: that h'd to thin Autobiography will trim* 

in tlm of If, HufHeo It fit ruy tor tho pr<wnt| 

that it morn involuntary production It would !«* iliflkmlt to 
conmvt* ; though l triwf It will nut bo found dcgtitutn of 
tlio outorUunmcut which any* true nmomt of experience# in 
the life of a human bring tmi#t ofMieceadfy, perhaps, contain* 

I claim no importance for anything whirl* I luwo dtunt or 
undergone, but on ground# common to the mfcenmb* of all* 
uttd to the willing sympathy of my brother dovers of books* 
Slioiild I be led at any time into egotism# of n nature flint 
make mi* arrin fo flunk otherwise, 1 bltcdi beforehand tbr tho 
mbichaiiee, and Ug it to b*» comudeml u.t alien from tuy 
habit# of rrtlrrtloio 1 have had vaishln enough in my day \ 
and, a# tin* reader will nee, became aware of them, if t have 
tiny remaining, l hope tiny are only mwIi m uatur* kindly 
allows to uio^t of us, in order to comfort us in our rug rot# and 
infirmities* And th*^ unue we could look even into these, tho 
lew gioutid we should find in thorn for self eomplaeenuy, apart 
from tuuiHidrratiomt that respect the whole human run*. 

There U a phrase, for hi*>tuuc*«, of M fetching a man*# mind 
flout his cradle, n lliif d«?n the mind begin at flint point of 
finI#*ft if begin with Id# patent# ? * \v»m looking 
once, in company with Mr, tla/,lift, at im exhibition of ph> 
turn in the British lmuituthm, when casting my eyes on the 
portrait of nn officer in flu? dmn of flu* time of <'linrlt*w fhu 
Hr emu 1, t exclaimed, 11 What u likeness to Hindi Montagu 1 11 
(a friend of onri), It turned out to be htn awvafor, L#rd 
Haudwkdu Mr, HaiUtt took me mmim tint room, and rftuwetl 

I 
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mo the portrait of a celebrated judge, who lived at tbfr so»t 
Period, "“This,” said ho, “is dmke So-mnl-sn; and hit 

living representative (he is new deuul has tat* same lave ansi 
the same passions.” The liiulitt limn of tlm same age ttttglii 
have been the same Haalitt that was standing with uw WlWr 
the picture ; and the same may have hern ili»* mao with she 
writer of these pages. There is » famous iihoheaf bit of 
transmission called the *' Austrian lip and the****, wSiuh we 
<h maker peculiar to individuals, arc said 0* be common itt 
districts ; such as the Boccaccio face in otte part »»t I wvauv, 
and the Dante lace in another. 1 myself have mus, in thr 
< Umoese territory, which is nut far from Cetera* mm\ a frr 
like that of the Bonaparte*; and whore a race kr 
hlood in it, or whatever may continue tin* toqnmik viral 
tmulcncy, it is probable that the family lllrtoM tt»r:b* 
he found to prevail in the humbled m well aa ftrlrat 
•quarters. There, are families, indeed* of yeomen* which aiv 
naid to have flourished like oaks, m one and tie* emu* q-H 
»incc tho times of the Anglo-Sax«*iis, I am l«^|* 

h y lather's and mother's sale, from jitlvrnturom pqde, win* 
U*ffc Ihigland for the New World, and wher dr irer&htfjk b-sio 
sustained the spirit of adventure to this day. Ho* elioncra arc, 
that in some respects l am identical with .vena* half 
perhaps twenty of these 1 ; and that the mind of n me > wide? 
<*f the days of the Stuarts, or some gentleman or yrcmvu *-c 
44 roving blade,” of those of the Kdwaob and I bun y i |+*r 
hups the gallant merchant-man, “lirttry Hunt M oi the cM 
TutJliul—-mixed, alas I with a sedentary dilfeivoe.- r lent 
writing these lines, ignorant of Ids former taifldy sif uni i<£ 
his present 1 1 say earthly, for I apeak It with no dtpincm 

moot to the existence, of an mdhidnat ’* a pmnf ui 

winch 1 am a firm believer; nor would it be ihffcodt i * 
reconcile one opinion with the other, itt curs u« 

much arguments; but I must not enter ujmi firm berm* 

* “Then Ilcnrye limit, with vigour holt, 

Came bravely on the other ante* 

Boon he drove do war his fbmttiutt tree* 

(Sir aimtrrn* to mu 

And killed founwcittt men ttehdr 
*Now<\ out akwC Bir Andrews erjed, 

4 What may a man now think', or my t 
Yonder meretiint theefe, that fuetwth mre, 

Ik wa« my prisoner ytmterdayf n 
Jthiiadaf Sir Andrew Ihrim^ in fob 1, 

[Barwa 
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The name of Hunt m foimd among the gentry, hut I ftuspgct 
it is oftener a ptoheinn name. Indeed it mtwt he ho, like 
almost nl! ethers, from the Hupemhundimce of population on 
the plebeian Hide. But it law also a mtperulmudanee of Its 
own; for in the list of sixty of the oummone.sfc names in 
England, given by Mr* Lower in Ids Fssay on Family Women* 
thhm\ it stands fitly -fourth* On the other hand, offsets from 
aristocratic trees wander into such remote branches, that the 
same name is found among those of the few families that have 
a right to quarter the royal anus, i should he very proud to 
he discovered to he a nine bundled and fiftieth eoustn of 
Queen Victoria ; the more m, inasmuch sis I couhh patiently 
enough, have Lt the claim lie dormant in the case of some of 
tier Majesty's prrdmsmm My immediate progenitors wore 
clergymen; mid Bryan Edwards's //iVfWy of the BVs/ Indies 
contains a map of kurhadiw (their native place) with one of 
the residences designated by it—ap|arefitly a minor estate-- 
yet llitt name of Bunt does not, appear either in the old map 
in the Misitiry a/ thtrhmhs by Ligeti, or in tin* lists of 
influential or other poisons in that by Sir Bobert Bel mm- 
burgek. There is a ** Btehnrd iiutif/Esq, n in the list of 
subscribers to HugheVa AVtfmil History nf /W/Wwi, which 
c<attains also the name of Dr. Hunt, who was Hebrew and 
Arabic profrsmr at Oxford, and whose genealogy the bio* 
grapher canted disci ver, Eerhap i the gm* I old oriental 
scholar belong i to <mr 'deck* and ot i*dnate 1 my love of 
the Arabian Nights l 'flu* tradition Sti the family n that* 
we defend from lory euvulien fa wide tie dotation t, who 
fled to tin* We X holies from tie* a >rendaney of tVomwof! ; 
and ott a female side, amidst a curious mlunir of quakers and 
soldiers, we derive ottraoUvs not, «mly front gentry, but, from 
Lures that h to say, Irish Unas h fan loium-i f md it* nay 
it 4iinvs|teeffully to the wit tied misfortune 5 of the caster- 
island) who rank pretty much on a par will* tie* negro- chief, 
.Mirrmmded by half a do#vn loidi in ragged shirts, who asked 

Ikrhiti* & kind «f N SceUBh rmer on the m*»w M im the 1 at hid call* 
him I, worried the EftgfBh navigation in the tune of Henry the Eighth* 
unit wits kitted m theengagement here noticed,in which the two Bdtm 

umter hH command were raptured hv two KnglBli «hlf« under the 
rmnmaitd uf Sir Tipiiiurt and Sir Edward Howard, Hunt waa cap- 
tuft* «f * incrcfittiitiiwn* of »\Wnrdh% which traded to Bordeaux:, 
and which htid t mm mw of ttartnm** prUe-*, I hn|tc the gallant 
muuui’tf thirdwux eturH win mtccitur uf that which my pimgi*tiltti» 
drank In Hurtado*. 

1—1 
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the traveller what his brother kings thought of him in 
Jiurope A learned and friendly investigator into the matter 
thinks the Cromwell tradition a mistake, and brings us from 
a clergyman of the name of Isaac Hunt (my father’s name), 
who left Exeter for Barbados in the time of James the First, 
lie connect;' us also with a partner in the mercantile firm of 
Hunt and Aascelles in that island, one of which latter persons 
came into England during the first half of the last century 
and gave rise to the noble family of Harewood. In the 
Bntish Museum is a manuscript journal that was kept in 
this year by a Hunt of the same Christian name cf Isaac. 
1 take our paternal family stock to have been divided for 
Sf-tions between the clerical and mercantile pro- 

The etymology, however, of the name is obvious; and very 
unfit does it render it for its present owners. The pastime in 
winch their Saxon ancestors may have excelled, so as to derive 
irom it their very appellation, is contrary to the principles of 

in^M d | SCend£ } ntS T But huntin S was not merely a pastime 
n old Saxon days. It was a business and a necessity; there 
were children to feed, and wild beasts to be exterminated. 
Besides one must share and share alike in the reputation of 
one s fellow-creatures. I dare say the Hunts were as ferocious 
in those days as their name may have implied. They have 
since hunted m other ways, not always without a spice of 
fierceness; and smarting have been the wounds which they 
have both given and taken. ' 

[The more probable etymology of the name traces it to the 
geographical use of the word, designating a district used for 
J t e m CMSe ’ , The traction of Irish kings has probably been 
introduced by a very doubtful connection with the Hunts of 
Ireland, who have changed their name for that of De Yere 
which they also claim by inheritance. One of the family it! 
a jocular way,_ claimed consulship with Leigh Hunt; but if 

^•• 1 tl 10 T nSll ; l) , e ? St ® d ’ lt; lnust have been before cither 
family left England for Barbados, or for Ireland. The Bickleys 
mentioned subsequently were not of Irish origin, though Sir 
William served m Ireland. The Hunts if Barbados were 
among the very earliest settlers, and the name may be seen in 
a list published m Barbados in 1G12 ; but it is testimony 
•trom which the autobiographer probably shrunk with dislike, 
toi it is an old list, perhaps the oldest existing list, of neo-ro 
6 uve owners. There is reason to believe that members of the 
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family revisited their native, country in the course of tins 
seventeenth ami eighteenth centuries.] 

i have begun my book with my progeiutors and with child* 
booth partly because, u order given all things view,” partly 
because, whatever we may assume an we grow up reaped mg 
the H dignity of mauhiunl,” we all feel that childhood wan a 
perhni of great importnnee to us, Moat men recur to it with 
delight. They are in general very willing to dilate upon it, 
especially if they meet with an old .schoolfellow; and there¬ 
fore, on "a prineiple of reciprocity, ami m l have long eon* 
hide ml myself a kind of playmate ami fellow-disciple with 
persons! of all times of life (for none of us t unless we are very 
nilly or naughty boys indeed, ever leave off learning in some 
school or* other)* 1 -shall suppose t have been listening to some 
other young gentleman of sidy or seventy years of age over 
his wine, and that 1 am mnv going to relate about half an 
much respecting my existence us he has told m of Ida 
own. 

My grandfather, himself the son, l believe, of a clergyman, 
was keetor of St. Michaels, in Bridge Town, Barbados, lIn 
was a good natuml mam and recommended the famous 
Lauder to the mastership of the free school there; influenced, 
in* doubt, partly by hi# pretended repentance, and partly by 
sympathy with lib Toryism. Lauder b said to have been 
dbehase*'d for mbeooduef, l never heard that ; but i have 
heart! that hb appearance was decent, and that he had a 
Wooden leg; which i uni anti climax befit dug Itb history, # My 


* iHince writing thh pionage, I find a mere mume* etmcheihm tn 
hi* history in a batik emitted < Vcefnoiu ;g»r, Nm'atttmt /hwir*m* *V«v#f*\* 
ami fnettirnfa m /ho/*Wom m /huo *»/ lw#» hy 4 W, < Udemon* He H 

tlwre said to have tailed in hi* nvluml ; and to have net up n tufdttfesbt 
nti«p with the ml of nu African woman whom he had pmvlutmnl, 
Alter hefniviour to a daughter by tins woman winch cmnsof he tie* 
itrrlbed* itfiti Inn* repuUe# of which he re rented hy ordering her to he 
mmriH, he sold tier to a mud captain, who rrawd her from the 
infliction. t . , . 

IH u# tiojw that Lmtdi-r would have drilled the paternity imputed 
to him, Perhaps, indeed, lie would have denied more, or did deny if i 
for bw iwittwrr »4 the charge** vet remain* to he heard. The poor girl 
afterward# became the fat awl flourtdiing landlady of an hotel i and 
infaiiiiHWiu fkirhadimi and nautical mtoali for having mireowdhUy 
drawn up * hill of dwwmr« to the mimunt of mwen htmdred 
ailiiinrthb Itoyid Httfhfiv** Prince William Henry, after ward* Luke 
of llareuee fttid limit William the Fourth, who in a fit nf ultra* 
joviality with the mm nf the Forty ninth towmeat, dtmwltiM m 
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grandfather was admired and beloved by his parishioners for 

£ 1 r™ r .» » h “ l >» to*?** to /to„. p H “S“ f ” 

eaily age, m consequence of a fever taken in the hot and 

tL Si a’ 7“ an °’ Brien > or rather Bryan, 
kings P f zA er desoeat fro “ *e kings aforesaid (or of the 
h l mll ? WaSas g°°d-^tured and beloved as her 
and^riu l 76 ^ aSslduou \ in , her Mentions to the negroes 

mv Ladv P P r :-?f Wh n?, m sbe ke P t a set of medicines, like 
fJ h S y A Bo ™ tlfub They had two children besides my 

beth wit'of Tr h ° P V Il0 1 , died tmmarried; and Eliza- 
theWv SS^ n ayr fl’ Esq ‘> 0f -Barbados, one of 
first ? ajrells of Lillingstone, and father by a 

tion brfh X ° f f barrister of that name. I men- 
portraits ^ adl6S ’ beCause they will come among my 

weSVl^ ? 6i - *5 worthy Eector and his wife 

JZ J 6 to ? mdul gent. When my father was to go to the 
American continent to school, the latter dressed up her boy 

tiemen fn K 4 * %**<*«*»', SUch as ™ see ° a the* ttfegeZ 
toodlStS^SS^ ?° S P Ier did and c °stly, that when the 
good pastor beheld.him, he was moved to utter an expostula- 

Oll ’ 9 b J ectlon > however, soon gave way before the pride of 
a 1 parties; and my father set off for school, ready sped with 

plenty of money to sped him more. ay spout, uitii 

grace who * sm . at Bhdadelphia, and became the scape- 

tators Mv^f f ?'t T 6 ’ aQd b0re the W of the 
tutors. My father took the degree of Master of Arts both at 

Philadelphia and New York. When he spoke the Wed 

him one a of?h “ g ’ tW ° youn S ladies feI1 in love with 

mm, one of whom he afterwards married. He was fair and 

bSevTs 0 ’ I ?/ eli0a n f T eS, 1 a SmaU aquiline nose, a " d 
. eyes. To a graceful address he joined a remarkablv fine 

voice, which he modulated with great effect. It was in read 

thft heVon 8 l? C 1%f e P ° etS ^ ° ther Cla3sics of En g^d, 

nat he completed the conquest of my mother’s heart He 
Ztw Spend , dle ^nin g s M this manner with her ^d her 
family,_ a noble way of courtship; and my grandmother 
became so hearty in his cause, that she succeed^in carrying 

(whom^upset ^he°weVaway/mfuskg to^terfere 11 ® -twIT 
vivacities of “ Massa the Uino-’Q mt , er ^ ere with the 

he would pay for like a gentleman! ’ She prudendy concluded 
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it agamnfc her husband, who wished Iuh daughter to marry a 
wealthy neighbour. [The bride was Mary, the daughter of 
Stephen Shewed, a merchant of Hlillndolphia, a vehement 
man, both in public and in family matters, The other lady 
was Maryk aunt, although the girls were about the same 

w % " 3 

My father was intended* i believe, to carry on the race of 
clergymen* an ho afterwarda did ; but ho went* in the first 
bwlaiiee, into the law, The Americana milted the practice of 
attorney and barrister. My father studied the law under 
articles to one of the chief persons In the profession; ami 
afterwards practised with distinction himself. At this period 
(by which time all niy brothers except one weie born) tin* 
devolution broke out; and lie entered with no much raid into 
flte cause of the itrkbh Uoveramenf, that, besides pleading 
for loyalhu with great fervour at tin* bar, he wrote pamphlets 
et|uallv full of party warmth, which drew mi him the* popular 
odium* His fortunes then came to a tuida in America. Early 
one morning* a great concourse of people appeared before hk 
house. He came out* ' or was brought, They put him into 
a cart, prepared tor the pur|mse (conceive the anxiety of hi* 
wife !), and, after parading him about the streets, were joined 
by a party of the revolutionary soldiers with drum and life. 
The multitude, sour* days before, for tie* same perfuse, had 
srlwd Hr, Keursley, a staunch Tory, win* on learning their 
intention had lost up the windows of Id i hotne, and endea 
vowed fo pi'i*v*iit then* e.ettttic in. The doctor had Sdv hand 
pierced be a ha vmief, ai it mitered fnaneeu the Miiitteivi 
behind which he had planted hhuodf. He vum dragged out 
and put. into the call, di ipping with blood; bill lie hot none 
of Ins intrepidity ; fhr lie answered their leproache.i ami out - 
rape with vehement rrptvloiidons ; and, by way ot retaliation 
on the 44 MogueVi March, 1 * at ruck up *Mh*d save the Kinyd* 
My father, who knew Reardey, had endeavoured to persuade 
him not to add to their irrimttoii; but to no purpose, The 
doctor conliuiietl infill bt*% and more than mice taimeil ^boin 
loan of blood and the violence of Ids tbrlhtigu My hit Inn* 
eoinpiiriitivety softened the people with hk gentler nuiuth m ; 
yet, he i't understood, like Reardey, to have hud a tint row 

rscii|n? from tmring and Ibafloiina, A tub of tar, which hud 
been set, in u conspicuous place in one oi the afreets for that 
purpose, w«u overturned by mi officer Ititiiiiafo with our family. 
The well-bred leyutbR however, did not eicape entirely front 
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personal injury. One of the stones thrown by the m«»lt gsive 
him such a severe blow on the head ? as not only laid him 
swooning in the cart, but dimmed his sight for life, "At length, 
after being carried through every street in Philadelphia* hi'* 
was deposited, as Dr. Kearsley had been, in a prison hi 
Market Street. The poor doctor went out of his niiiid* and 
ended his days not long afterwards in eonlmement.* My 
father, by means of a large sum of money given to the sen** 
tinel. who had charge of him, was enabled to escape at 
midnight. He went immediately on hoard a ship in the 
Delaware, that belonged to my grandfather, and was 
for the West Indies. She dropped down the. riwr that 
night; and my father went first to Barbados, and after win tU 
to England, where he settled. 


My mother was to follow my father as soon ay pombln 
which she was not able to do for many months. The last time 
she had seen him, he was a lawyer and a partisan* going nut 
ir . ritated Pmhce. On her arrival in England, *ti« 
beheld him m a pulpit, a clergyman, preaching troutmtllity. 
When my father came over, lie found it impossible to mtitttti© 
ms profession as a lawyer. Some actors, who bean! him read* 
advised him to go on the stage; hut he was too promt for ifmK 

w f T Vei V nt ,° thc * ?! uirch - He waH u, ' tLtin “ d h- «»«• «•'•!*• ■ 

hirated Lowth, then Bishop of London ; mid ho mum 

?°P^ ar that , the Blsho P sont fiw him and mmm.tmt, 4 
,. s P reachln S so many charity Herman*. Hw lord dui. 
said that it was ostentatious in a clergyman, and that ho 
his name in too many advertisements. Mv lather thmed.f if 

oftE sm3 ieS T L J ! tVT »mnv 

ot these seimons. I am told that for a whole year ho did 

a "T .."""« 

anme startling to the simplicity of th« Church of Kn.duo.l 
I»he» h, /», ^ „ Xliu.rt'C 

and TnSting f ™«> »» m.mrin* 

Pennsylvania, the anonymous aiithoTof*• 1 /«**«'»/ in 

been a Captain Graddon or G?avdon *“ *'»vo 

service. The same work has «£., ” ol, J' w 1,1 thw An.oriom, 
ments of Kearsley and mv fktl^r ^o . - 0 t0 rt T«*«’iit the ir. tu 

instead of simultaneous?^ as m the °r ( tWO 4I ,"«*«’* <b‘.v«. 

informing us that he was 7 a^eiunesso^Wh ^ '* ,w <r “* ,U "‘ 

wihi i„ the 

ridden once, during a midnight frol lf ta? ‘k* en, W* bun a* havuig 
h0use > mo « on horseback! anfcven up t *m S' r * ‘ 
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the reader $miy« for hm deliverance u m the hour of death 

ami at the day of judgment/’ lie used to make a pause at the 
word 14 death/* and drop hU voice on the re.4 of the mmfeenee. 
Tim effect was striking; hut the repetition must have* hurt it. 

I am afmid it was a Utile theatrical Hw delivery, however, 
wiih so much admired hy it lose who thought themselves the 
best judges, that 1'ho mas Sheridan, father of the celebrated 
Sheridan, came up to him one day, after service, in the vestry, 
and complimented him on having profited so well from his 
Treat tW m iltunUmj the Utunjtf* My father was obliged to 
tell him that lie had never seen it, 

l do md know whether it was Lowfh, hut if was some 
bishop, to whom my father one day, in the midst of a warm 
discussion, being asked, * 4 Do you know who l mu? 11 replied, 
with a bow, 44 Yes, my lord ; dimt ami ashes/' I Jouhtless the 
clergyman was warm and imprudent. In truth, he made a 
great mistake when he entered the profession. By the nature 
of the tenure, it was irretrievable ; ami Ids whele life after 
was a aeries of enoia, arising from the unsuitability of his 
position, He was fend of divinity ; but it was as a specu¬ 
lator, net as a dogmatist, or one who takes upon trust. lie 
was ardent hi tin* cause of Church and State; hut here lie 
speculated too, ami soon began to modify his opinions, whieh 
got him the sib will of the Coverumeut, He delighted Ida 
audiences in the pulpit ; so mueli so, that lie had crowds of 
carriage;! at the door, i hie of Ids couereyafions had an mi 
gtaving made of him ; and a lady <4 the name ot Cooling, 
who was motuber of another* left him by will the sum of uOU/,, 
as a te itifnonv of the pieman e and advantage she had derived 
from liri dmeotuv-rs. 

But unfortunately, after delighting Id v hearers in the pulpit, 
lie would delight »»tne of them a little too mmii over the 
table, ile was extremely lively and agreeable ; wiih full of 
generous aeutimeuM; could flatter without grosstnuH; had 
dories to tell of lord?! whom he knew \ and when the bottle 
wan to circulate, it did not stand with him, Alt thin wait 
dangerous to a West Indian win* had mi increasing family, 
and who vuh to m»d%e hi! way in the Cliureli, If. vuui b»o 
much for him ; and lie added another to tin* list of those win*, 
though they might mtfiwe equally for themselves and others in 
a more considerate and contented state of society, and seem 
to be the bom ddight?i of if, are only lent ami thrown out in 
a nyatmii of thing* which, by going upon the ground of indi* 
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vidual aggrandizement, compels dispositions of a mom seemM# 
and reasonable nature either hi luvome parties concern*^* nr 
be ruined in the refusal It is doubtless tiwtimbenf 4111 * 
husband and father to be careful under all : 

and it is easy for most people to talk of flit* mvtvasity of' hctfitf 
so, and to recommend it to others* especially when they haw 
been educated to the habit Let thus** fling the first reott** 
who, with the real inclination and talent tbr other ffittig# ffbr 
the inclination may not he what they fake it fur'h eon fine 
themselves industriously to the duties present**! thorn, Them* 
are more victims to errors committed by society itmdf llwfi 
society supposes. 

But I grant that a man is either hound to fell briery 
to do as others do. My father wan always imalrns* theo¬ 
retically speaking, both for the good of the world, and tbr llial 
of his family (I remember a printed proposal wide!* fie dtvw 
up for an academy, to beautified the H Uosmopolif Scat Semi* 
naiy”); but he had neither uneasiness enough iu hi* tkU«l» 
nor, perhaps, sufficient strength in his eomdetious to firing hk 
speculations to bear ; and as to the pride of milting a figure 
above his neighbours, which so many men mistake frn a Wth*t 
principle of action, he could dispense with that ds if w;« # 
he should have been kept; at home in ttorlw!.^ itr w.e* 4 
true exotic, and ought not to have hem* tramipl mfed, fa¬ 
nlight have preached there, and <pmti'd Horace, ami been wt* 
tlemanly and generous, and drunk his claret, and m* Linn 
done. But in a bustling, commercial state of sochev, 
the enjoyment, such as it is, consists in tin* tnntj*% be r,n 
neither very likely to succeed, nor to meet wirh a 
struction nor to end his pleasant ways with pki.mrr nflo r 
the world or himself. 


*** 


it was an toe pulpit of Ihutinrn 
-raddington, that my mother found her hutoand 
■tie published a volume of Mintuma preached thmv, in whod, 
here is little but elegance of diction and a gnu-i-tul inoralttv, 

?Z d ?T7 T1 tl0 c mnu; am, » to.uiy th.j truth, It.- < 

al bv t3le f ° W 1 nC * r of ,h,: who looked 

as by fai the most eloquent production of tin* pulpit. Tin* 

• ®P! cl2latl ° n ^ded with the preacher being horrid i« t dot t 
Tnends, however, were lavish of their assistance. Three *,f mv 
brothers were sent to school; the other, at her earn,4 mit lZ 
went to hve (which he did tbr some ye ars) 4i, 5 S 1 nW 
a S1 ster (I thank) of Sir Kiehanl 
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old woman, the delight of nil the children of her acquaintance. 
She occupied at one time a filial! hotme which belonged to her 

in the Paddington Uoad, and in the, iViuit garden of which, or 
in that of the homu* next to it (I forget which, hut they were 
hath her property), «Ukm 1 a heautiful almotuhtree, not long 
Hnee cut down* Never shall i forget tin* enchanting effect 
which the bright green rails of the gardens of these houses 
used to have upon me when l caught night of them in going 
there with my mother. My father and mother took breath, 
in tht* meantime, under the friendly mef of Mr* West, the 
painter, who had married her aunt, The aunt and niece were 
much of an age, and both fond of hooks, Mrs. West, indeed, 
ultimately Immune a martyr to them; for the physician de¬ 
clared that she Imi the use of her limbs by sitting he doors. 

From Newman Street my father went to live in Hampstead 
Square, whence he orcHMonally used to go and preach at 
Southgate, Tim then I Mike of Plmodon had a scat in the 
neighbourhood of Southgate* He heard my father preach, 
and was so pleased with him, that he requested him It* become 
tutor to Ids nephew, Mr. Leigh, which the pmteher did, and 
he remained with hw UraeeN family for several years. The 
Luke waa Master of the Hums ami originated flic famous 
epithet of 4 * heaven burn minister, 11 applied to Mr, Pitt, l 
have heard my father describe him *m a man of great ^weet- 
ineci of nature and eoud brooding, He was the grambon of 
iVpe and Swifts I Milo* of < bauilo a Ho died in 17 Hit } and 
left a widow, wle< survived him f*»r s.overal yoaia in a state of 
menial alienation, l mention tin * eirrmsHnttetg because l 
flunk t have heard it said m our family, that her derange¬ 
ment wa i owing to a piece *4 tlmtedtfte'mess, the notice of 
which may serve as a caution, She was a woman of great, 
animal spiiits; and happening to fliruU nude the Ilukifs chair 
when lie was going to sit down, the emoequenees were mob, 
that firing extremely nHmbed to him, she rmdd never forgive 
herself* but lint her !nt band and #»*iuesat ett*m The Ibtehrss 
had already nnirrird to u gentletnnn of flic name of 

Fllepon, She was daughter of Sir Ulehsirtt Uamoti, mid 
mother of an Imirc<q who carried the tit!*' id tJhnndoa into 
the Cit’enville family, 

To be tutor in. a ducal family l* one of the toads to a 
bishopric. My father win thought to be in the highest way 

lu it He %tm tutor in flic house, not only of u duke, hut of 
«i nlafe osflkrp, for mhm the King had a |huv*imI regard. IIP# 
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ma ?Q 6rS Were highest order; his principles in Church hln] 

and State as orthodox, to all appearance, as could be wished ; repi 

and he had given up flourishing prospects in America for my 

k* ^ sa . * *be same ardent and disinterested sense of ^ 

right which induced him to make that sacrifice in behalf of “ 

what he thought due to his Sovereign, made him no less ready of i 

to take the part of any one holding opposite opinions whom Mr. 

he considered to be ill-used ; and he had scarcely set his foot his 

in England, when he so distinguished himself among his bro- as a 

ther loyalists for his zeal in behalf of a fellow-countryman effe 

who had served in the republican armies, that he was given few 

to understand it was doing him no service at court. ^ 

This gentleman was the distinguished American artist, talo 

Colonel Trumbull. Mr. Trumbull, at that time a young man, mal 

had left the army to become a painter; to which end he had nisi 

crossed the Atlantic, and was studying under Mr. West. The littl 

Government, suspecting him to be a spy, arrested him, and it the 

was not without exertions extremely creditable to Mr. West hen 

himself, as well as to my father (for the future President of fere 

the Academy was then commencing his own career under wit 

regal patronage), that the supposed dangerous ex-officer was his 

set free. Mr. Trumbull, in his memoirs, has recorded his ceh 

obligations to both. Those on the part of my father, as a mai 

loyalist, he pronounces to have been not only perilous but my 

unique. He says, in a letter to his father, Governor Trum- beg 

bull neB 

. U y est > w ho has been very much my friend, spoke ject 

immediately both to the King and the American secretary, whi 

and was encouraged by both to expect that as soon as the ans 

noise should have subsided a little I should be discharged. I 

However, after waiting two months, I wrote to Lord George dist 

Germaine, but received no answer. Mr. West, at the same Ha: 

time, could not obtain a second interview with him. In Feb- any 

ruary, a Mr. Hunt, a refugee from Philadelphia, formerly an Bei 

assistant to Mr. West” (this is a mistake, my father never store 

had anything to do with painting), “ conversing with Mr. West bea 

on the subject, was so far convinced of the absurdity and in- out 

justice of the treatment I had received, that he entered warmly wh, 

into my interest, and with great perseverance urged the other me 

refugees to assist him in undeceiving the ministry, and gain- * 

mg my discharge. Hot one, however, joined him; and after 175 

a fortnight s solicitation, he was told by Mr. Thompson, Lord con 

George Germaine’s secretary, a Woburn lad, that he made 
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himstdf very busy in this ailair, and very little to his owe 
reputation ; that ho hud host stop, tor all Ins applications in 

iny behalf wore useless*”* 

And again, in the Appendix to the same work, page 319 

4i l had little led to hope, unless from some favourable turn 
of affairs in America* An effort indeed was made through 
Mr. Hunt* a refugee from Philadelphia, upon the feelings of 
his fellows* which does honour to him, and was pushed so fur 
as almost to endanger his own safety, but without; any other 
effect than showing the debatable rancour which, with vet} 
lew exception*, is the common mark of their oharue'er.” 

Mr* Trumbull* opinion of the loyalists in general must he 
taken rum #/wfto ; for though he appears to have been an esti¬ 
mable, he was nU» an irritable, man; but this does not duni- 
ni h tie 4 hmmur tine to my father’s eforts. There can he 
little doubt, however, that those efforts did him mischief with 
tin* Ktm% who, not knowing turn so wadi as he did M i\ West, 
being naturally given to dislike those who in any respect dif¬ 
fered with hum ami probably having been made. acquainted 
with some indiscreet evidence of warmth in the prosecution of 
lit t endeavours for Mr. Trumbull, is very likely to have con¬ 
ceited an impression of him unfavourable to the future clergy¬ 
man. I know tad how soon, too, hut most likely before long, 
my fit her, as he became neqttamfel with the (Jovernmcnt, 
bee an to doubt Its perfect smijs ; and the Ring, whose minute* 
iwm of information reaper! iny the per.-<anti afairs of Ids sub¬ 
ject* A well knowu» was jtnof likely piopared with questions, 
whhh fie 4 Puke ot t‘haudea was not equally prepaml to 
answer. 

M*anwloir, the a fynh’U was getting more ami more 
d At leased* lie rrnno ed to Hampstead a second time ; from 
i tamp .tead he ero ord the water; and t he first juom l have 
any reeolleetion of A one In a prAom It, was in tin* Kmgfs 
lletseli, Here was the pane* of tuckets giving the phme a 
ntrange lively air in tie* studs of its dAtresaea; here I first, 
braid, to my uMon Aliment and horror, a \orae of a song, sung 
out, as fm fettered a,long, ty a drtmkcn man, the wot da of 
which appealed to me uuq»eaLuldy wirked ; and here l re¬ 
member well, at he walked up ami down, the appearance of a 

* # |«t*du*w/rap/e/, /tVmmbrtaim, anti a/ John Trumbull, Jhm 

IT;WH« IK4I, Mew York ami London, IH$L The Thompson hern 
rt»!ifiw§f!wmdy mcitffMned set **u Woburn lad,” was after wards fch« 
celebrated iWttf Humford, 
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prisoner who was at that time making no little noise in £hm 
worid, and who was veritably wickedLugh. He wL^X 
hm man, m a cocked hat, had an aquiline* nose, anTaW 
ther appeared to my childish eyes a strangely inconsistent- 

ffentleman erS0 T tf° r a “ atl ° f . his cllara cter, and much of a 
fnlrl hn i a * ^ aVe lm P ression my memory that I was 
Andret p 3 k™ & n | ed e thr0D g h his wife’s toDgue. This was 

^d asru^e??n°hi? 0ne7 - B0WeS -’T Esq '’ wMc ^ last na ™ he 
assumed on his marriage with the Countess of Strath 

more, f or cruel treatment ofwhom in his attempt 1o e“mt 

three^Xs 7 be6n sentenced t0 an imprisonment of 

summing; ,. Hls , sur g eon and biographer, Jesse Foot, in 
ardlv inridL™is character, says of him, that he was “ cow- 

deceitful fidoV hj ' pocntl - ca , 1 ’ mean, violent, selfish, 

aeceittul, jealous, revengeful, inhuman, and savage, without a 

qaality -” Ifc is not improbable that Mr. 
oot im e ht have been one of the persons he deceived- but 

S.t tkinToT ° f tbe ““’S bfe ^ S 

. h - i „monster, and Foot suppresses most of the 
t f ars of hl | cnielty as too shocking to detail. He was 
locked 10S k “ ad f en are t( >o conventionally sane to be 
t0 ^ " bat « * some 

~ Ms rsfts 

bishons P and ^ ^ ajesty said he would speak to the 
should T a Se , C r ° nd a PP Iioa tion, he said my father 

Stirion bn .l rf 5 01% % fa , ther himseIf a, so presented a 

his name on tS ? r a3 iT er d ° ne for him ’ was the putting 
name °? Loyalist Pension List for a hundred a vear 

the^los^ofsev 31 be “V 321 ^ bought extremely inadequate for 

couirv but wh n mT v eigb /,‘ lme l aS muct itt A ^™a, Reaper ‘ 
for thelactive I® r a P 00r acknowledgment even 
he had said ld^ ^ ICh hellad . evinced > and the things which 
and his eiran 7 lltten; es P eclaI1 y as the pension came late, 

was ie was owt^ C f ^ ^ inTol ™ d - Small as * 
the Arrival of « ° 6 ^ t0 moitgage it; and from this time till 

years afterwaLs b 6 f 10M from the West Indies, several 
distresSs nnf Sv b lmd f Went a series of mortifications and 

SunSv fol iT yS W f h ° U l reason for self-reproach. Un¬ 
fortunately for others, it might be said of him what Lady 
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Mary Wortley said of lier kinsman, Henry Fielding, “ that 
give him his leg of mutton and bottle of wine, and in the 
very thick of calamity he would be happy for the time being/* 
Too well able to seize a passing moment of enjoyment, he 
was always scheming, never performing ; always looking for¬ 
ward with some romantic plan which was sure to succeed, and 
never put in practice. I believe he wrote more titles of non¬ 
existing books than Rabelais. At length he found his mis¬ 
take. My poor father! He grew deeply acquainted with 
arrests, and began to lose his graces and (from failures with 
creditors) his good name. He became irritable with the con¬ 
sequences, and almost took hope of better days out of the 
heart that loved him, and was too often glad to escape out of 
its society. Yet such an art had he of making his home com¬ 
fortable when he chose, and of settling himself to the most 
tranquil pleasures, that if she could have ceased to look for¬ 
ward. about her children, I believe, with all his defects, those 
evenings would have brought unmingled satisfaction to her, 
when, after brightening the fire and bringing out the coffee, 
my mother knew that her husband was going to read Saurin 
or Barrow to her, with his fine voice and unequivocal enjoy¬ 
ment. 

We thus struggled on between quiet and disturbance, 
between placid readings and frightful knocks at the door, and 
sickness, and calamity, and hopes, which hardly ever forsook 
us. One of my brothers went to sea,—a great blow to my 
poor mother. The next was articled to an attorney. My 
brother Robert became pupil to an engraver, and my brother 
John was apprenticed to Mr. Reynell, the printer, whose 
kindly manner, and deep iron voice, I well remember and 
respect. I had also a regard for the speaking trumpet, which 
ran all the way up his tall house, and conveyed his rugged 
whispers to his men. And his goodly wife, proud of her 
husband’s grandfather, the bishop; never shall I forget how 
much I loved her for her portly smiles and good dinners, and 
how often she used to make me measure heights with her 
fair daughter Caroline, and found me wanting; which I 
thought not quite so hospitable. 

As my father’s misfortunes, both in America and England, 
were owing, in the first instance, to feelings the most worthy 
and disinterested, so they were never unaccompanied with 
manifestations of the same zeal for others in smaller, though 
not always equally justifiable ways, which he had shown in 
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the greater. He hampered himself, for instumv, by fotfemfag 
security fur other people. This, however* he could only liave 

•lone out of his usual sanguine belief In tin* h» unofj, «*f tluw 
whom ho assisted ; f»r of collusion with anything dtdikttitelj 
unworthy, ho was as incapable as lie was trust in/, Jfti pt^ 
though irregular, or unprofitable to himself was always at t|i e 
service of those who required it for memorials or other helps. 
As to Ins children, lie was healthy and sanguine, and always 
looked forward to being aide to do something for them; anil 
something for them lie did, if it \uw only in /rafting fch 
animal spirits on the maternal stock* and setting them an 
example of independent thinking, lint lie did fuwv, lit* 
really took care, eoti-Hiderittg Ids unhudm'vdtke babttu tewarth 
settling them in some line of life. It is .sir fantfe, not Kl^ 
if we have not been all so sneeessfut ;u we mi/lit It i*e hn%» 
at least it is no more Ids fault than that of A* We. 4 Indian 
Moot! of whieh we all partake, ami which has dn*p»nol nil 
of us, more or less, to a certain inemiori front Upiiiish 
A nd if it may be some vanity in ih» at hot 4 it k m* <&. 
honour to our turn of numb to hope, that wo imj irav^ 
been the means of eitvtilalittg more knowledge and 
tamment in society, than if he hail attained lie* fn^lrnfm 
he looked for, and frit tu ticketed and inhclh 4 am-fk 
acquiescent 

lowards the latter part, of Ids life, toy ufTii: * m?y 

greatly retrieved by the help of Ins duei\ M? i i Uyo HI, wfm 
came over with a property ftom Ilarl ado-i, My * * mr * v;H 
generous; part of her property eame wuoe * m M ly a 

marriage [most probably of tin* authors * Id*- a InvA i >»UjVn 
Shewed Hunt with Christiana Havre!! j, M% ttete-Ci HVa 
Indian sun was again warm upon hum Uu hU .4 -te? S death, 
to be sure, his struggles recommenced, though 104. at all in 
comparison to what they had been, hVemnim-m *% biornwr* 
they <li<l; and yet m sanguine was he in Ids tnteufoen U< the 
last, and so accustomed had my mother leva to fry to bdaoe 
in him, and to persuade herself Hie did, that net l»mg kf.-re 
she died he made the most solemn pjomkrn of mumidiMiir, 
which by chance I could not help overhearing* and whoi dw 
received witli a tenderness and a tone of joy, the jemrmbnmce 
of whieh brings the tears into my eyes/ My father had one 
taste well suited to his profession, and hi him, I t* >e 4 to think, 
remarkable. He was very fond of sermons; w tueh he mis 
rarely tired of reading, or my mother of hearing, I knit 
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mentioned the effect which these used to have upon her. 
When she died, he could not bear to think she was dead; yet 
retaining, in the midst of his tears, his indestructible tendency 
to seize on a cheering reflection, he turned his very despair 
into consolation; and in saying, “ She is not dead, but sleeps,” 
I verily believe the image became almost a literal thing with 
him. Besides his fondness for sermons, he was a great reader 
of the Bible. His copy of it is scored with manuscript; and 
I believe he read a portion of it every morning to the last, 
let him have been as satisfied or dissatisfied with himself 1 as 
he might for the rest of day. This was not hypocrisy; it 
was habit, and real fondness: though, while he was no hypo¬ 
crite, he was not, I must confess, remarkable for being explicit 
about himself; nor did he cease to dogmatize in a sort of 
official manner upon faith and virtue, lenient as he thought 
himself bound to be to particular instances of frailty. To 
young people, who had no secrets from him, he was especially 
indulgent, as I have good reason to know. He delighted to 
show his sense of a candour in others, which I believe he 
would always have practised himself, had he been taught it 
early. Tor many years before his death, he had greatly 
relaxed in the orthodoxy of his religious opinions. Both he 
and my mother had become Unitarians. They were also 
Universalists, and great admirers of Mr. Winchester, parti¬ 
cularly my mother.* My father was willing, however, to 
hear all sides of the question, and used to visit the chapels 
of the most popular preachers of all denominations. His 
favourite among them, I think, was Mr. Worthington, who 
preached at a chapel in Long Acre, and had a strong natural 
eloquence. Politics and divinity occupied almost all the 
conversation that I heard at our fire-side. It is a pity my 
father had been so spoilt a child, and had strayed so much out 
of his sphere; for he could be contented with little. He was 
one of the last of the gentry who retained the old fashion 
of smoking. He indulged in it every night before he went 
to bed, which he did at an early hour; and it was pleasant 
to see him sit, in his tranquil and gentlemanly manner, and 

* “ The Universalists cannot, properly speaking, be called a distinct 
sect, as they are frequently found scattered amongst various denomi¬ 
nations. They are so named from holding the benevolent opinion, that 
all mankind, nay, even the demons themselves, will be finally restored 
to happiness, through the mercy of Almighty God .’ 5 —History of all 
Religions and Religious Ceremonies , p. 263. What an impiety towards 
“Almighty God,” that anybody could ever have thought the reverse 1 
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relate anecdotes of “my Lord North” and the Eockinghatjj 
administration, interspersed with those mild puffs and urbane 
resumptions of the pipe. How often have I thought of him 
under this aspect, and longed for the state of society that 
might have encouraged him to be more successful! Had he 
hved twenty years longer he would have thought it was 
coming. _ He died in the year 1809, aged fifty-seven, and 
was buried in the churchyard in Bishopsgate Street. I re¬ 
member they quarrelled over his coffin for the perquisites 
of the candles; which put me upon a great many reflections, 
both, on him and on the world. 

I bless and am grateful to his memory. One of the last 
sayings of the last surviving of his children but myself, was 
a tribute to it equally simple and sincere. “ What a kind 
man,” said my brother Robert, u he was!” 

My grandfather, by my mother’s side, was Stephen Shewell 
merchant of Philadelphia, who sent out his “ argosies.” His 
mother was a quaker, and he, himself, I believe, descended 
from a quaker stock. He had ships trading to England, 
Holland, and the West Indies, and used to put his sons and 
nephews in them as captains. For sausages and “ botargoes” 
(first authors, perhaps, of the jaundice in our blood), Friar 
John would have recommended him. As Chaucer says, 

“ It snew&d, in his house, of meat and drink.” 

On that side of the family we seem all sailors and rough 
subjects, with a mitigation (on the female part) of quakerism; 
as, on the father’s side, we are creoles and claret-drinkers, 
very polite and clerical. 

My grandmother’s maiden name was Bickley. I believe 
her family came from Buckinghamshire. The coat of arni8 
are three half-moons; which I happen to recollect, because 
of a tradition we had, that an honourable augmentation was 
made to them of three wheat-sheaves, in reward of some 
gallant achievement performed in cutting off a convoy of pro¬ 
visions [by Sir William Bickley, a partisan of the House of 
Orange, who was made a Banneret. He was reputed in the 
family to have been the last Englishman who received the 
title of a Knight Banneret, by receiving Knighthood from 
the royal hand, on the field]. My grandmother was an open- 
hearted, cheerful woman, of a good healthy blood. The 
family consisted of five daughters and two sons. One of the 
daughters died unmarried: of the four others, three are dead 
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also; the fourth still lives, ns upright in her carriage as when 
she was young, and the intelligent, mother of two intelligent, 
daughters, one of whom, the wife of Dr. Swill, a physician, 
is distinguished for her talent in writing verses. One of my 
uncles died in England, a mild, excellent creature, more tit 
for solitude than the sea. The other, my uncle Stephen, 
a fine handsome fellow of great good nature and gallantry, 
was never heard of, after leaving the port of Philadelphia 
for the West Indies, lie had a pi active. of crowding too 
much sail, which is supposed to have been his destruction. 
They said he did it “ to get hack to his ladies*.” 

My uncle was the means of saving his namesake, my 
brother Stephen, from a singular destiny. Some indium*, 
who came into the city to tratlie, had been observed to notire 
my brother a good deal, it is supposed they saw in hio tall 
little person, dark face, ami long black hair* a resemblance 
to themselves. One day they enticed him from my grand« 
father’s house in Front Street:, and taking him to the Hein* 
ware, which was close by, were carrying 1dm off across the 
river, when his unde descried them and gave the alarm* Him 
threats induced them to come back; otherwise, It is thought, 
they intended to carry him into thdr own quarters, and bring 
him up as an Indian; so that, instead of a rare, charaetrr of 
another sort,—an attorney who would rather compound a 
quarrel tor Ins clients than get rieh by It,”-\\v might ha\e 
had for a brother the Great Bnflalo, bloody Bear/or rone* 
such grim personage. I will indulge myself with the fibem 
of observing in this place, that' with great dher ify bf 
character among us, with strung points of diquit - eum a/mie; 
ourselves, and with the* usual amount, though not pmltajM 
exactly the like nature, of infirmities rommou to other 
people,—some of^us, may be, with greater,- we have all 
been persons who inherited the power of making saeriticee f«a* 
the sake of a principle. 

My grandfather, though Intimate with lb’. Frau hi In, waa 
secretly on the liiitish side of the question when the Atneii- 
can war broke out. lie professed to be neutral, and to 
attend only to business; but his neutrality did not avail him. 
One of his most valuably laden ships was burnt in tin* 
Delaware by the Revolutionists, to prevent its getting info 
the hands of the British ; and besides making free with Ida 
botargoes, they despatched every now and then a file of 
soldiers to rifle his house of everything eke that could fm 
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serviceable; linen, blankets AAnd tins 

was only a taste of what he \sm fo .mile;; tV. emptying lu 8 
mercantile stores from time b* time. they paid him with tlwir 
continental currency, japcr-money; the d* pr« vtatioii of which 
was so great in to Ioa\e liiiii, at fir fioc of th** war, bankrupt 
i-f everythin** hut s* me housed which hi a with brought him, 
Thev amounted to a Mitlieimiy fbtf the family utppert; iiikI 
tlun^ after all his fietifraltfM* la* own I all tea l hr fvtaifiwl 
to a generous ami uiispeeubiting woman, Hi - cavmg gran*, 
h«»we\ er, was not mii all i ernmens confined t> * he* artmy, ily 
gave a Mi otig tmianee of lm jutltnhfy to tin- lb ubh ranni*, 
by secreting in hU house a gentleman »>f tin* imam of Mat**r, 
who commanded a unall aimed }**►*> ’I on the I Maw ate, nid 
whti was not long since redding sit Fmdem Ms. Slater Imd 
|«'on taken prisoner, amt rmtfifird «? .oam* tuf'f 4Unmet* 
from Pldtud«*lptiia, lie crntfrived to nuk* hi* * * *a|n*, ami 
itstufilshed my grand fat herb family by itpfrarntg bemm thtuu 
at night, them*lie*I in the rain, which ilV^vnas m terriitH 
in that climate. They wercted liftn f -r mmsi neurits in a 
room at the top of the home. 

My mother at that time wans a brunette with fine eye#,a 
tall lady Hi he person,. and hair blacker limn A oeai of Kiiglbls 
growth* If was supp*wed that AngF Vfm-s semi i already 
began to exhibit the influ* mm of climate in ties; app arano*. 
The late Mr, West told me, that if he feet no i luy.wlf er 
any of i«y brothers in the Mte» ts, ho ale ill 1 have ju*-no*utml, 
without knowing un, that we wore Ateciicafi',, My mah«T 
had no aecomplhhuieum bur the two b*- 4 of ad, a low *»f 
nature smd of books, lti\ Ihanlhu * dimed !*> u a;*h her the 
guitar; hut she was £««< |,;i dibit to h eo.-we he: pupil, She 
regretted this afterwards, pat fly, tm d**nbt, tor Is miiy M sc 
illustrious a master. Her timt child, who da- \ t w.e> uatmd 
after him* I know not whether the anecdote $i j but l 
have heard, flat when Hr, FumUm inirnfrd fhe Hat monies 
hi* concealed if fiem his wife till tlir in Urnmenf w * * iit f»» |4ay; 
and tlieu woke her with if one nUlif, wh**n ,# 4*e if f*r 
tin* music of angels. Among the *Hitn*o at my ;o audfnhei^ 
hmm«*j licsides Frank It n f w;m lltoma s Fame ; wb m I haw 
heard my tiiuthm* Nfaak of, ns timing a eofinnsmssce that 
inspired her with terror, 1 Mime ItH a,*prcf h # c not cajjfi* 
vat mg; but namt likely lm political and irligiom opitticUH 
did it no good in the *yes of tlie fair Malum 

My mother was diflldeitt of her primal m**rit, but nlm 
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had great energy of principle. When the troubles broke out, 
and my father took that violent part iu favour of the king, 
a letter was received by her trom a person high in authority, 
stating, that if her husband would desist from opposition to 
the general wishes of the colonists, ho should remain in 
security; but that if he thought lit to do otherwise, he must 
suffer the consequences which awaited him. Tin* let tor eon - 
eluded with advising her, as she valued Inn- husband's and 
family’s happiness, to use her influence with him to act 
accordingly. To this, u in the spirit of old Rome and 
Greece,” as one of her sons has proudly and justly (deserved 
(I will add, of Old England, and, though contrary to our 
royalist opinions, of New America, too,) my mother replied, 
that she knew her husband’s mind too well to suppose ibr 
a moment that lie would so degrade himself; and that tin- 
writer of the letter entirely mistook Inn*, if iu* thought her 
capable of endeavouring to persuade him to an notion o>ti 
trary to the convictions of Ins heart, whatever tin* conse¬ 
quences threatened might be. Yet the heart of this evrollont 
woman, strong m it was, was already beating with anxiety 
for what might occur; and on the day when my father was 
seized, she fell, into a fit of the jaundice, so violent, a a to 
affect her ever afterwards, aud subject a previously litn* nm 
stitution to every ill that came arruss it. 

It was nearly two years before my mother emild set off 
with her children for England. She embarked iu the luirf g/ 
J<ll)iwjham frigate, Captain Dempster, win*, from the moment 
she was drawn up the sides of the vessel with her little boys, 
conceived a pity and respect, for Imt, and paid In i* tin* un< a 
cordial attention. In truth, In* felt more pity ibr her than 
he chose to express; for the vessel was old and battered, and 
lie. thought, the. voyage not without danoma N*»r wa > if. 
They did very well till they came off the Seilly Mauds, when 
a storm arose which threatened to fduk them, din* ship waa 
with difliculty kept above water* Here my mother again 
showed how courageous her heart could be, by the very 
strength of its tenderness, There was a lady iu the wmt'l 
who had betrayed weaknesses of various lauta during the 
voyage; and who even went so far as to resent the superior 
opinion which the gallant captain could not help entertaining 
of her fellow-passenger. My mother, instead of gh tug way 
to tears and lamentations, did all she could to Mop up the 
spirits of her children* 11m lady in question did the reverse; 
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? th -UMJ lng , tie , necessit y of the case, and touched 
with pity for children in the same danger as her own, was 
at length moved to break through the delicacy she had 
observed, and expostulate strongly with her, to the increased 
admiration of the captain, who congratulated himself on 
avmg a female passenger so truly worthy of the name of 
woman. Many years afterwards, near the same spot, and 
during a similar danger, her son, the writer of this book 
witli a wife and seven children around him, had occasion to 
ca iei to mmd; and the example was of service even to 
im, a man. It was thought a miracle that the Earl oj 
jfmgham was saved. It was driven into Swansea Bay, and 
borne along by the heaving might of the waves into a shallow, 
where no vessel of so large a size ever appeared before; nor 
lifting ^ 6Ver ^ aVe there, but by so unwonted an over- 

Having been born nine years later than the youngest of 
my brothers, I have no recollection of my mother’s earlier 
aspect. _ Her eyes were always fine, and her person lady-like; 

er hair also retained its colour for a long period; but her 
brown complexion had been exchanged for a jaundiced one, 
which she retained through life; and her cheeks were sunken 
and her mouth drawn down with sorrow at the comers, 
hhe stained, the energy of her character on great'occasions: 
but her spirit in ordinary was weakened, and she looked at 
the bustle and discord of the present state, of society with a 
frightened aversion. My father’s danger, and the war- 
whoops of the.Indians which she heard in Philadelphia, had 
■shaken her soul as well as frame. The sight of two men 
nghting m the streets would drive her in tears down another 
road; and I remember, when we lived near the park, she 
wouid take me a long circuit out of the way rather than 
hazard the spectacle of the soldiers. Little did she think of 
th , e fammity with which she was thus inoculating me, and 
what_ difficulty I should have, when I went to school, to 
sustain all those fine theories, and that unbending resistance 
to oppression, which she inculcated. However, perhaps it 
ultimately turned out for the best. One must feel more than 
usual for the sore places of humanity, even to fight properly 
m their behalf. Never shaft I forget her face* as it used 
to appear to me coming up the cloisters, with that weary hang 
of the head on one side, and that melancholy smile 1 
. ° ne holiday, m a severe winter, as she was taking me 
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home, she was petitioned for charity by a woman Nick and 
ill-clothed. It was in BlaekiViars Road, 1 think about mid¬ 
way. My mother, with the tears in her eyes, turned up a 
gateway, or some such place, and beckoning the woman to 
follow, took oil' her flannel petticoat, and gave it her. It is 
supposed that a cold which ensued, fixed the rheumatism 
upon her for life. Actions like these have doubtless been 
often performed, and do not ot necessity imply any gieat 
virtue in the performer; but they do if tiny an* ot a piece 
with the rest of the character. Saints have been made for 
charities no greater. 

The reader will allow me to quote a passage out ot a poem 
of mine, because it was suggested by a recollection 1 hud upon 
me of this excellent woman. It is almost the only passage m 
that poem worth repeating, which l mention, in order that be 
may lay the quotation to its right aceouut, ami m»t suppo ;e 1 
am anxious to repeat my verses because 1 fancy they must be 
good. In everything but the word 44 happy, 1 ’ the picture tu 
from life. The bird spoken of is the nightingale—the 

44 Bird of wakeful glow. 

Whose louder song Is like the voice of life. 

Triumphant o’er death’s image? hut whose deep, 

Low, lovelier note is like a gentle wife. 

A poor, a pensive, yet a happy one, 

Stealing, when daylight's common tasks are done, 

An hour for mother’s work; ami singing low, 

While her tired husband and her children s!v< p/' 

I have spoken of my mother during my father’s irmible-i in 
England, She stood by him thfbugh them all; and in every¬ 
thing did mure honour to marriage, than marriage did good 
to either of them; for it brought little happhms^ to Imr, and 
too many children to both. Of hbi efmiigea of opinion, mi 
well as of fortune, she partook also. She became a l hutai un, 
a Universalist, perhaps a Republican; and in her nyw opi¬ 
nions, as in her old, was apt, 1 suspect, n* be a little l*m 
peremptory, and to wonder at those who could be of the other 
side. It was her only fault. She would have titetided at had 
she lived till now. Though not a republican myae!f t I have 
been thought, in my time, to speak too severely of kings and 
princes, I think 1 did, anti that society fo no longer to bo 
bettered in that manner, but in a much calmer and tedder 
way. But I was a witness, in my childhood, to n gteaf, deal 
of suffering; I heard of more all over the workl; anti king# 
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and princes bore a great share in the cvitt^ to \% h\Ai ib y 
were traced. * 


Some of those causes were not hi he denied, k k 
understood, on all hands, that the eenttftfiajjnft *4 she Ariu% 
riean war was owing to tin* jicrsotud stuhherimeAs ef die 
Mj mother, In her indignation at him for bring lie* oum- of 
m much unnecessary blemished, thought that the tmtbrttirutf 
malady into which lie fell wan a judgment of lYevidimv. 

Ify mother's intolerance, after all* was only m sho>rv, 
When anything was to be th me, charity in tier a! n m <* r4 
before faith* If she eould have served and Iw-meftfed tfi#* ijj,,* 
himself jiersoimlly, indignation would soon hair eb*-n way til 
humanity. She had a high opinion of everything iIusVm 
decorous and feminine on the part of n wife ; yet wh**n a p^r 
violent woman, the wile of tin amiable and 
went so tar on one occasion ns to bite hi4 kind m a fit 4 
jealous rage m he was going to iwnel Sib pulpit f and lw 
preached in groat pain), my mother was the only frn**k >4 h»* r 
acquaintance that continued to v bit her ; doc*, i|i, 

needed soriety and eciinftnt uundi the 111*41% Sim hel tb 

highest notions of chastity ; yet when a ;**nunt rmo> m hi 
Who eould get irn place because she had had m tb-emuf*' 
ehud, my mother took her into her fUmitv ftp-si ?le* 

of her candour and her destitute eoiidirmm and a.n w*rm| 

during the remainder of the mhdr^mk hfe **th afbvm-ne, 
gratitude. 


My mother'* favourite hook* u, : • Ur. \„W. 
Ihoughts (which was a pity), m „t Mw. /»•>.,., it /V,,', 

mesojthe Heart. I mnrmbrr til*. h.-r 
adnuration of tint novola of Mm. iH.-hJ-.W, ti„- 

himple iStort/. tfh«t wan very fond ..f j.» trv, »u I ««■<! t„ 
hoard my verses in h,. r pooket lk«.is, and etirvm ;n/v »>.• i„ 
wntf^hy Klum-ing th.-m t«. dm VYV.,tt and the Thu 
flerlmmdsTm'ed and honoured it«*r to the b>,t; and, I b-Jt.-v.- 
thoy retained their regard for the fUiuiiv. 

My mother's last illness was Ionic, and w«m totHe-nt.-d wjth 
rhcuniatiHm. I envied my brother liubat th.- m-Mi.s-u, a ,.f 
the filial attentions ho paid hor; hut they shall !»• m imj.-ii 
known m I can make them, not. hrrana.'h,. w,m mv hr. th. r 
(wluch is nothing), hut becaime h*> wju a K< »,d ,«u.h’ aho-h i. 

«*j t™? 1wm ,uui *- *>.; abb,! 
fiSihes S r w, |* hg W P*‘ w '‘ r '' "**>“ ****** dwir 

lamdics , and 1, who ougitt to hav«> aU.-»d«l m. to, tw » m 
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giddy as I was young, or rather a groat dual more so, I 
attended, but not enough. How often have wo occasion to 
wish that we could he older or younger than we are, uncording 
as we desire to have the benefit of gaiety or experience 1 Her 
greatest pleasure during her deeay was to lit' on a sofa, look¬ 
ing at the setting sun. She used to liken it to tho door 
of heaven, and fancy her lost children there, waiting for 
her. She died in the fifty-third year of her age, in a little 
miniature house which stands hi a row behind the elmivh 
that has been since built in Somerstown; and she was 
buried, as she had always wished to be, in the churchyard of 
Hampstead, 


CII A P ? 14 It l L 
rmumtam. 

I have spoken of the Duke of Cluuulos, to whose nephew, 
Mr. Leigh, my father became tutor, Mr* Leigh, who gave 
me his name, was son of the duke’s sister, Lady t’aroliue, and 
died member of parliament. He was one of the kindest anti 
gentlest of men, addicted to those fasten for jtoefry and 
sequestered pleasure, which were conspicuous in Ids mm f Lord 
Leigh; for all which reasons it won hi seem, and contrary to 
the usurping qualities in such easos undo ami pn>\ idrd, ho 
and his family were subjected to one of the mou extraordinary 
charges that a defeated claim ever brought drunken witnesses 
to yet ttp,™no less than the murder and burial of a set 04 
masons, who were employed iu building a bridge, and whme 
destruction in the act of so doing was to bury both them and 
a monument which they knew of fir ever ! To complete the 
romance of the tragedy, a lady, the wife of the usurper, pre ■ 
Hides over the catastrophe. Site cries, Let go P’ while the 
poor wretches are raising a stone at night-time, amidst a scene 
of torches and seclusion : and down goes the stone, aided by 
this tremendous father and son, and crushes the victims of her 
ambition ! She meant, as (Wley says Uotiah did of Ihtvtd, 
u At once their murder tout their monument, 1 * 

If a charge of the most awful crimes could he dug up 
against the memories of such men as Timm-ion and Shcm.mne, 
or of Cowley, or Cowjmw, or the 44 Man of Ibcwf* if could 
not have created more laughing astonishment iu the itiitub of 
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those who knew them, than stielt u charge against tin* family 
of the Leighs. Its late representative, In the notes to hfo 
volume of poems, printed some years ag<a quoted the u fob 
lowing beautiful passage 11 out of Fielding :~~ 

“ It was the mid<lle of May, and the morning was remark¬ 
ably serene, when Mr. Allworthy walked forth on tin* terrain 
where the dawn opened every minute that lovely preset w«s 
have before described, to his eye. And now having mil forth 
streams of light width ascent led to tin* firmament Mb re him, 
as harbingers preceding his pomp* in the full blmv of his 
majesty up rose the sun; than which one object alone in this 
lower creation could be more glorious, and that Mr. All worthy 
himself presented—a human being replete with Mmvelrtnv, 
meditating in what manner he might render htmvlf into* 
acceptable to his Creator by doing meat good to hHereumiviA 
££ This,” adds the quoter, *- h tin* portrait of a ficfjtiom 
personage; but I see in it a close resemblance to mie wlmw 
memory I shall never cease* to venerated* 

The allusion is to his father, Mr. Leigh. 

But I must not anticipate the verdict of a court of j?t dm* 
Indeed, I should have begged pardon of my noble friend t*<r 
speaking of this preposterous accusation, di<f not the \ms ev 
cess of it force the wonts from my pen, and were I imi mw 
that my own father would have, expected thorn ft **m hd f h-id 
he been alive to hear it Ills lordship must accept tfinu ait 
effusion of grateful sympathy from one father and 'h*fi f * an.* *M, 
Lord Leigh has written many a tender and iSiomduhtl 
verse, in which, next to the domestic nftMtoin and the' j, Jy , 
gress of human kind, he shows that ho hm«.i above *11 
the beauties of external nature, and the tranquil ph'amfvi 
they suggest. 


So much do I agree. with him, that it U n pI«Mitre r»» no- t» 
know that I was even bora in so sweet a villas iu Muhcme. 
W I first saw the light there on the Hhh of OrWhm% l ?jh t * It 
found me cradled, not only in the lap of the uatute w Inch | hue, 
but m the midst of the truly English scenery which I I.nr 
beyond all other. Middlesex in general, like mv m 4 dr fiieudh 
county of Warwickshire, is a scene of hvm and tnead-nwi, of 
greenery and nestling cottages ; and Kent ligate 1-4 a oruiw 
specimen of Middlesex, it is n place* lying out of the way c»f 

inns was 8U ^|uenfcly given. It ntmmt mv mrd ridWm 

of thlTh^m^ CXUUPt ' i,Ktoi ' " “ rau,i °“ 8,1 * ,w,lt# 
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innovation, therefore it has the pure, sweet air of antiquity 
about it; ami an I am fond of local researches in any quarter, 
it may be pardoned me if in this instance I would fain know 
even the meaning of its name* There is no Nbwfbgate, East- 
gate, or West gate in Middlesex: what, then, is Sotithgah *» 
No topographer tells us ; but an old map of the country 
twentydive miles round London, drawn up some years pro* 
viousto my childhood, is now before me ; au<l on looking at 
the boundaries of Kulield Chase, i see, that the ‘'Chase gate,” 
the name most likely of the principal entrance, m on the 
north side of it, by Nort lid lull ami Potter’s Par; while 
Southgate, which has also tin' name of u South Street,” is on 
the Chases opposite holder ; so that it semes evident that 
Southgate meant the southern cut ranee into the chasm and 
that the name became that of a village from the growth of a 
street The street, in all probability, was the consequence of 
a fair held in a wood which ran on the western side ot it, and 
which, in the, map, is designated ^ Bush Fair." l hath t in old 
English, meant, not only a lodge, but a wood; ns /*Ws or 
Boseo does in French and Italian. Moses and the u burning 
bush” is Moses ami the 44 burning wood; 11 which, by tin* 
way, presents a much grander idea than the modicum of 
hedge, commonly assigned to the eelesilai apparition. There 
is a good deal more wood in the map than is now to be thumb 
] wander in imagination through the spot i marked in tlm 
neighbourhood, with their pleasant mum*-; -Wo*»d.,idm Wood 
Green, Palmer Green, Nightingale Hall, kb*,, and lanry my 
lather and mother listening to the nightingales, and loving the 
new little baby, who has now lived to set* more yearn than 
they did. 

Southgate lies in a cross eountry road, running from Ed¬ 
monton through Enfield Glue e into Hertford.»hhe. If i; in 
the parish of Edmonton ; so that we may fancy the ,1/rm/ 
Devil of that place still placing his pranks hereabouts, and 
helping innocent lovers to a wedding* ns in the sweet lift hi 
play attributed to Drydem For aa to any such devils going 
to a place less harmonious, it is not to be thought jiowible by 
good Christians. Furthermore, to show wind, elamient ground 
is round about Southgate, ami how it in associated with the 
best days of English genius, both old and new, Edmonton h 
the birthplace of Marlowe, the father of our drama, and of 
my friend Horne, his congenial <udebrahu\ In Edmonton 

churchyard lies Char lea Lamb; in Highgate churchyard* 
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Coleridge; and in Hampstead have resided Nheilev and Kents, 
to say nothing of' Akenside before them, «ml of Steele 
Arbuthnof, ami others, hethre Ahendde. ’ 

But-the neighbourhood is dear to me on every account ; fb r 
near Southgate is C’olncy Hatch, where my mother became 
acquainted with some n’t' }ier dearest friends, whom t shall 
mentionby-nnd-by. Near t’olney Hatch is Finchley, where 
our family resided on quitting Southgate: and at no great 
distance from Finchley is Mill Hill, when* lived excellent 1),. 

, . ,\I. Trinder, Vicar ot' Hendon, who presented in his jiersun 
the rare combination of clergyman and physician. He boasted 
that ho had cured a little child (to wit, myself) of a dropsy in 
the head. The tact was contested, l believe, by the lay part 
ot the profession; hut it was believed in the family, and their 
low ior the #ikmI tWfur wan huuu'Um#* 

I may call myself, in every sense of tin* Word, etymological 
not excepted, a son of mirth and melancholy ; for i»v father’s 
Christian name (as old students of ntiomanrv would have 
heard with serious faces) was Isaac, which is Hebrew for 
laughter, ’ and my mother’s was Mary, which comes from a 
word m the smite language signifying ■'hitterm* .s." Ami, 
indeed, as I do not remember to have ever seen my mother 
smile, except in sorrowful tenderness, my father’s 'shout* of 
laughter are nmv ringing in my ears, Not at ,mv evpcit.o to 
her gravity, for he loved her, and tie 'tight hei an any. I on 
earth.; hut, because his animal spirits were invincible. I 
inherit, from my mother a tendency to jaundice, which at 
tunes has made me melancholy enough, j doubt, indeed, 

retie. d 1 r; |MWmI il half my life, without 

nth it ions, the first germs ot w hieh are traceable to .utl'etimr. 

Winch this tendency mice cut me. My prevailing tn,i|., w . 
n ciit, nevertheless, is nty iathei’a ; and it, h.o* not only enabled 
mo to turn those reflections into sources of tramtuillitv and 
exa tatmn hut helped my love of ntv mother’* m. tm.fv to 
taki, a sort ot pride m the infirmity which he bequeathed'me. 

eJ. r,T' Vl l- ,h ‘ T f WSW I,r * ><*>„' I’M*Jade of 

h,. “‘"T; 1, !" t *>"iuclmdy told my mother {and she 

turn on 't ' “ 1 > ‘ UrVn ';' ,i of fifteen ! mivf.t 

c ™ '!)' I*"?’*-" 1 m,,t V ,hjlU :u,rav •“••'•nut of intellect; 

re,!l!! f 0th r t ' W,^ ; <, 1 *' 1 ( 'itimee of d) tt.g «» idiot. The 

rea k tuny imagine the anxiety which this inhumation would 

bm the t U < ' r m V“’’ r \ . N " 1 * «*? ‘'"ur»c, did die 

breathe to me on the subject till the danger wax long p ;wt , 
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and doubly did I then become sensible of all tin* murk?! of 
affection which l called to mind; of the unusual things which 
she had done tor me; of flic neglect, alas! which they had 
too often experienced from me* though not to her knowledge ; 
and of the mixture of tenderness anti anxiety which l had 
always noted in her faee, 1 was the youngest and least tohusfc 
of her soils* mat during early childhood I used hardly to 
recover from one illness before I was seized with another. 
The doctor said I must have gone through an extraordinary 
amount of suffering, I have sometimes hemi led to consider 
this as the fust layer of that accumulated patience with which, 
in after life, l hml occasion to fortify myself; and the Mtppo. 
sit ion has given rise to many consolatory reflections on tin? 
subject of endurance in general. 

To assist my recovery from »*ne of these Hineses, 1 was 
taken to the coast of France, where, as usual, 1 fell info 
another; anti one of my earliest recollections is of a good - 
natured French woman, the mist less of the lodging hon.se «f. 
Calais, who cried over tin* M poor** httel boy/’ bream-** I wim a 
heretic. She thought I should go to the dev il. Four soul f 
What torments must the good hearted woman have under 
gone; and what pleasant pastime it is for certain of her loud 
and learned inferiors to preach such doctrines, caroler of the 
injuries they inflict, or even hoping to inflict them for the sake 
of some tine deity degrading bw.oti, of' w hi*di their i.oolnl 
imaginations and splenetic itch of dt* fat ion avatiue the m-eio 
sity, it was lucky fur me that our hoote/ei was a penile, not 
a violent bigot, and susceptible at her heart of those t«itrr 
notions of Uod which nr*' instinctive in the beH nsftues, She 
might otherwise have treated me, mi a late tiaveller mv n 
infants have been fr* atvd by Catholic turn.** 4, and nmrdeivd 
in order to save me, # 

In returning from the coast of France, we ^topped at tL-ah 
and I found myself, one evening, standing with an elder lumber 
on the beueh, looking at a shoal of porpooe,, rj'tMttiivn of 
which ho had given me, some tremendous mysnuimm notion, 
1 remember, an if it were yesterday, feeling the »|iadr:i of 
evening, and the solemnity of the speetmde, with mi awful 
intensity. There they were, tumbling along in the foam, 
■what exactly 1 knew not, but fear tut creatures of oottm suit, 
My brother spoke to me of them in tin under tone of vwim f 


* iMm/mn the tf Italy. By Mr*. Henry Btfonsh 


so 
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and I held my breath as I looked. The very word ** porpoise" 
had an awful, mouthtilling sound. 

This brother of mine, who is now no more, and whet might 
have been a Marinell himself lor his notions of wealth and 
grandeur (to say nothing of his marrying, in suooession, two 
ladies with dowries, from islands, whom unoienf imagination 
could easily have exalted into sea-nymphs h was then a fine 
tall lad, of intrepid spirit, a little too mueh given to plaving 
tricks on those who had less. Ih* was a down years older 
than X was, and he had a good deal oi the despot us a nature 
otherwise generous. 

To give an instance of the lengths to which my brother 
Stephen carried his claims ot ascendancy, he used to astonish 
the boys, at a day-school to which he went at Fundi lev, by 
appearing among them with dean slates, when the bad ‘statu 
of the lanes rendered the phenomenon uiuavoimtitWe. UV. 
serve, on the one side, and shame on another, kept the mystery 
a secret for some time. At length it turned out that he was 
in the habit, on muddy days, of making one of his brothers 
carry him to school on his shoulders. 


iins nrotner (Hubert;, who used to laugh at the recollec¬ 
tion, and who, as I have intimated, was quite as brave aw the 
other, was at a disadvantage cm wadi occasions, from his very 
bravery ; since he knew wlmr, a horror my mother would have 
lelt had there been any collision between'them ; a. he u .ed to 
content himself with an oratorical protest, and a, .mi-,-,.. 
Being a brave or at. nil events irritable little fellow 
myself, till illness, imagination, ami ati ultra tender and 
anxious rearing, conspired to render me fearful and patient, 1 
had no such consequences to think of. When Stephen t.,-k 
me bodily m hand I was only exasjierated. t remember the 
funous struggles 1 used to make, and my endeavour i to get 
at Ins shins, when he would hold me at. arm’s lemdli, •* w „n, 
vating me (as the phrase is) by tmmti,», , |, 

laughing like a goblin. J h 1 f ‘ ' 

calls'S < ho*h«l M ? h ^ < l 0 I'" 1 " 11 " ,l! ‘* ,uv '" «» Ma ('am.. 
to kick his „i;“V t V I ‘i“ K ‘, t *>«» «**-! endeavour 

the h • r ] >y^y^ *'»t with respect to eho.ts as 

the sailor said, I did not u tln*ir tarfel* ” f i ri t 
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to a book called the ; and tlieiv was a fabulous 

wiki-beast, a portrait of which, in mite pictutvd>»»ok* tin - 
apeukably shocked me, It was called the Muntschom, It 
had the head of a man, gniming with rows of teeth, and tlm 
body of a wild-beast, brandishing u tail armed with HtingM 
It was sometimes called by the ancients 3 /urtiehura, Hut 1 
did not know that, I took the word to be a horrible com¬ 
pound of man and hV/er. The beast figures in I*|iny and the 
old travel lews, Apollonius had heard of him, lie takes a 
fearful joy in describing him, even from report :< - 

a Apollonius asked ‘ if they had among them the Mailt- 
clmrad i What!’ said lairhas, * have you Iseaid of that 
animal; for if you have, you have probably heard soim-thing 
extraordinary of its figuted ' then! and’ wonderful things 
have I heard of ltd rep!toil Apollonius, * It m of the number 
of quadrupeds, has a hem! like a minds, h as inty,«- as a li*»u 
with a tail from which bristles grow* of tin* length of a cubit 
all as sharp as prickles* which it shoots forth like a < manv 
arrows against its pursuers,* ’* * 

That sentence, heghmim* 'M treat and wondeiful thhi^A 
proves to me, that Apollonius mind i»tnv have been a little 
hoy, looking id the picture book*, The possibility of Mich 
“creatures" being u pursued^ mwer oecuried tome, Alev* 
under* 1 thought, might have been enemmteivd whom 
the (Jraniens, and elephants might be >Ihv *n ium list- -< 4; 
but how enuld any one thee a dwt with a nr,mb lewd ? One 
look of its horrid countenance (winch it alwa) , earned fioiit 
big you, as it went, by- -l never imagined if* 1 en tn pMil*A 
would have been enough, I concluded, to gg?.- an ;pi»v. 
Even full-grown dictionary maker-* hint* been fitgbmtird out 
of their propriety at the thought of him, ** Mantideuw;* 
says old Morel! - • «“ htMttn karrmia '* (a In ob* lit tu give on * 
the, horrors), 

^In vain my brother played me repeated hicks with tin* 

frightful anomaly* 1 was nhviiya seudy to be liigliiiitetl ngaiii, 
At one time he would gun like the Mumtelmm; then lie 
would roar like him; then end about him hi the dm!*, I 
remember his asking me to come up to him one night at the 
top of the house, 1 ascended, and found tin* d*«ir dittb 
Suddenly a voice came fliiotsgh the keg hob% sav hew in if a 
hollowest tones, a # fhe Maitfichoiali coming, 1 ’ IMvu I rtidietl 
to the parlour, fancying the feiror lit my levk 
* ikrwwk*# Tmmhtmi % p, 17 0, 
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I dwell the more on this seemingly petty circumstance, 
because such things are no petty ones to a sensitive child. 
My brother had no idea of the mischief they did me. Per¬ 
haps the mention of them will save mischief to others They 
helped to morbidize all that was weak in my temperament 
and cost me many a bitter night.* 

. *?er tinie 1 was reading to Mm, while he was recovering 
in bed from an accident. He was reckless in his play had 
once broken his leg on Hampstead Heath ; and was now 
getting well from a broken collar-bone. He gave me a volume 
to read to him, either of Elegant Extracts or Ailcin's Miscel¬ 
lanies (I think the former), and selected the story of “ Sir 
Bertrand.” He did not betray by his face what was coming. 
i was enchanted with the commencement about the “ dreary 
moors ” and the “ curfew; ” and I was reading on with breath¬ 
less interest, when, at one of the most striking passages _ 
probably some analogous one about a noise,—he contrived 
with some instrument or other, to give a tremendous knock 

«v* ^ 7 nc . e this passage was written, I have met with one in Tod’s 
Travels in Western India , p. 82, &c., in which the veritable origin of 
the idea of the Mantichora is, I have no doubt, set forth. India has ever 
been a land of extremes, both spiritual and bodily. At the moment 
when I write (September, 1857) it is a land of honors HereTs one 
existing five-and-thirty years ago, and in all probability existing still' 
which shows the outrageous tendency to excess on the side of mad 
supers uion and of brute contradiction to humanity charae?erStic 
of the lower forms of Indian degradation. It is the sect of the Aghori 

W ™ m ° ng r° th 'T ul l s P eakable viands, fed on dead bodies, arulwere 
first re-mentioned, after the ancient writers, by the celebrated tra¬ 
veller Thevenot who says they were called klrdi-coura)ol elterloi 

* p. olonel s To< * ob s er ves, “ It is a curious fact, as D’Anville adds 
iat this espece de lete this Merdi-cour , or, properly Merdi-hhor 
should have been noticed by Pliny, Aristotle, and Ctesias under 
nearly the same nam z—Marti-chora, giving its synonym in their 

Av ?P™°?? y0Q ;' for is a Persian compound! 

irom merd , man/ and khoordun * to eat .’ 3) * ’ 

^ P as SG < l, says the Colonel, iC the qopha or cave of thp rrmsst 
celebrated of the monsters of the present age, who was long the 
object of terror and loathing to Aboo and its neighbourhood. His 
came F°? riwho ’ after having embowelled whatever 

himself in^hi. ™ii’ he extra , ordinar >’ resolution of immuring 

mself m his cell. The commands of maniacs generally meet with 
ready obedience; and as he was regarded by many in this light his 
desire was implicitly fulfilled. The mouth of the fare was built up ; 
it nr tUl T am i S °’ e U Some rau “my-hunting Frank shall re-open 
when n0l ?F f ° rm a ? art of the modera education of a Hindu; 

Pn,S’i, ? ne d !? truction on the cranium of Futteh 

Boon wiH exhibit a high state of development.” 
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on the wall. Up I jumped, aghast ; nud the invalid lay 
rolling with laughter. 

So healthily had 1 the good fortune to he brought, up in 
point of religion, that (to anticipate a remark which might have 
come in at a less effective place) i remember kneeling one day 
at the school-church during the Litany, when flu* thought fell 
upon me—“ Suppose eternal punishment should be trued* An 
unusual sense of darkness and anxiety crossed mm—hut only 
for a moment. The next instant the extreme absurdity and 
impiety of the notion restored me to my ordinary feelings ; 
and from that moment to this, - -respect the mystery of the 
pastas I do, and attribute to it what final good out of fugt* 
tive evil 1 may,™I have never for one instant doubted the 
tranaitormeas of the doctrine and the unexelmh e good mow of 
futurity. All those tpte.stion* begging argumentations of the 
churches and schools, which are employed to reconcile the 
inflictions of the nursery to the gift of reas-rn, and which 
would do (pate as well for the absurdities of any tun* creed m 
another (indeed, they would be fount 1 to have done so* were 
we as deeply read in the religions of the Kawf as of the West), 
come to nothing before the very nmdesty to wtiieli they apical, 
provided it is a modesty healthy and loving, The more even 
of fugitive evil wiiieli it sees (and no ascertained evil coffered 
by any individual creature k otherwise)* nay, the mote which 
is disclosed to it in tin* very depth, and* emevulmeut i of 
nature, only the men* convinces it that the gtvaf my gore of 
all thing* will allow of no lasting evil* visible ot tmmtMe; 
and therefore it concludes that list* evil which doe* e\i-,t l , for 
some good purpose, and for the final blew any of all unifiml 
beings, of whom it takes a rare m* remarkable, 

1 know not whether it. was fortunate or unfortunate for 
me, humanly speaking, that toy mother did m»f ^ee m far into 
healthiness of training in other resjtcef s a,a in f| k« Home of 
the had (mn.setpienees to niycoff were indeed obvious, a* the 
reader has Been; hut if may have enabled me to stave worse 
to others. If I could find any fault with her mmuorv Ujiealditg 
after an ordinary fashion), it would he that I wai um detk 
cutely bred, except. as to what in railed good living, My 
parents were too poor for luxury. Hut she wet me trn example 
of such excessive <’itre ami anxiety for those about us, that I 
remember I could not nee her bite off the ends of her thread 
while at work without being in pain till I was sure eht? would 
not swallow them. Mho used to be no agitated at the night of 


84 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF LEIGH HURT. 


discord and quarrelling, particularly when it came to blows, 
and between the rudest or gayest combatants in the street, 
that, although it did not deprive her of courage and activity 
enough to interfere (which she would do if there was the 
slightest chance of effect, and which produced in myself a 
corresponding discrimination between sensibility and endear 
vour), it gave me an ultra-sympathy with the least show of 
pam and suffering; and she had produced in me such a horror, 
or rather such an intense idea of even violent words, and of the 
commonest trivial oath, that being led one day, perhaps by the 
very excess of it, to snatch a “ fearful joy” in its utterance, 
it gave me so much remorse that for some time afterwards I 
could not receive a bit of praise, or a pat of encouragement on 
the head, without thinking to myself, “Ah! they little suspect 
that I am the boy who said, £ d—n itf ” 

Dear mother! No one could surpass her in generosity; 
more idling to share, or to take the greatest portion 
of blame to themselves, of any evil consequences of mistake 
to a son; but if I have not swallowed very many camels in the 
course of my life, it has not been owing, perhaps, to this too 
great a straining at gnats. How happy shall I be (if I may) 
to laugh and compare notes with her on the subject in any 
humbh corner of heaven; to recall to her the filial tenderness 
with which she was accustomed‘to speak of the mistakes of 

0I *fi ? , . OW31 P aren ^ s J and to think that her grandchildren 

will be as kind to the memory of their father. 

I may here mention, as a ludicrous counterpart to this 
story, and a sample of the fantastical nature of scandal, that 
somebody having volunteered a defence of my character on 
some occasion to Mr. Wordsworth, as though the character 
had been questioned by him-the latter said he had never 
neard anything against it, except that I was “given to 
swearing.” ° 

1 certainly think little of the habit of swearing, however 
idle, if it be carried no further than is done by many gallant 
^ j? 00< ^ mell j wise and great ones not excepted. I 

wish I had no worse faults to answer for. But the fact is, 
.hat however I may laugh at the puerile conscience of the 

st:.^ m £ oned - «»■*«* “7 »p- 

J *°P, e n ?“ good fellow ” will think ill of me for it. If he 
ZLT i taml 7 be tempted to begin swearing imme¬ 
diately, purely to vindicate my character. But there was no 
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swearing in our family; thenar was none in our school (('hrist 
Hospital); and I seldom ever f*dl in the way of if anywhore 
except in books; so that tlu- practice was not put into my 
head. I look upon Tom Jones, who swore, as an mend <>t 
light compared with Blifil, who, l am afraid, swore no more 
than myself. Steele, I suspeet, occasionally rapped out an 
oath; which is not to be supposed of Addison, And this, 
again, might tempt me into a grudge against my nonjurmg 
turn of colloquy; for I must own that I prefer open-hearted 
Steele with all his faults, to Addison with all his e,*.says. But 
habit is habit, negative as well as positive. Let him that is 
without one, east the first sareasm. 

After all, swearing was onee seriously objected to mo, ami 
T had given cause for it. I must own, that 1 even be«. ;tn i 
hard to be allowed a few oaths. It uas fbr an article in 
a magazine (the AVm Monthly), when* 1 had to describe a 
fictitious person, whose character l thought required if ; and 
1 pleaded truth to nature*, and the practice of tlm good old 
novelists; hut in vain. The editor was not to be entreated, 
lie was Mr, Theodore Hook. Perhaps this was what- gave 
rise to tin* poet’s impression. 

But to return to my muinmeenees. It may appear mm 
prising to some, that a child brought up in rntVh scruples of 
conscience, and particularly in such objection.! to puguumtv, 
should have over found himsrif in possession of’inch levs as u 
drum and a sword, A di»t ingu* died eeomserif, who wait 
pleased flu* other day to call me the u spoiled child of tie* 
public* 1 (a title which I should Is* promt to po u* ex¬ 
pressed his astonishment that a person so •* gonfle’* should 
have been a fighter in (tie thick of polities, But flu* 
ness” was tin* reason, i menu, that, under certain euvum • 
stances of training, the very love of peace and emufort, in 
besotting a desire to see those benefit;! partaken by ofljen, 
begets a corresponding indignation at seeing trim withheld, 

1 am aware of the perils of reaction to which fids trio mg 
tends; of tin* indulgence in bad paadona wStieh it may dri-' 
guise; of tin* desirableness of tpdedy advocating whatever ri 
cpuetly to^ be secured; of the perplexity ticeudoiied to all 
these considerations by the example which appears to be mt 
by nature herself in her employment of atom unit fmipcu; 
and of the answer to be given to that perplexity hv the 
modesty of human ignorance and in want of mlaihfy of 
foresight, Novertheleas, tilt this question be settled (ami Om 
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sooner the justice of the world can settle if the heifer), it 
renders the be,4 natures liable to Inconsistencies between 
theory and practice, and forces them into w!f'reconcilements 
of conscience, neither quite so easy lit tin* result, tier m\ 
dedueihle from pel feef reason u-i tiny would supple. My 
mother, whose fortunes had been blmhted, and feelings ago¬ 
nised, by the revolution in America, and win* had conceived 
such u horror of war, find when we resided once near the 
Park, she would take a long circuit' yaa I have before men¬ 
tioned), rather than go through if in order fu avoid seeing 
the soldiers, permitted me, novertle !cm, to have the drum 
and the sword. Why ? IU cause, If the sad necessity were 
to come, it would be her suits duty t«* war arniust war itself— 
to tight against those who oppressed the anfidighfers. 

My fattier, entertaining these hitter opinions without any 
misgiving (enforced, too, m they were ty hU clinical educa¬ 
tion), and both my parents being great Imers of sermons, 
which he was in tin* habit of reading to no of an evening, 
I found myself at one time cultivating a pctpleved ultra mom 
aelenfioustim with my mother ; at another, laughing and 
being jovial with my father; and at a third, hearing bom 
both of them stories of the f Jrerk and Roman heroes, some of 
whom she admired ha mueh as lie did. The consequence was,, 
that I one day presented to the astonished eyes of tin* maid* 
servant a combination that would have Warded fH\ Triuder, 
and delighted the eyes of an old PutiMm To clap a sword 
hy niy side, and get tin* tenant to pin up m\ hat info the 
likeness of the lint military, were g mptmo i of nit ambition 
\vldeh she undent* od and applauded ; but wfufi I pjoeeeded 
to append to flit i martial atftie on** * f no, fathers bands, and, 
Combining the mbit ary with the t celt- aac.thwl antic tafv, got 
■upon a chair to preach n» uu imaomnty audience <n er the 
hack ot It, she seemed to think the image realised of u heaven 
and earth coming together, 11 However, aim ended with enjoy» 
mg T ami even abetting, this new avatar *«f lie* t hureh militant. 
Ilatl 1 been a Mohammed, >te* would have b reft my llrut 
pioHelyte^ and I atioufd lam* ealled tun* the Maid aetw ant of 
the luiithfuL She was n good, simple hearted creature, who 
ircim not having been fortunate with the fust eiator in whom 
she believed, had stood a chance of min for life, till received 
mto tlio only family that would admit tier; and dm lived and 
diet! m *ta service, 

Ihe desire* thus childishly exhibited, of impressing somn 
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religious doctrine, never afterwards quitted me; though, in 
consequence of the temperament which I inherited from one 
parent, and the opinions which I derived from both, it took a 
direction singularly cheerful. For a man is hut. his parents, 
or some other of his ancestors, drawn out. My father, though 
a clergyman of the Established Church, had settled, as well as 
my mother, into a Christian of the Universal 1st persuasion, 
which believes in the final restoration of all things. It was 
hence that l learned the impiety (as I have expressed it) of 
the doctrine of eternal punishment. In the present day, a 
sense of that impiety, in some way or other, whether of doubt 
or sophistication, is the secret feeling of nine-tenths of all 
churches; and every church will discover, before long, that 
it must rid itself of the doctrine, if it would m»t cease to exist. 
Love is the only creed destined to survive all others. They 
who think that no church can exist without a strong spice uf 
terror, should watch the growth of education, and see which 
system of it is the most beloved* They should see also which 
system in the very nursery is growing tin* most ridiculous, 
TIic threat of the u black man and the coal-hole n has vanished 
from all decent infant training, What answer is the father, 
who would uphold the worst form of it, to giro to the child 
whom he has spared the, best ? 

How pleasant it is, in reviewing one's life, to look back on 
the circumstances that originated or encouraged any kindly 
tendency! I behold, at this moment* with lively did met 
ness, the handsome, face of Miss <!., who was the first person 
I remember seeing at a pianoforte; and 1 have something of a 
like, impression of that of Mlm M., mother, if I mistake not, 
or, at all events, near relation, of my distinguished friend 
Sheridan Knowles. My parents aral his were acquainted. 
My mother, though torn! of music, and a gentle singer in her 
way, had missed the advantage of a musical education, partly 
from her coming of a haff-quaker stock, partly (as I have 
said before) from her having been too diffident to avail her¬ 
self of the kindness of Dr, Franklin, who offered to teach Ja r 
the guitar. 

The reigning English composer at that time was 41 Mr. 
Hook,” as he was styled at the head of his songs. He was 
the father of my punctilious editor of the magahnr, and bad 
a real, though small vein of genius, which was none the 

better for its being called upon to flow profusely for Eamdugh 
and Vauxhalh lie was composer of the li Lass of Richmond 
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Hill” (an allusion to a pent'kant of George I \ , haitd of another 
popular song more lately remembered, a Twns within a mile 
of Edinborough town.” The songs of that day abounded in 
Strephons and Delias, ant! the music partook of the gentle 
inspiration. The association of early ideas with that kind v { 
connnonplace, has given me men. 4 than a toleration for It, 
I find something even touching in the endeavours of an inno¬ 
cent set of ladies and gentlemen, my fathers and mothers, * 0 
identity themselves with shepherds and shrpherde,vtes* oven 
in the most impossible hats and crooks, I think of the niartv 
heartfelt smiles that, must have welcomed love letters and 
verses containing that sophistieate imagery* ntnl of the tio |om 
genuine tears that were shed over the documents win n faded; 
and criticism is swallowed up in those human drops, 'fids is 
one of the reasons why i can read even the niog ftded pan 
of the ^works of Shenstone, ami why 1 ran dip again and 
again into such corres|Hutdetii*e m that of the tbuntes^ 
of Hertford and Pom fret, and of my Lady Ltivhoroii^In who 
raises monuments in her garden to the muted merits of 
Mr. Somerville and the god Pan. The fooling wan faite, 
though the expression was sophisticate and a IhJbon ; and 
they who. cannot see the feeling tbr the mom% do the verv 
thing which tiny think they scorn; that b, sac ri tire tin* 
greater consideration for the less. 


But Hook was not the only, far loan tin* mml fa dihmahle 
composer. There were (if not nil f*eraemdlv, vet iMpularlv 
contemporaneous) Mr. Lainpe, Mr. UmM, hr liuv.v, Uti 
l^y? Jackson, Hhield, am! Storm e, w if h Pm niello, Sneehtm 
and others at the King's Theatre, who-ve delightful aira wmt* 
acred into the streets mil of the Kugiidi oprivu that bor¬ 
rowed them, and became confounded with KmtJiMi htmm*ly, 
I have often, in the emir** of my life, hratd ** Whither 
my love * ” and “ For tenderness * formed,’* houuted *»f. ^ 
specimens of English melody. For tinny vntr, 1 U *»h tLn 
for such myself, m common with the mu „f our fmdtv, with 
whom they were great favourite. Tin* tint, whieh Hmplmi 
btorace adapted to some words In the Ummtrd 7Umt\ ji the 

sccnrnl L l l . K ; lchelniaH f I^WWi JV 

comeclv'"nf 1 fid''// ? >Ht Uy - (S ; ,, !" ral *" « ... I,h 

comedy of the i/atr.«, Js Ii, » n , 

lTr FnS <><mpm ' v ’» { 1 " rh!nr di *“•¥>«. Th- 

sL " S «L ■*’ i<r -’ “ U,,W Mim-rt i, d{,b. 

810n ’ * or me > ™y bur a vvivatli !,«. «M!.-ury 
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cull’d the ilow’ret’s bloom;’ 5 “ Oh, thou wort horn to please 
me;” “Here’s a health to all good lasses; 15 44 Youth’s the 
season made for joys;” “Gently toueh the warbling lyre;” 
“ No, ’twas neither shape nor feature;” i4 Pray, Goody, please 
to moderate;” “ Hope told a flattering tale;” and a hundred 
others, wore all foreign compositions, ehietly Italian. Every 
burlesque or buffo song, of any pretension, was pretty sure t<> 
be Italian. 

When Edwin, Fawcett, and others, were rattling away 
in the happy comic songs of (Vlveetle, with his triple rhymes 
and illustrative jargon, the audience Hide suspected that they 
were listening to some of the finest animal spirits of the smith 
—to Piceini, Paesiello, and Glmarosa, Even tlie wild Irish¬ 
man thought himself hound to go to Naples, before he could 
get a proper dance for his gaiety. 'The only genuine 
English compositions worth anything at that time, were 
almost confined to Shield, Pibdiu, and Sh trace, the last ot 
whom, the author of “ Lullaby,” who was an Italian hum 
in England, formed the golden link between the music ot 
the two countries, the only one, perhaps, in which English 
accentuation ami Italian flow were ever truly amalgamated; 
though 1 must own that 1 am heretic enough (if present 
fashion is orthodoxy) to believe, that Arne was a real musical 
genius, of a very pure, albeit not of the very thwfc wafer. He 
has set, indeed, two songs of Shnkspeure’a (flic M t'uekoo 
song,” and “ Where the Leo HuekV’i in a spirit of perfect 
analogy to the words, as well ns of the liveliest mu seal iuvcu« 
tion; ami his air of a Water parted,” in . I rhur nrei, wind* 
about the feelings with an earnest and graceful fendeme". t of 
regret, worthy in the highest degree of the affecting beauty 
of the sentiments 

All the favourite pie try of the day* however, was of one 
cast. 1 have now before me a #SVAW < W/eeDon **/ En*jlmh 
Hongs, by Eitson, published in the year 17WL in three 
volumes octavo, the last of which contains tie* musical air t. 
The style is of the following demud pdon 

Almeriids face, her nh&ja*, her air, 

W'lVA charm* rrmtirm mmmi the hrmt t 4r» gt, % 


* ** Dr, Haydn wan delighted with Artatrwtt t and tie told my dear 
mother (for he was frequently with m at Yaitxhuli) that he laid not 
an Idea we had such an opra lit tint Euglinh I«igitiigi%”«-l4fifer ot 

Mrs, Honilow In Cradoekfus Literary and Mmerlin an m* Mr mein *« 
Vol. Iv, p, m* 
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(I should not womlur if d*ur Ahttvih u !*•»*>(* Unulvt 

affection tor my mother will in author WutpuT, was 

christened out of tins sen,*,) 

S\v % Myrsi, why in gentle hne, Ae. 
iVku h tmks the umiwu* 

by Lord Lyttelton* the iiuh! admired jh or, prSiafn* of the age. 

When Mdim m the filiAt appear* i 

also by Ills loitliliip. 

In ruin* Pkikmltr* nt my tVrt, 

Alt, Ihmim t iimt »htphmA, 

thou rmy dimpled tmy* 

Hottree of every Itrawfrlt ju>>, 
l#etive the hlhutol footer* n \iltiln 
i\$pkm ami the t 

This was a favourite tit mr h**u*»\ A* wm " tVmt* 
now, all ye social powvr#*** tntd *" " ’* 


Conus let xm tUmv i«t4 

While nil Ilarlwdtw brft# »h«U ring t 

probably tm account of iti mention of my father^ mtim 

place, The latter s.m t { is md in liiu-», 'it w,w the finale 
ia ('olmuu’s Inkk md F.mV.., a p'et f .u»d,-d .,tt a Barbadian 
story, which <mr family must have v;<»ne with delight to 
Another favourite, which «.«•,! t.. make n v nether .died 
on account of my sinter Kliwt, who .If,l .arh, w m .hn-kvett „f 
Exeter’s song— 

Knco«ij«v*»M la an atHfel’a frame. 


J* »>, >»|eed» « tiiitt-Jimt' vjwimen ,.f tli *t master. The 

Hardy Iar,” aho, ami “The .hiv.r in the wind," 

ustfd to charm yet sudden her, ,-a wvoimt ,.f lav | (1 „. 

ther then living who w.m *u *w*a, Tio* J.liter, tvi ith*u by *}h* 
gooa-mutmHl and gallant Capram 1 h**mj< ton, uju in 
musu!, I think, hy Artie’s n»n, Michael, who had a line 
mumcal Hen- veui, «imph, ami Hirmc. If,. w .„ l ,„, 1 , wr 

of “ I*re*h and strong the hrmm i, Idomt,/." 

Ihe other day I found tw<, *.»„! of that pm M o, t 

Alom, by the light; «f Ow m*«»n ; M the odwr, a wm<* with m 

French harden called Mbmi v/.tre UvAu 

ductmn, notwithstanding it* title. They vveie the only J m ,i 

ie^Sumnlifff W / W ‘" ^ aH ' 1 *’ ‘l ».4 with 

not ~ I r 1,,n r , ! I do 

not remember to have set eye., m them j„ >{,*, interval. What 
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a difference between the little smouth tinvd bov at his 
mother's knee, encouraged to lift up his voire to the piano¬ 
forte, and the battered grey-headed senior, looking again, for 
the first time, on vvhat he had sung at tin* distance of more 
than half a century! Lite often seems a <lream ; but there 
are occasions when the sudden re “appearance of early objects, 
by the intensity of their presenee, not only renders the in¬ 
terval less present to the consciousness than a very dream, 
but makes the portion of lift* which preceded it seem to have 
been the most real of all things and our only undreaming 
time. 

“ Alone, by tin* light of the moon, 1 ’ and u l kins votre lit !'* 
how had they not been thumbed and thrown aside hy all the 
pianoforte young ladies—our mothers and grandmothers — 
fifty years ago, never to ho brought forth again, except by an 
explorer of old stalls, ami to meet, perhaps, with no sym¬ 
pathy but in bis single imagination ! Yet there 1 stood; and 
Wardour Street, every street, all London* as it now exists, 
became to me as if it hud never been. The universe itself 
was nothing but a poor sitting-room in the year ’Hb or YHI, 
with my mother in it bidding me sing, Miss tk at the piano* 
forte—harpsichord more likely, ami my little sister, Mary, 
with her round cheeks and blue eyes, wishing me to begin. 
What a great singer is that little buy to those loving relations, 
and how Miss 0,, with all tier good nature, mint be smiling 
at the importance of little boys to their mothers! M Alone, 
by the light, of the moon,** was tin* 41 show song,’* but lh%m 
votre lit” was the favourite with my ulster, because, in Iwr 
ignorance of the French language," she had as Buriat ed the 
name of her brother with the sound of the im»t word. 

The song was a somewhat gallant, but wry decorous M*ng, 
apostrophizing a lady us a lily in the flower-bed, It was 
u silly, sooth,*’ and u dallied with the Innocence of love” in 
those days, alter a fashion which might have excited livelier 
ideas in the more restricted imaginations of the present, The 
reader has seen that my mother, notwithstanding her chare* 
tablcnesH to the poor maidservant, was a woman of tdriet 
morals; the tone of the family eonvemution was mmupulousiy 
correct, though, perhaps, a little flowery and Thomson dike 
(Thomson was the favourite poet of moat of us); yet the nones 
that worn sung at that time by the must fastidious might be 
thought a shade freer than would suit the like kind of noncty 
at present# Whether we are more innocent in having become 
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more ashamed, I shall not judge. Assuredly, the singer «£ 
those songs was as innocent am the mother thaYbade him sing 

them. 

My little sister Mary died not long after. She was m) 
young, that my only reeolieetion id’ her, besides her blue eyes, 
is her Jove of her brother, and her custom of leading me by 
the hand to some stool or seat on the staircase, ami making 
me sing the song with her favourite burden. We were tho 
two youngest children, and about of an age, 

I please myself with picturing to my imagination what was 
going forward during my childhood in the world of jHditu*#, 
literature, and public amusements; how far they interested 
my parents; and what amount of impression they may have 
left on my own mind. The American Revolution, which had 
driven my father from Philadelphia, was net long over, ami 
the French Revolution was approaching, My father, for 
reasons which have already hern mentioned, listened morn 
and more to the new opinions, and my mother listened, not 
only from love to her husbmd, hut because she was still mom 
deeply impressed by sptnu tint tons regarding the welfare of 
human kind. The public mind, after a long and comparatively 
insipid tranquillity, had begun to be stirred by the eloquence 
of Burke; by the rivalries of Pitt and Fox; by the thanks 
which the king gave, to heaven for his recovery from his 
first illness; by the warlike and licentious energies of the 
Russian Empress, Catherine II,, who partly shocked and 
partly amused them ; and by the gentler gallantries and 
showy luxury of the handsome young Prince of Wales, after¬ 
wards George IV. 

in the world of literature and art, GohUmith and dohmmt 
had gone ; (Jowper was not yet much known; the most pro¬ 
minent poets were I layby and I tar win; the must distinguished 
prose ^writer, Gibbon. Sir Joshua Reynold < was in Ids decline, 
so was Horace Walpole, The Kembles hatl come up in the 
place of Garrick, There were excellent cotide iiefom in the 
person^ of Edwin, Lewi#, young Bannister, Tiny had 
CTKeefle, an original humourwt,' to write fur them. I have 
already noticed the vocal jmrtionof the theatres. Mian Burney, 
afterwards Madame tPArhluv, surprised the reading world 
with her entertaining, but somewhat vulgar novels ; and Mrs, 
Inohh&ltl, Mrs, Charlotte Smith, and a then fiftoftpitoitw author, 
Robert Bage (who wrote //rms/imii#/, anil Man m ih J«) % 
delighted liberal politicians with theirs. Mrs, Inehbatd was 
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also a successful dramatist; but her novels, which were written 
in a style to endure, were her chief merits. 

My mother was one of their greatest admirers. I have 
heard her expatiate with delight on the characters in Nature 
and Art , which, though not so masterly a novel as the Simple 
Story, and a little wilful in the treatment, was full of matter 
for reflection, especially on conventional, and what are now 
called tl class ’ points. Dr. Philpotts would have accused my 
mother of disaffection to the Church; and she would not have 
mended the matter by retreating on her admiration of Bishops 
Hoadley and Shipley. Her regard for the reverend author of 
Meditations in a Flower Garden would have made the doctor 
smile, though she would have recovered, perhaps, something 
of his good opinion by her admiration of Dr. Young and his 
Night 1 koughts. But Young deluded her with his groans 
against the world, and his lamentations for his daughter. She 
did not know that he was a preferment-hunter, who was pros¬ 
perous enough to indulge in the “luxury of woe,” and to 
groan because his toast was not thrice buttered. 

Banelagh and Vauxhall, as painted in Miss Burney’s novels, 
were among the fashionable amusements of those days. My 
mother was neither rich nor gay enough to see much of them; 
but she was no ascetic, and she went where others did, as occa¬ 
sion served. My father, whose manners were at once high¬ 
bred and lively, had some great acquaintances; but I recollect 
none of them personally, except an old lady of quality, who 
(if memory does not strangely deceive me, and give me a per¬ 
sonal share in what I only heard talked of ; for old auto- 
biographers of childhood must own themselves liable to such 
confusions) astoimded me one day, by letting her false teeth 
slip out, and clapping them in again. 

I had no idea of the existence of such phenomena, and could 
almost as soon have expected her to take off her head and re¬ 
adjust it. She lived in Bed*Lion Square, a quarter in different 
estimation from what it is now. It was at her house, I be¬ 
lieve, that my father one evening met Wilkes. He did not 
know him by sight, and happening to fall into conversation 
with him, while the latter sat looking down, he said something 
in Wilkes’s disparagement; on which the jovial deinagogul\ 
looked up in his face, and burst out a laughing. 

I do not exactly know how people dressed at that time ; 
but I believe that sacks, and negligees, and toupees were go¬ 
ing out, and the pigtail and the simpler modem style of dress 
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earning in. I recollect hearing my mother describe the misery 
°*. having her hair dressed two or three stories high, and of 
iymg m it all night ready for some visit or spectacle ne v t 
day.. I think I also recollect seeing Wilkes himself in an old- 
tasnioned flap-waistcoated suit of scarlet and gold; and I am 
sure I have seen Murphy, the dramatist, a good deal later, in 
a suit of a like fashion, though soberer, and a large cocked- 
nat. The cocked-hat in general survived till nearly the pre¬ 
sent century. It was superseded by the round one during the 
hrench Revolution. I remember our steward at school, a 
very solemn personage, making his appearance in one, to our 
astonishment, and not a little to the diminution of his dignity, 
borne years later, I saw Mr. Pitt in a blue coat, buckskin 
breeches and boots, and a round hat, with powder and pigtail. 
He was thin and gaunt, with his hat off his forehead, and his 
nose in the air,—that nose on which Hazlitt said he “ sus¬ 
pended the House of Commons.” Much about the same time 

i saw his friend, the first Lord Liverpool, a respectable look¬ 
ing old gentleman, in a brown wig. Later still, I saw Mr. Fox, 
lat and jovial, though he was then declining. He, who had 
been a “ beau” in his youth, then looked something quaker- 
like as to dress, with plain coloured clothes, a broad round 
hat, white waistcoat, and, if I am not mistaken, white stock¬ 
ings. He was standing in Parliament-street, just where the 
street commences as you leave Whitehall; and was making 
two young gentlemen laugh heartily at something which he 
seemed to be relating. 

My father once took me—but I cannot say at what period 
or my juvenility—into both houses of Parliament. In the 
Commons, I saw Mr. Pitt sawing the air, and occasionally 
turning to appeal to those about him, while he spoke in a 
loud important, and hollow voice. When the persons he 
Repealed to, said u Hear! hear !” I thought they said “ Dear! 
dear ! in objection ; and I wondered that he did not seem 
m the least degree disconcerted. The House of Lords, I must 
say (without meaning disrespect to an assembly which must 
always have contained some of the most accomplished men in 
country), surprised me with the personally insignificant 
dook of its members. I had, to be sure, conceived exagger¬ 
ated notions of the magnates of all countries; and perhaps 
might have expected to behold a set of conscript fathers: but 
m no respect, real or ideal, did they appear to me in their cor¬ 
porate aspect, like anything which is understood by the word 
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* noble.” The Commons seemed to me to have the advan¬ 
tage; though they surprised me with lounging on the bcmdcs 
and retaining their ham. I was not tlmn informed enough to 
know the difference between apparent ami .substantial import¬ 
ance; much less aware of the positive, exaltation, which that 
very simplicity, and that absence of pretension, gave to the 
most potent assembly in Europe. 

(HIAPTKK lib 
Bt’liuoL-ium 

Books for children during the latter part of the #eigliteen th 
century had been in a hud way, with sordid and merely 
plodding morals—ethics that were necessary perhaps tbr a 
certain stage in the progress of eommerer and for its greatest 
ultimate purposes (undreamt of by itself), but width thwarted 
healthy and large views of society for the time being. They 
wore the conaeipteneeH of an altogether imintellertnal state of 
trade, aided and abetted hy such helps to morality a* 
Hogarth’s pictures of the Good and Had Apprentice, which 
idea titled virtue with prosperity. 

Hogarth, in most of his pictures, was an healthy a moralist 
as ho supposed himself, hut not for the miaous whieh he 
supposed, The gods he worshipped weie Truth and Pru 
deuce; hut he saw more of the earnal than r.ptrbtml beauties 
of either. lie was somewhat of a vulgarian in intention a* 
well as mode, lint wherever tieuv b gruiu *, there ia n 
genial something greater than the maThm of bleeding, than 
the prevailing disposition, or even than the eumiehm * deugti; 
and this jmrtmn of divinity within the putfifn, eaw fair ploy 
between ids conventional and immortal part* It put the 
beauty of colour into Inn north, tin* counteraction of mirth 
into his melancholy, and u boson beyond Ids intention into 
all; that is to say, it suggested redemptions and first eutiwa 
for the objects of bin satire ; and thus vindicated the justice 
of nature, at the moment when he was thinking of little but 
the prugmatiealnesa of art, 

The children*# books in those days were Ilognrftfs pictures 
taken in their most literal acceptation. Every good boy was 
to ride in his coach* and he a lord mayor; and every laid boy 
was to he hung, or eaten by lions, Tim gingerbread wmt 
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gilt, and the books were gilt like the gingerbread,—a u take 
in” tbe more gross, inasmuch as nothing could be plainer or 
less dazzling than the books of the same boys when they grew 
a little older. There was a lingering old ballad or so in favour 
of the gallanter apprentices who tore out lions’ hearts and asto¬ 
nished gazing sultans; and in antiquarian corners, Percy’s 
“ Reliques” were preparing a nobler age, both in poetry and 
prose. But the first counteraction came, as it ought, in the 
shape of a new book for children. The pool of mercenary 
and time-serving ethics was first blown over by the fresh 
country breeze of Mr. Day’s Sandford and Merton —a pro¬ 
duction that I well remember, and shall ever be grateful to. 
It came in aid of my mother’s perplexities between delicacy 
and hardihood, between courage and conscientiousness. It 
assisted the cheerfulness I inherited from my father; showed 
me that circumstances were not to crush a healthy gaiety, or 
the most masculine self-respect; and helped to supply me 
with the resolution of standing by a principle, not merely as 
a point of lowly or lofty sacrifice, but as a matter of common 
sense and duty, and a simple co-operation with the elements 
of natural welfare. 

I went, nevertheless, to school at Christ Hospital, an ultra- 
sympathizing and timid boy.'** The sight of boys fighting, 
from which I had been so anxiously withheld, frightened me 
as something devilish; and the least threat of corporal 
chastisement to a schoolfellow (for the lesson I had learned 
would have enabled me to bear it myself) affected me to 
tears. I remember to this day, merely on that account, the 
name of a boy who was to receive punishment for some 
offence about a task. It was Lemoine. (I hereby present 
him with my respects, if he is an existing old gentleman, and 
hope he has not lost a pleasing countenance.) He had a cold 
and hoarseness; and his voice, while pleading in mitigation, 
sounded to me so pathetic, that I wondered how the master 
could have the heart to strike him. 

headers who have been at a public school may guess the 
consequence. I was not of a disposition to give offence, but 
neither was I quick to take it; and this, to the rude, energy- 
cultivating spirit of boys in general (not the worst thing in the 
world, till the pain in preparation for them can be diminished), 
was in itself an offence. I therefore u went to the wall,” till 
address, and the rousing of my own spirit, tended to right me; 

* In 1792. 
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but I went through a grout deal of fear in the process. 1 
became convinced, that; if l did not; put moral cam rage in the 
place of personal, or, in other words, undergo any stubborn 
amount of pain and wretchedness, rather than submit to what 
I thought wrong, there was an end for ever, as far as I was 
concerned, of all those fine things that had been taught me, 
in vindication of right and justice. 

Whether it was, however, that by the Indp of animal 
spirits I possessed some portion of the courage for which the 
rest of the family was remarkable--or w hot her l was a 
veritable coward, born or bred, destined to show, in mv 
person, how far a spirit of love and freedom eould supersede 
the. necessity of gall, and proeure me the respect of those 
about me—certain it is, that although, except in one instance, 
I did my best to avoid, ami succeeded honourably in avoid¬ 
ing, those personal encounters with my school fellows, which, 
in confronting me on mv own account with the face of a 
fellow-e mature, threw me upon a sense of something devilish, 
and overwhelmed me with a sort of terror tor both parties, 
yet I gained at an early period of hoy hoot i the reputation of 
a romantic enthusiast, whose daring tit behalf of a ft tend or tt 
good cause nothing could put dowm l was obliged to call in 
the aid of a feeling apart from my own sense of personal 
antagonism, and so merge the diabolical, as it were, info the 
human. In other words, 1 had not self respect or nail emaedi 
to be angry on my own account, uule-s there was sometime' 
at stake which, by concerning others, gave me a sense of 
support, and so pieced out my want with their abimdauce. 
The moment, however, that Melt thin supported, not only 
did all misgiving vanish from my mhtd, but contempt, of pain 
took possession of my body ; and my poor mother iid|dif 
have gloried through few tears in the loving eottmee of her 

SOIL 

I shite tin* ease thus proudly, both in juabv to the manner 
in which she trained me, and because i conceive it. may do 
good, 1 never fought with a boy but once, and thou iff viait 
on my own account; hut though f heat him I was frightened, 
and eagerly sought Ids good will. I dared everything, how¬ 
ever, from the biggest and strongest boys on other ammnM, 
and was sometimes afforded an opportunity of showing mv 
spirit of martyrdom. The truth m f l cmthl sutler better’than 
act; for the, utmost activity of martyrdom Is supported bv n 
certain sense id’ ptmvemm Wo are not, hold from our*- 
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Imt from somethin# which compels us to he m t aad 
which -‘ntpptfs us hx a >rn** of flic mvisdryn 

I had not linii test,: in the M-lmd* when tlii-H spirit within 
in** Invhe out In 4 manner that procured me gseat esteem. 
These wu.< 4 mmsifot nr M tm; ! ov " in Hlttv, who had a trick 
nf enterUmin# himself hy |n4t lint h 4 * rr ImyV heads with a 
him! i»«ill. Hi* ii*ih1 Ip throw it nl thin tiny anti that; nmkn 
the thvuvv hr an# ii hark In him; am! thru Mini a rap with it 
on hi* cerebellum, mi h«» was v.ein# oit 

I iiiitl isutte this .*!* cfcaelc mm thy for noun* time, when the 
family pmvpfa tidii# within turn I mihl to myself, “I nnwt 
gn up io flu* monitor ami ♦peak to him about thin** I kmud 
thrth 4e*vr*lin' f ;i) * and t«» the diluent <4 nit present, who 
lad never white v *4 ajeh m set of im nbtadmatieu, I # 44 , 
11 ¥pii hair i$r tUht to do thk" 11m tti*»i§ifot\ more 
aofpiiinhd thin any mm* r^ctahad, ^Wlai? 4 * I repeated 
sui tviimtt fir limited s*m wbh the sr» atesfc cun- 

tanpf, ;m it *U •.«hium>* »vr« to -tithe urn; and finished by 
♦ iiir to ** *mnd ont " 44 Hfatidiim i»uf *’iiiraiit 

lua pat similar ■# of, »# the hall wheje we dine h I did # t * 
!<nl jn a a dm »?!m »«i ter in th d place! was niter* 

iiig it, the monitor raped to me to rmnr away; mnt I neither 
heard any mmr * f -aandun; * uh ?nr aw any nr*nr uf the half 
1 n ^ feekhvt tUm In* “ spite I" n»r afterwards, which 
i?nr 4 hilt- hr*ii rhmmhr v»*$y srnadable, I <rm»r 4 fairly m 
have ! 4 n*n away dn- hi» rdt of hm ml mWfi tp, t I’hr J*n 4 a- 
InUty nn thm hv a a* o>\ fid who ha i / m i had hahtt, 
lira rt nfkti hor*onip horn a nnfmu rf ita hi-mo arantl 

an 1 iminh, 

5 rmi 4 f.rr l a yrar rp. M k on\,ivl h n^ph it info Jiti 
hr nt to Ion - nm f- ho !»r f t i/« In. Wat not ihr him at ilili* 
rrh'-I dr/rli 'J m our Vorahulii'y, hays with m t 
lip -*i#t t !» s 1 no h 4 iir-,.| 4 ". mud tip* word tin m ilm 
t hrt l j 4 5 : f t n* r I had 14 htt.'v o\j4r.Uvn to m ru* mil t»f 
h--*r* th.it fin,’ Ot no # llif'r I u.tiM tiof {s.ilr |.mthrt«n| fur 
y<’< 4 wild I at 4 hni h mi oiil t li.nl drtrrinlttrti 

fi«l f.n io a n*mtn4 mi any tmtnn ami rim immiinr In 

i|in it** n m,4* n^ dr Imp,/ up* ? * tvm*m Hv w.ii n itiilth 
fp*i h' ^ ; i ahoU**, f'Uirroi^ trnnifIniMr !di the tn*a|* 

tp'ai, nlr-l * m u * ‘v, nmm ? I hi 4 f if.| o t 

UrovAiny, dr* imnuh f-r whtvh hr had S^pfi prrj4it'tth lit 

»ln/W -4 i«r a in t m a h-m; laH-lhnvhirh nu4 1*44 tne 1 
lAmihl %mm%o a i$mn that tmmSktrlih’f every iky^ 
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with the addition of a fresh knot every time, unless T chose 
to alter my mind. I did not choose. I received tin* daily or 
rather nightly lesson, for it was then most convenient to strip 
me, and I came out of the. ordeal in triumph. 1 never was 
fag to anybody; never made anybody’s bed, or cleaned bis 
shoes, or was the boy to get, his tea, much less exported to 
stand as a screen ibr him before, the. fire, which I have seen, 
done; though, upon the whole, the boys were very mild 
governors. 

Ijtiinb has noticed the character of the school fur good 
manners, which he truly describes ns being equally removed 
from the pride ot aristocratic foundations and the servility of 
the charity schools. I believe it retains this character stilt ; 
though the changes wdiieh its system underwent not lung ago] 
fusing all the schools into one another, and introducing a 
more generous diet, is thought by some not m Imo buen 
followed by an advance in oilier res poets. I have hoard the 
school charged, more lately, with having beat suffered, in the 
intervals between the school hours, to fall out of the liberal 
and gentlemanly supervision of its best teachers, into the 
hands of an oflieious and ignorant mnuriiinism* lint tins 
may only have been a passing abuse, 

l love and honour the school on private accounts; and I 
feel a public interest in its welfare, inasmuch as it h oho of 
those judicious links with all classes, tie* importance of which, 
especially at a time like the pie,sent, cannot t»e too bodily 
estimated; otherwise, I should have said nothing n, j, tr * , 
sible, and I hope transient disadvantage, Qtioeti Victoria 
recognized its importance, by visits and' other peroomil eon.. 
<\m>vmmiB K long ludbre the late ehauye.; In Hnrepo emild 
have diminished the. grace of their bestowal ; and I wilt 
venture to miy that every otic of thus* affonfimei will have 
sown for her generous nature a crop of loyalty worth having. 

. lur the benefit ot such as hi e umeapudufed whit the 
city, or with a certain track of meting, l nm4 give a snore 
particular account of a aehool width in truth h a cimodtv, 
ihousamk of inhabitants of the metropolis have gone fftnn 
west-end to east end, and till the new halt was hint open 
to view by the alteratioua in Newgate never Memeetrd 

that m the heart ot it lies an old cloistered fotiudafion } where 
f * K, y im y #f mv u l> m J did, among #}x hundred others and 
know as little of tint very neighbourhood m the would dmm 
of him* 
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Perhaps there is not a foundation in the country so truly 
English, taking that word to mean what Englishmen wish it 
to mean—something solid, unpretending, of good character, 
and free to all. More boys are to be found in it, who issue 
from a greater variety of ranks, than in any school in the 
kingdom; and as it is the most various, so it is the largest, 
of all the free schools. Nobility do not go there, except as 
boarders. Now and then a boy of a noble family may be 
met with, and he is reckoned an interloper, and against the 
charter; but the sons of poor gentry and London citizens 
abound; and with them an equal share is given to the sons 
of tradesmen of the very humblest description, not omitting 
servants. I would not take my oath—but I have a strong 
recollection, that in my time there were two boys, one of 
whom went up into the drawing-room to his father, the 
master of the house; and the other, down into the kitchen 
to his father, the coachman. One thing, however, I know to 
be certain, and it is the noblest of all, namely, that the boys 
themselves (at least it was so in my time) had no sort of 
feeling of the difference of one another’s ranks out of doors. 
The cleverest boy was the noblest, let his father be who he 
might. Christ Hospital is a nursery of tradesmen, of mer¬ 
chants, of naval officers, of scholars; it has produced some 
of the greatest ornaments of their time; and the feeling 
among the boys themselves is, that it is a medium between 
the patrician pretension of such schools as Eton and West¬ 
minster, and the plebeian submission of the charity schools. 
In point of university honours it claims to be equal with the 
best; and though other schools can show a greater abundance 
of eminent names, I know not where many will be found who 
are a greater host in themselves. One original author is 
worth a hundred transmitters of elegance: and such a one is 
to be found in Richardson, who here received what education 
he possessed. Here Camden also received the rudiments of 
his. Bishop Stillingfleet, according to the Memoirs of Pepys, 
was brought up in the school. We have had many eminent 
scholars, two of them Greek professors, to wit, Barnes and 
Scholefield, the latter of whom attained an extraordinary suc¬ 
cession of university honours. The rest are Markland; Mid¬ 
dleton, late Bishop of Calcutta; and Mitchell, the translator 
of Aristophanes . Christ Hospital, I believe, towards the close 
of the last century, and the beginning of the present, sent out 
more living writers, in its proportion, than any other school. 
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There was Dr. Richards, author of the Ahorhjimd Ihitims; 
Dyer, whose life was one unbroken dream of learning ami 
goodness, and who used to make us wonder with passing 
through the school-room (where no other person in “ town 
clothes” ever appeared) to consult books in the library; 
Le Grice, the translator of Lontfiis ; Horne, author of stunt* 
well-known productions in controversial divinity; Sun*, the 
novelist (not in the Grammar School); dames Whitt*, tin* 
friend of Charles Lamb, and not unworthy of him, author 
of Falstajf '$ Fetters (this was he who used to give an anni ¬ 
versary dinner to the chimney-sweepers, merrier than, though 
not so magnificent as Mrs. Montague’s); Pitman, a celebrated 
preacher, editor of some sediooL bonks ami religious classics 
(also a veritable man of wit); Mitehrll, before mentioned 
myself, who stood next him; Barnes, who came mwt, the 
Editor of the Times , than whom no man (if he had eared for 
it) could have been more certain of attaining* eelebritv for 
wit and literaftire; Townsend, u prebendary of Durham, 
author of Armageddon, and several theological* works (it wan 
he who went to see the Pope, in the hope*of persuading 1dm 
to concede points towards tin* amalgamation of the Papal and 
Protestant Churches); Lilly, another of the Durham prelum- 
daries, an amiable man, who wrote the Aurm/iVe of the H%t/* 
denses ; Seargill, a Unitarian minister, author of some tracts 
on Peace, and War, ^e.; and lastly, whom I have kept by 
way of climax, (Joleridge and Charles Lamb, two of tIn* tnmt 
original geniuses, not only of tin* day, bur of the 

In the time of Henry the Eighth Christ Hospital ia-i i 
monastery of hnmeisean friars, I bung d j; o *1 ve I asm urn tlio 
others, Edward the Sixth, moved by a m*i mmi <4 IlCIpm 
Bid ley’s, assigned the revenue* of it to the niaintessatiee an 1 
education of a certain number of p M nr orphan children, bom 
of citizens of London, I believe tht*re has been no law |ia'Hr$f 
to alter the letter of this intention; whieh It a pity, sham the 
alteration has taken place. An extension of it wua probably 
very good, and even demanded by eiretmeitanees, I have 
reason, forgone, to be grateful for if, Hut tamp* ring with 
matte rsmfdaet among ehddreu in dangerous* The^ 
learn to. <Iiating;ui?di between allowed poetical fiction and 
that which, they are told, under severe {maltha, never to 
be guilty of; and this early sample of contradiction ted ween 
the thing asserted and the obvious fact, can do no good oven 
m an establishment so plain dealing in other rmpoem aa Utiri >t 
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Hospital The place is not onl y desienared :u an Orphan- 
house in its Latin title, hut the boys* in the prayers which 

they repeat every day, implore the pity of heaven ttfHm U us 
poor orphans,"’ I remember the perplexity this oatmed meat 
a very early period. It is true, the word orphan may he 
used in a sense implying destitution of any sent; hut this 
was not its (’hrist Hospital intention; nor d** the younger buys 
give it the benefit* of that scholarly interpretation. There was 
another thing (now, I believe* dene away! w Inch existed in my 
time, and perplexed me still more. It seemed a glaring instance 
of the practice likely to result from the of lor assumption* 
and made me prepare for a hundred tillelioefls mid deception^ 
which* mixed up with contradiction, ns most things iti society 
are, I sometimes did find, and oftriter dreaded, I allude to a 
foolish custom they hud tii the ward wide It I first entered, 
and which was the only one that the company at the put die, 
tmppera were in the habit of going into, of hanging up* by 
the side of each bed* a clean white napkin* which was sup¬ 
posed to be the otie used by the occupy r u New these nap¬ 
kins were only tbr show, the real towels bring of the larg*sfc 
and coarsest kind, If fin 4 masters had been a Aed about them, 
they would doubtless have told the tmfh ; prrltups the tmrses 
Would have done so. Hut the boy** writ* n»4 aware of thk 
There tiny saw these ^ white Sirs M Lmeim,; before theta, a 
conscious imposition; and I well remember how nlsmed I 
used to feel, lest, any of tip* company should diterf. their 
inquiries to nn% •’ 

<’hrist Hospital f Hr i k if > s topm* name* and m<t f Inks 

Hospital ) occupies a con inferable pmfieft os' ground between 
Newgate Street* Hiltapur Street, St, Hart 1*4* ne-wb, and 
Little Jlritain, 'I here U a quadrangle with efotmmm mid 
the square inside the chasten k called the Uaideu, and mmt 
Utiidy was the monastery garden, Its efdy delicious crop, for 
tuanv years* has been pavement. Another large urea, pro* 
tenting the Uraintnar and Nnvieitmu SelwelL , k abn mis- 
lioincred tip* Ditch; the town din It hattm? formerly tnu that 
way, ^ In New> ate Street k seen fhe Hall or e.imtngt rnmt f 
otic *d tin* inbh'.w in Kuchind, adorned with enonm-udy !»ui*g 
pnhttittm by Veiii*» an,4 other, and with an mean, A j*or- 
tt<U4 ot the 4ifd quadiangle eirc contained file libiarv of thf 
tiifUiks* and was lung or lepauni by the fiinotM \V hiffSnqtoiq 

whose arias were to la" sen* outsidej but aSteraftotti of lute 

years linn? done it away* 
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In the cloisters a number of persons lie buried, besides 
the officers of the house. Among them is Isabella, wife of 
Edward the Second, the “ She-wolf of France.’’ I was not 
aware of this circumstance then; but many a time, with a 
recollection of some lines in « Blair’s Grave” upon me, have I 
run as^ hard as I could at night-time from my ward to an¬ 
other, in order to borrow the next volume of some ghostly 
romance. ^ In one of the cloisters was an impression resem- 
blmg a gigantic foot, which was attributed by some to the 
angry stamping of the ghost of a beadle’s wife! A beadle 
was a higher sound to us than to most, as it involved ideas 
of detected apples m churchtime, “skulking” (as it was 
called) out of bounds, and a power of reporting us to the 
masters. But fear does not stand upon rank and ceremony. 

. The wards, or sleeping-rooms, are twelve, and contained, 
m my time, rows of beds on each side, partitioned off, but 
connected, with one another, and each having two boys to 
sleep m it. Down the middle ran the binns for holding 
bread and other things, and serving for a table when the meal 
was not taken in the hall; and over the binns hung a great 
homely chandelier. ° 

To each of these wards a nurse was assigned, who was the 
widow of some decent liveryman of London, and who had the 
charge of looking after us at night-time, seeing to our wash¬ 
ing, &c., and carving for us at dinner: all of which gave her 
a good deal of power, more than her name warranted. The 
nurses, howevei, were almost invariably very decent people 
and performed their duty; which was not always the case 
with the young ladies, their daughters. There were five 
schools; a grammar-school, a mathematical or navigation- 
school (added by Charles the Second, through the zeal of 
Mr. Pepys), a writing, a drawing, and a reading school. 
Those who could not read when they came on the foundation, 
went into the last. There were few in the last-but-one, and 
I scarcely know what they did, or for what object. The 
writing-school was for those who were intended for trade 
and commerce; the mathematical, for boys who went as mid¬ 
shipmen into the naval and East India service ; and the 
grammar-school for such as were designed for the Church, 
and to go to the University. The writing-school was by far 
the largest; and, what is very curious (it has been altered 
since), all the schools were kept quite distinct; so that a boy 
might arrive at the age of fifteen jn the grammar school, and 
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not know Ms multiplication-table; which was the r.o^ 
myself. Nor do I know it to this day! Shades n f n ^ ° 
Walpole, and Lord Lyttelton! come to my assistance"^ 
enable me to bear the confession: but so it is Thef ult 
was not my fault at the time ; but I ought to have repaired 
it when I went out in the world; and great is the mischief 
which it has done me. 

Most of these schools had several masters; besides whom 
there was a steward, who took care of our subsistence and 
who had a general superintendence over all hours and cir¬ 
cumstances not connected with teaching. The mastore 
almost all been in the school, and might expect pensions or 
livings in their old age. Among those in my time the 
mathematical master was Mr. Wales, a man well known for 
his science, who had been round the world with Cantain 
Cook; for which we highly venerated him. He was a good 
man, of plain, simple manners, with a heavy large person and 
a benign countenance. When he was at Otaheite, the natives 
played him a trick while bathing, and stole his small-clothes- 
which we used to think a liberty scarcely credible The 
name of the steward, a thin stiff man of invincible formality 
of demeanour, admirably fitted to render encroachment im¬ 
possible, was Hathaway. We of the grammar-school used 
to call him “ the Yeoman,” on account of Shakspeare having 
married the daughter of a man of that name, designated as “ a 
substantial yeoman.” 

Our dress was of the coarsest and quaintest kind, but was 
respected out of doors, and is so. It consisted of a blue 
drugget gown, or body, with ample skirts to it; a yellow Test 
underneatli in winter-time; small-clothes of Eussia duck* 
worsted yellow stockings; a leathern girdle; and a little 
black worsted cap, usually carried in the hand. I believe it 
was the ordinary dress of children in humble life during the 
reign of the Tudors. We used to flatter ourselves that it was 
taken from the monks; and there went a monstrous tradition, 
that at one period it consisted of blue velvet with silver 
buttons. It was said, also, that during the blissful era of the 
blue velvet, we had roast mutton for supper; but that the 
small-clothes not being then in existence, and the mutton 
suppers too luxurious, the eatables were given up for the 
ineffables. 

^ A malediction, at heart, always followed the memory of 
him who had taken upon himself to decide so preposterously. 
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To say the truth, we were not too well fed at that time, either 
m quantity or quality; and we could not enter with our 
ungry imaginations into these remote philosophies. Our 
breakfast was bread and water, for the beer was too bad to 
drink. The bread consisted of the half of a three-halfpenny 
loaf, according to the prices then current. This was not much 
or growing boys, who had had nothing to eat from six or 
seven o’clock the preceding evening. For dinner we had the 
same quantity of bread, with meat only every other day, and 
that consisting of a small slice, such as would be given to an 
infant three or four years old. Yet even that, with all our 
hunger, we very often left lialf-eaten—the meat was so tom*. 
Un the other days we had a milk-porridge, ludicrously thin; 
or rice-milk, which was better. There were no vegetables or 
puddings. Once a month we had roast beef; and twice a 
year (1 blush to think of the eagerness with which it was 
looked for!) a dinner of pork. One was roast, and the other 
boiled; and on the latter occasion we had our only pudding 
which was of peas. I blush to remember this, not on 
account of our poverty, but on account of the sordidness of 
the custom. There had much better have been none. For 
supper we had a like piece of bread, with butter or cheese; 
and. then to bed, “ with what appetite we might.” 

Our routine of life was this. We rose to the call of a bell, 
at six m summer, and seven in winter; and after combing 
ourselves, and washing our hands and faces, went, at the call 
of another bell, to breakfast. All this took up about an hour. 

JB rom breakfast we proceeded to school, where we remained 
rail eleven, winter and summer, and then had an hour’s play. 
■Dinner took place at. twelve. Afterwards was a little play 
till one, when we again went to school, and remained till five 
in summer and four in winter. At six was the supper. We 
used to play after it in summer till eight. In winter, we 
proceeded from supper to bed. On Sundays, the school-time 
ot tlie other days was occupied in church, both mornino- 
and evening ; and as the Bible was read to us every day 
before every meal, and on going to bed, besides prayers 

duties' 3,003 ’ We nVaUed tlle monks in the religious part of our 

The effect was certainly not -what was intended The 
Bible, perhaps, was read thus frequently, in the first instance, 
out of contradiction to the papal spirit that had so long kept 
it locked up; hut,, in the eighteenth century, the repetition 
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was not so desirable among a parcel of hungry boyn a melons 
to get their modicum to eat. On Sunday, what with the long 
service in the morning, the service again after dinner, and tlm 
inaudible and indifferent tones of some of the preachers, It 
was unequivocally tiresome. I, for one, who had been piously 
brought up, and continued to have religion inculcated on nw 
by father and mother, began secretly to invonte ns indifferent 
as I thought the preachers; and, though the morals of the 
school were in the main excellent and exemplary* we all felt, 
without knowing it, that it was the orderliness ami example of 
the general system that kept im so, and not the re!moms part 
of it, which seldom entered our heads at all, and only tired m 
when it did. 


I am not begging any question here, or spaUng for <»r 
against I am only stating a fact. Others may argue tlmt, 
however superfluous the readings and prayers mo;ht have 
been, a good general spirit of religion must have hern inruf. 
cated, because a great deal of virtue and religion,?? charity m 
known to have issued out of that school, and no ihnntieiW 


I shall not dispute the punt. The ease is true; hut ii««t the 
less true is what 1 speak of. Latterly there came* m mir 
parish clergyman, Mr, Crowther, a nephew of mir fnmous 
Eichardson, and worthy of the talents imd virtues of hi» 
kinsman, though inclining to a mode of faith which h sup*, 
posed to produce more faith than charity* lint, tilt then, the 
persons who were in the habit of getting up in our church 
pulpit and reading-desk, might as well have hummed a time 
to. their diaphragms. They inspired m with nothing Imt 
mimicry. The name of the morning leader was Salt," Hr 
was a worthy man, I believe, and might, for aught we knew, 
have been a clever one; but he had it all to h»i»i.>trlf‘ Hr 
spoke in his throat, with a sound as if he were weak and ear* 
pulent; and was lamoxts among us for waving “ iinu metes” 
instead of “miracles.” When we imitated*him, this vow the 
only word we drew upon : the rest was unintelligible MtllWa- 
tion. Our usual evening preacher was Mr* Handifbtd, who 
had the reputation of learning and piety* if was of m* « 
to us,.except to .make us associate tin* ideas of learning anti 
piety m the pulpit with inaudible humdrum* Mr, RmtldorffH 
voice was hollow and low; and las had a habit of dipping tin 
and down over his book, like a chicken dritiliitim Mr, 'kilt 
was eminent for a single word* Mr. Handifoni mttimmml him * 
for he had two audible phrases* There was, it m tru«, tie 
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great variety in them. One wan “ the dispensation of Moses 
the other (with a tine interval of hum), “ the Mosaic, dispen¬ 
sation.” These he used to repeat so often, that in our cari¬ 
catures of him they sufheed for an entire portrait. The reader 
may conceive a large church (it was Christ Church, Newgate 
Street), with six hundred lays, seated like charity-children 
up in the air, on each side of the organ, Mr. Sandiford hum¬ 
ming in the valley, and a tew maid-servants who formed his 
afternoon congregation. We did not dare to go to sleep. 
We wore not allowed to read. The great buys used to get 
those that sat behind them to play with their hair. Some 
whispered to their neighbours, and the others thought of their 
lessons and tops. I can safely say, that many of us would 
have been good listeners, and most of us attentive ones, if the 
clergyman could have been heard. As it was, l talked as well 
as the rest, or thought of my exercise. Sometimes we could 
not help joking and laughing over cur weariness ; and then 
the fear was, lest the steward had seen us. It was pari of the 
business of the steward to preside over the buys hi church * 
time. Ho sat aloof, hi a place where lie could view the whole 
of his Hock. There was a ludicrous kind of revenge we hud 
of him, whenever a particular part of the Bible w m read. 
This was the parable of the Unjust Steward* The boys waited 
anxiously till the passage commenced; and then, m if by a 
general conspiracy, at the words u thou unjust steward/* the 
whole school turned their eyes upon this unfortunate officer, 
who sat 

44 Like Teneritf or Atlas mimnovedf* 

We persuaded ourselves, that tin* more unconscious lie looked, 
the more he was acting. 

By a singular chance, there were two clergymen, oreaniotml 
preachers in our pulpit, who were as loud ami startling m the 
others were somniferous. < hie of them, with a sort of flat, 
high voice, had a remarkable way of making a ladder of if, 
climbing higher and higher to the end of the sentence. It 
ought to he described by the gamut, or written np-ldth Ber • 
haps It was an association of ideas, that has made tne recollect 
one particular passage, It is where A hah commits the pro * 
phots, asking them whether he ahull go up to Uamoth ( Blend 
to battle. u Shall 1 go against Kaumth Gilead to battle, or 
shall I forbear ? and tiny said, Go up; for tin* Lord shall 
deliver it into the hand of the king.” He used fit give thii 
out in such a manner, that you might have fancied 1dm climb* 


58 


AlTTOHKXfK.U’HY «W t.Kftitl trrtfT. 


145 out, ot tin. put pit, mv.«r*l iu h.m.l. TIj.- «,th. r w ;w a hi? 
fun man, with a m>l,!„ mm-. !!,- wv»M a ,Jr 

\V n v Ht stiilvl y mul mipt* 4 iK tmnm% full Imtk «4 t Li tv 

M tl tMihtf : nnd thm, w if tlrvA t*f if, w.mM hnnv over ll 

i‘ !><• !'-•«.», ,wrv pr.ivt'r iu fhUway, a ml w " 

XXl lU \- "• '/ ; , '' r >!>» Ixn i ’haii.nl the 

Sr, th \vi :, Y iu '- v !l s "‘- v ‘ : *' f ;i .. "«t S 

f ml Whvt hv vmnnmu^l m Im ^i%h% th> hmu\ 

l ” *»*• - -wr»“ K 

at *W ( h * ,T U h ,iml knuwi,, « * litl,,, **»»»«, i was put 

-JZl h r <fl ‘ , f" U ' Ur S ‘ h, ‘ ,,L U "« "tll.-ll timl I 

', 1 ‘ , ,n !,, ' u '"‘n': tm- ;nvi,l,,i;ul *v nun, t .-aimot 

2i v “ **"■ » * hit... Mi pan,mar 

tm*»Yu* " ^ t! "' M,w ‘ * t’lmurj aft- maum-inl tiif'. 

;;t; 1 ;r- Tl ",' '■••” M u "^ .. 1 .t;':: 

ottl u - I*:." in ",v t.mw th.-v m-v.-r 

(h. ir w« . Ir* 0 ' ‘lumat tin* wimh- if 

Hit-v «.».* 1 * "Y'"' U in •iiiuimrj' tini.-, which 

-(•. • <’«'»• ! " ;,t n ‘■•"tfaiu clwtaaf.- tV.-m i,ui.|i.n 

an.|*tt..“v W SlV a V* /'‘T tu,i * “ th<ji,.-n.-v; 

fiiti-.i -w ',1 K " " ■* tn/S.-.vi . t' 1 irim* 

% W,w »•* *»»?»« a 1 

i-ir. s a r !:- ,r r ^ .h-nij 

. oil 1.1 «h. t((.- tlu-l iv.'i |.rw,f 

J . U 4u * il iii>- ‘-itu-r «h>|, 

fan m\, i.ur . .... „ ,j t!i | ,.«■ UK j | 1 , 

Wia'n ’ tth/' «'?/'’' "**'**'' * » »i. a l’j,-r,uty 

; ?“ r, - v ,,!, y r hi> ^ u •* 

«iati.*n. iW *!«•’.«tl»- h„v, thi, «., m . 

*‘Hut what i.n j, I v (Inrun v" ^h, i. j.h t -! tll ..j, 

::z7 u,n ' ! “" :t \ ! u " >mm ' *" iut,w ^tinw atYn 

S ^ ;? iw r**!' Hl.,„ i , nm„,t t h„ ■rhnul, 

,*1,1,.at wan Mw ri'i rr''*"* S: *‘’* rath.-r |h.r th*» 

W.u m-iww-t, w-w-Htn*!, ami fi-tat.-,-.,} 1 . w » l( , , w .,, .„u 

wt-r.* mtg tu tj,,, Uui^raity, ‘pi 4l , w w ,. rt , U r tT U^ 




SCHOOL-DAYS* 


53 


They were the three head hoys of (lie. Grammar Sola ml, and 
were understood to have their destiny fixed for the t’hureh. 
The next class to these, like' a College of Gardinals to those 
three Popes (for every Grecian was in our eyes infallible), 
were the Deputy Grecians. 'Hie tenner wen' supposed to 
have completed their Greek studies, and were deep in Sophocles 
and Euripides. The latter wen 4 thought equally competent 
to tell you anything respecting I leaner and Demosthenes. 
These two classes, and tho head boys of tin 4 Navigation School, 
held a certain rank over the whole place, both in school and 
out. Indeed, the whole of the Navigation School, upon the 
strength of cultivatitig their valour for the navy, and being 
called King's Boys, hud succeeded in establishing an extra * 
ordinary pretension to respect. This they sustained in a 
maimer as laughable to call to mind as it was grave in its 
reception. It was an etiquette among them never to move 
out of a right line as they walked, whoever stood in their 
way. 1 believe there was a secret understanding w ith Grecians 
and Deputy Grecians, the former of whom were unquestionably 
lords paramount in point of laid, and stood am! walked aloof 
when all the rest of the aohool were marshalled in bodies, I 
do not remember any clashing between these civil mid naval 
powers; but I remember well my astonishment when I first 
beheld some of my little comrades overthrown by the pro. 
gross tif one of these very straightforward marine per.-lounges, 
who walked on with as tranquil and unconscious a tare an it 
nothing had happened. It wai net a force looking pndi ; 
there seemed to be no intention in if. Tim in iolenee lay tit the 
boy not appearing to know that such inferior ematures e\Gmd, 
It was always thus, wherever he came. If awate, the bova 
got out of Ids way; if not, down flay went, one or mmv ; 
away rolled the fop or the marbles, and on walked the Itifute 
captain— 

** In maiden navigation, frank and five, 11 
These boys wore a badge on the shoulder, of which they *me 
very proud; though in the streets it must have helped to eon» 
found them with chanty hoys. For charity boyy I must own, 
we all had a great contempt, or thought mu We did not dare 
to know that there might have been a little jralotnty of our 
own position in it, placed an we were midway between the 
homeliness of the common charity-school and "the dignity of 
the foundations. We, called them M e/nk\g/-ieui/w,” and had n 
particular scorn and hat mi of their mead four in ringing. 
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Mr T K e M nde R grammar ' ma f t , er ’ 1 in time > was Kev. 
Mr. lield. He was a good-looking man, very srentlemanl^ 

pW alW He S h d adT d at ^ neate f' 1 believe ^ ° nce wrote a 
A man of o rotation of being admired by the ladies. 

perhaps “? *“*“ 

SiZb^ 6 I™ 5 “* ™ ed *° -alk"d it 

ou/eSaf n“ S - hlS ^ aS , ifit were a %, and hearing 
Lrfli T ® eS and As in Prasentis with an air of 
areffable endnranee. Often he did not hear at all. It was a 

t^ke/ht US ’ When 8ny ° f ° Ur friends came to the door, and we 
asked his permission to go to them, to address him with some 

assTnt We rir Wid r °- the mark ’’ to wllicb he used to 
fool sir?” or “rti’ fo * “ s * anoe > “^ you uot a great 

he ; 0 uld reply, “ Yes^chlld^ When ?** f 1 ? ”* which 
ns witl ti-, a P y i 6S ’ n “■ wii en he condescended to hit 

w ’ 16 made a face as if he were taking physic 
Iiss Field, an agreeable-looking girl, was one of the goddesses 
of ri e school; as far above us as if she had lived on Ofymms 
-^ a t r:iok » daughter of the lamp-manufectoer 

seeing = * \ 1 d ,° reme mber her face so well, not 

g it so often; but she abounded in admirers. I write the 

SIoIh r ■;* ?? ‘“s* 1 - b «*« <w. S 

ttiat shouW hinder their being pleased at having caused us so 
many agreeable visions. We used to identify them with Z 
picture of Veras in Tooke’s Pantheon. 7 6 

mention 0 rf e him a l ter r^ e •? Pper T*’ B °yer—famous for the 
man inchnii i bj Col ,fF ld S e and Lamb-was a short stout 
SZ* 8 , t0 P^hmess, with large face and hands, an 
aquiline nose, long upper lip, and a sharp mouth His eve 

bZZtT- L ^•**»*• wbiAl *™I 

balm over it. Being a clergyman, he dressed in black, with 
powdered wig. His clothes were cut short: his hands 

exefntinn 0 ^^ with „ ti S llt w «stbands, as if ready for 

execution; and as he generally wore gray worsted stocking 

very tight, with a little balustrade leg, Ms whole appearance 

cM Sen Tn d ft°eT e i hing f T id ,f l7 succinct, hard, and mechani- 
f m,i n i’ hlS weak Sld e, and undoubtedly his natural 
destination lay m carpentry; and he accordingly carried,in a 
side-pocket made on purpose, a carpenter’s rule. 

, mer j te of B °y er consisted in his being a good verbal 

rnSL a tii 0 °T C T! eUtiOU " ,7 r aCtiES up t0 the let ** of time 

and attention. I have seen him nod at the close of the long 
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summer school-hours, wearied out; mul I 1 w\v pitmt 

him if he had taught uh to do anythiurf hut l< ar. Though a 
clergyman, very orthodox* and of ttfpl murals, tie indulged 

himself in an oath, which wa» 4< ibMVttiydiie! ” When 
you were out in your lemon* ho turned upon you a round 
staring eye like a fish; ami he liud a friek of piuehing y»at 
under the chin, and by the lobes of tin* tws till lie Would 
make the blood come. He has many finite lifted tt hoy nf 
the ground in this way. He was* indeed* a proper tyrant* 
passionate and capricious; would fake violent likes ami dbo 
likes to the same laws; fondle some without any apparent 
reason, though he had a leaning to flw servile, and, perhaps* 
to the sons of rich people; and he would j*erseente others in a 
manner truly frightful, t have seen him heat a sickly** 
looking, melancholy boy (C»* ns about the head and t%it\ 
till the poor fellow, hot, dry eyed, and contused, icemed I04 
in bewilderment it* not long after he took ordma, died* 

exit of his senses, l do not attribute that rufaefreptie ft* the 
master; anti of course ho could not wish to do him any kit¬ 
ing mischief, lie had no imagination of my amL* Hut, 
there is no saying how fur hi* treatment of the tmy might, 
have contributed to prevent u cum Tymtsnieal school* 
masters nowadays are to be found* petWjet, e%dtwely in 
such inferior scnools iw those described with wioh maun ly 
and indignant edification by my frtetid Charted IheLen-s; Inu 
they formerly seemed to have abounded in all ; and oia-mia, 
as well as hoys, have own pod the chance of si tuny Lhfer 
reflections, since a wiser and more gcm-toiu mfi treur »** has 
come up between them. 

1 have some stories of Buyer that wdl e* mpk u b drm h>»* 
character, and at the same time tetbae the icnderd iielteu i 
tion hy something ImlierotiM in their evv, ,, \\ e lud n n*w 

boarders at, the school; boys whole p.uvuM weir i ,<* Left to 
let them go on the foundation, Among flrmt, in my time* 
was Carlton, a son of Lord Ibuehe^cr ; Macdonald* mm *»f 
the. Lord Chief Harolds *1411; and J{ , the -n of a licit 
merchant. Carlton* who was a dm* fellow, manly and full of 
good sense, took his new master and Itn tan. -v* uay couhB, 
and did not want, them. Little M;*edo*uld nL«* could dm, 
pensc with them, and would pin on Ids delicate ufmr 

lesson, with an air ai if he *v anted hii p u$ m 1 ,* %n plum, i, «% 
K—— was meeker, and willing to be«mi maged ; aid limns 
would the inaitcr sit, with 1th atm found Urn tall waLt f 
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helping him to his Greek verbs, as a nurse dow bread 
milk to an infant; and repeating them, when he missed with 
a fond patienee, that astonished ns criminal in dne-wt ’ 
Very different was the treatment of a boy „n the founds 
turn, whose friends, by some means ,. r other,'had prevailed on 
the master to pay him an extra attention, amt trv to get him 
on He had come into the tjehmd at an aye ffteV than usual 
and could hardly read. I here was a book used by the 
learners in reading, called b,Ur,m a M^L (l w 

and' an Intlittn. It was a poor peitbrmanee, full <,f i„ eM , 
elusive arguments am! other wimimm places. The boy h> 
.juestmn used to appear with this b.mk in his hand in the 
middle ot the school, tne master staudiie; behind Id m , tw 
lesson was to begin. Poor — win w yreat fault lav in a 
deep-toned drawl of his syllables ami the omi-shm of his 
stops, stood half looking at the U,ok, ami half easting his eve 
towards tlu* right of him* wln-nro tlto i 4 *mr 4 worn fn nrotWtl 
I lit* iiuwtt*r looked ovor him* mi*l liht hand w,T4 rntdv I itm 
not exact in my quotation at this dUtauee of time;' but the 
."f ,,lu ‘ <'** I 1 ' 1 ' I'-watf* that l reeolleet was to the 
following purport, amt thus did the teacher and his nunil 
proceed:.- * «“ 

Xow, \onug man, have a care; or [’ll set you a 
tmminmj task.” (A eomm»n phra-.e ofhii, > J 

/*«/«/,—(Malting is sort of heavy bolt at his ealamity, mel 
never remembering bis stop at the word Mi motiarv.) »V,v 
Kiomrr// Can yon we the wind:'" 

(Master gives him a slap on the eh.-.-h,) 

iV/.- ( Uaidtti; bis soieo t.. a ery, and .-rill for*mtti„g 1th 
stop.) “ Indian No!" ° » 118 

MrnUr, -'Miod’s-my-ht;., «».•„,{ |,» ve n |, w 

you pnmtko met! 1 

I’lt/iil,— (Always forgettinn; ,he g..p,) «. Mh -bm.m, How 

tlsni do ym know that thm? m nitdi n fliinji y »* 

(I fort! ii thump,) ' :3s * 

fiJ\ > ir’'~^ SitU a ri, °“ t ®8 0,, y-) H Beeasiwi I 

Un.i anecdote of bis inju-tiee will Mtitliee for all. It is 
I S'™ ^.nuay- nor d.. I believe anything .no,,, tl.,- 

| iiilliil was n»t <htw by him/Hl’ I lift'd Mr, 

«L?t v r; T v ■ ! M,W * i-*-“’** ;>• 

« o,’l U *'* ‘ “ 'H'*' »‘W 'flit,mg the 

echool. 1 he master was m th„ habit „f “spiting” C -■ 5 
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that is to say, of taking every opportunity to be severe with 
him; nobody knew why. One day he comes into the school, 
and finds him placed in the middle of it with three other 
boys. . He was not in one of his worst humours, and did not 
seem inclined to punish them, till he saw his antagonist. 
a Oh, oh l sir,” said he: “what 1 you are among them, are 
you ? ” and gave him an exclusive thump on the face. He 
then turned to one of the Grecians, and said, “ I have not 
time to flog all these boys; make them draw lots, and I’ll 
punish one.” The lots were drawn, and C-'s was favour¬ 

able. “Oh, oh!” returned the master, when he saw them, 
“you have escaped, have you, sir?” and pulling out his 
watch, and turning again to the Grecian, observed, that he 
found he had time to punish the whole three; “ and, sir,” 

added he to C-, with another slap, “ I’ll begin with you. 

He then took the boy into the library and flogged him; and, 
on issuing forth again, had the face to say, with an air of 
indifference, “ I have not time, after all, to punish these two 
other boys; let them take care how they provoke me another 
time.” 

Often did I wish that I were a fairy, in order to play him’ 
tricks like a Caliban. We used to sit and fancy what we 
should do with his wig; how we would hamper and vex him; 
“ put knives in his pillow, and halters in his pew.” To 
venture on a joke in our own mortal persons, was like playing 
with Polyphemus. One afternoon, when he was nodding 
with sleep over a lesson, a boy of the name of Meader, who 
stood behind him, ventured to take a pin, and begin ad¬ 
vancing with it up his wig. The hollow, exhibited between 
the wig and the nape of the neck, invited him. The boys 
encouraged this daring act of gallantry. Hods and becks, 
and then whispers of “Go it, M.!” gave more and more 
valour to his hand. On a sudden, the master’s head falls 
back; he starts with eyes like a shark; and seizing the 
unfortunate culprit, who stood helpless in the act of holding 
the pin, caught hold of him, fiery with passion. A “ swinge¬ 
ing task ” ensued, which kept him at home all the holidays. 
One of these tasks would consist of an impossible quantity of 
Virgil, which the learner, unable to retain it at once, wasted 
his heart and soul out “ to get up,” till it was too late. 

Sometimes, however, our £espot got into a dilemma, and 
then he did not know how to get out of it. A boy, now and 
then, would be roused into open and fierce remonstrance. I 
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ecollect S., afterwards one of the mildest of preachers, start¬ 
ing up in his place, and pouring forth on his astonished hearer 
a torrent of invectives and threats, which the other could onlv 
answer by looking pale, and uttering a few threats in return 
Nothing came of it. He did not like such matters to so 

S® f vem . ors -, An ° ther tame, Favell, a Grecian, a 
7 utli of high spirit, whom he had struck, went to the school- 
door, opened it, and, turning round with the handle in his 
grasp, told Turn he would never set foot again in the place 
unless he promised to treat him with more delicacy. “ Come 
back, child; come back !” said the other, pale, and in a faint 
voice. There was a dead silence. ■ Favell came back, and 
nothing more was done. 

A sentiment, unaccompanied with something practical 

^2 be ® n ,. Iost u P on him - D -, who went after¬ 

wards to the Military College at Woolwich, played him a 
rick, apparently between jest and earnest, which amused us 
exceedingly. He was to be flogged; and the dreadful door 
of the library was approached. (They did not invest the 
Doolvs with flowers, as Montaigne recommends.) Down falls 
the criminal, and twisting himself about the master’s levs 
which he does the more when the other attempts to move’ 
repeats without ceasing, “ Oh, good God! consider my father’ 
sir; my father, sir; you know my father! ” The point was felt 

to be getting ludicrous, and was given up. P-, now a 

popular preacher, was in the habit of entertaining the boys 
that way. He was a regular wag; and would snatch his 
jokes out of the very flame and fury of the master, like snap- 
dragon Whenever the other struck him, P. would get up; 
and, half to avoid the blows, and half render them ridiculous 
begin moving about the school-room, making all sorts of 
antics. _ When he was struck in the face, he would clap his 
band with affected vehemence to the place, arid cry as rapidly, 
Oh, Lord ! If the blow came on the arm, he would grasp ' 
his arm, with a similar exclamation. The master would then 
go, driving and kicking him; while the patient accompanied 
every blow with the same comments and illustrations, malum* 
faces to us by way of index. 0 

What a bit of a golden age was it, when the Rev. Mr. 
oteevens, one of the under grammar-masters, took his place 
on some occasion, for a short time ! Steevens was short and 
fat, with a handsome, cordial face. You loved him as you 
looked at him; and seemed as if you should love him the 
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more the Hitter he became. I shimmered when I war? at that 
time of life : which was an infirmity that used to got me into 
terrible trouble with the master. Stoevens used to sar, on 
the other hand, “Here comes our little black*haired friend, 
who stammers so. Now, let us see what wo can do for him.” 
The consequence was, I did not hesitate, half so much as with 
the other. When I did, it was out of impatience to please 
him. 


Such of us were not liked the better by the master as 
were in favour with his wife. She was a sprightly, good- 
looking woman, with black eyes; and was behehf with trans¬ 
port by the boys, whenever she appeared at the school-door. 
Her husband’s name, uttered in a mingled tone of good-nature 
and imperativeness, brought him down from his seat with 
smiling haste. Sometimes he did not return. On entering 
the school one day, he found a boy eating cherries. u Where 
did you get those cherries ? ” exclaimed he, thinking the boy 
had nothing to say for himself. “ Mrs. Boyer gave them me, 
sir. n He turned away, scowling with disappointment. 

Speaking of fruit, reminds me of a pleasant trait on the 
part of a Grecian of the name of Lo Grice. lie was the mad¬ 
dest of all the great boys in my time; clever, full of address, 
and not hampered with modesty. Remote humours, not 
lightly to be heard, fell on our ears, respecting pranks of Ins 
amongst the nurses’ daughters. lie had a fair handsome face, 
with delicate aquiline nose, and twinkling eves. 1 remember 
his astonishing me when I was “ a new boy/’ with sending me 
for a bottle of watts', which he proceeded to pour down the 
back of G., a grave Deputy Grecian. On the master addm* 
him one day why he, ot all the boys, had given up no oxer 
cise (it was a particular exercise that they were bound to do 
in the course of a long set of holidays), In* said he had had 
“a lethargy.” The extreme, impudence of tins pulled the 
master; and, I believe, nothing came of it. But what 1 
alluded to about the fruit was this. Le Grice was in the 
habit of eating apples in school-time, for which he had been 
often relinked. One day, having particularly pleased the 
master, the latter, who was eating apples himself, and who 
word I now and then with great ostentation present a boy 
with some halfpenny token of his mnusuetude, called out to 
favourite of the moment, “ Le Grice, here k an atmle 
for you,” Le Grice, who felt his dignity hurt as a Gr mm. 
but was more pleased at having this opportunity of mortify- 
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ing Mi reprover, replied, with an exqutaite tranquillity of 

n*su ranee, u Sir, I never eat applesFor this, among other 

thing*, the bay# adored him. Poor fellow I He and' Ikrdi 
(who* though* very generous mm mid to be a little too 
eemdhle of mi humble origin) wrote to the Duke of York, 
when they were at College, for roitiinksieim in the army. 
The Duke got mI-iuUu redly sent them, Le Grice died In the 
West Indite, Fund! was killed in one of the kittles in 8pain, 
Imt not before he had dkftngukhed himself m an oflleer and 
a getiflettititu 

The Fpper Grammar School was divided into four classes 
or form*. The two under ones were railed little and Great 
Fmmntn the two upper were occupied by the Umuana and 
Deputy Greektun We used to think the title of Erasmus 
taken from the great scholar of that name ; but the sudden 
aj»{*ear;mee of n |mrtr;tit among m 9 bearing to lie the likeness 
of a certain Ermumm Smith, K*p, shook us terribly In thk 
opinion, and was a hunt trial of our gratitude, We scarcely 
toll died this fierfteiual company of our tvnefaetor, watch- 
imt u»> m lie M**tm*d to do* with his omnipresent eyes, I 
kdtevr fie was a rieSt merchant* and that the forms of Little 
and t Jmu Kiuuitns wen* realty iiutiied alter him, It was but 
a poop comolaheu m chink that he himself or Itk great* uncle, 
might |ui%’e been twtiitsl after Erasmus, Little EramnuB 
learned ( Hid* Great Krasinni, Virgil, Terence, utid the Greek 
IV^tiftetib Tie* Deputy Vmvmm were in Homer, Cicero, 
unit Deiienfhem*^ the CLectatH in the Greek plnya and the 
miUheimiticc 

When a boy entered tSie Dpper Heboid* he was understood 
In be in tSr read to the Lnivetwity, provided he had irndimt- 
ti* ii and falenta for it ; but, no only one Grecian a year went 
to Colbye, the dratk out of Great and Little Erasmus into the 
wiiitstg-mdimd were numerous. A lew also k*rau*e Deputy 
Grecian 1 without gkftg farther, and rutrml the world from* 
that fbrtm These who became Grecian* always went to* 
iho tbiiverdty, though not always into the Church; which* 
was jsrohmmd* a departure from the contract When I fim& 
emne to wheel, nt icirij year# old, the mime* of the Grecians* 
were Aiktn IbiieJh Tieumwm, and Le Gne*% brother of thm 
Le Grme nbme mentioned* mid now a idergymnn in Cornwall 
Clmrie* Lamb had land) hern Deputy Gmum; and Ckderidgt* 
hml left fW the Cnkmity, 

The inspired l*| hi* subject with all eliejtttftct ho- 


SCHOOL-DAYS* 


07 


yond himself, once called him, “ that; sensible fool, Oollmdge M 
pronouncing' the word like a dactyl Coleridge, must luive 
alternately delighted and bewildered him. The compliment, 
as to the bewildering was returned, if not the delight. The 
pupil, I am told, said he dreamt of the master all his life, and 
that his dreams were horrible. A km,-mot of his is recorded, 
very characteristic both of pupil and master. Coleridge, when 
he heard of his death, said, “ It was lucky that the cherubim 
who took him to heaven were nothing but faces and wlnvs, 
or he would infallibly have flogged them hv the way.” Tins 
was his esoterieal opinion of him. His outward and subtler 
opinion, or opinion exoterieal, he favoured the public, with in 
his Lite ran/ Life . He praised him, among other things, for 
his good taste in poetry, and his not; suffering the buys to net 
into the commonplace's of Custuliau Streams, Invocations' p, 
the Muses, «£o. Certainly, there were no such things in cur 
days—at least, to the best of my remembrance. Hut I do not 
dunk the master saw through them, out of a perception <»f 
anything further. His objection to a commonplace must have 
been itself commonplace. 

I do not remember seeing Coleridge when I was a child 
Lamb’s visits to the school, after he left it, l remember well* 
with his line intelligent face. Little did I think i should 
have the pleasure of sitting with it; in .after-limes as an old 
friend, and seeing if, careworn and still liner. Allen, (he 
Grecian, was so handsome, though in another and mme 
obvious way, that running one day against a harrow woman 
m the street, and turning round to* appease her in the m id-.t 
of her abuse, she said, u Where are you, driving’ to, y«»n mvat 
hulking, good-for-nothing-—beautiful fellow, Cod bless you 1 
Le Griee the elder was a wag:, like his brother, buf mure 
Staid. He went, into the Church, as he medtt to do mti \ 
inarned a rich widow. He published a translation, abridged 
of the celebrated pastoral of Longns; and report at mtml 
made him the author of a little anonymous tract on the irt 
of Poking the Fire . 


hew of us cared for any of the books that were famdu : 
and no pains were, taken to make uu do so. The hoys had 
no helps to information, bad or good, except what flu* master 
ailorded them respecting manufact urea -a branch of k U o 
edge to which, as l before obset ved, he had. a great tendency, 
aid which was the only point on which he was emhuria.fm 
and gratuitous, 1 do not blame him for what he tune lit tu of 
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tills kind: there warn a urn in it, beyond what 1m* was iuvaro 
of; but it wu.s the only one »*n which In* \olmmvml any 
aissistiixico. In tins he took evident delight. 1 ivniemher, in 
explaining pigs of iron or lead to u*» he made a point of 

crossing one of hm legs with the other, ami cherishing it up 
and down with great ^*ti4totmti f simiup ** A phr, children, k 

about the thickness of tuy leg,” V\»ai which, with a slavish 
pretence of novelty, we all locked at if, as if la- had nut tuld 
uh ho a hundred times* In everything; eve we had to hunt 
out our own knowledge. He would not help m with a word 
till he had ascertained that we had done all we could to learn 
tin* meaning of it ourselves. Thb di mphne wa* fHefnt; «nd 
in this ami every other respect, we had ad the advantages 
which a mechanical Metric of right, and a mud exact inn uf 
duty* could atlhnI us * hut tin blither, ^ The only ^spertlunus 
grace that lit* was guilty of was the keeping a mammipt 
hook, in which, by a ran* luck, the h> 4 in English 

verse was occasionally copied out lor inini'»ii,thty ! To have 

verses in u the Hook 0 %vm the jaird and hnmmr 

conceivable to <»ur iiiiarheilioiro I tower* ai mt affainnl It, 

I lew little did t care for Cil vei at that time* except 
English one ; I had ito n- rod mu l. 4' i h id, I read and 
knew nothing of ilor w 1 ; fhmmh I lu i g»A oaiiclipiv a liking 

tor Ida character, t 'no 10 I d* Ido T o I ramog help Tang 
still ItHiio-aheues I w as inchued fo ahmr-i Infold nei kumv 
why, and would very willingly laic oici up linn nitd lib 
lliftlcsihie'i tooefles , Ilovei I I* 0 0 o -I wiili SiHfof, ## a 
,« lies of l <t* < %%hh li I la 1 n h 1 ?a b* bract beMa l tisnUu’- 

ntmnl bill. Wien* I h ci m »- m, pr r, m f Km w ay , in tin which 

i had not coiiwtriirtl | lat os;n f - a o-n of atiitHul 
mcrnoiy, by w hi? h I a e, -1 m*d fir nuA* w ud * wtdnmumk 
that hail a uwmmm in High A Ib>u, i4 j v u»ve oh mt Thetis 
I made to peir on » cue 00 mu**f c*-» bod lad latcui place in 
the school, An ie-^osM H a h.nbr wav contested into a 
mho of join*' ; am I tie’m,. Cei, wink* I w.t# niysmf lay burnt 
to him tn top ?>! no U H * m 0 f wlut 4 ticuie In* was 
ofhii niff hep m be* fen, IK- nht ehn.ae I reiicm!»cr bv- 
iiig any Ko* b 1 w.m \ coal* an ,4 flat Waa b-r the *poetkcf 
Mmi! and lint % In 1 

Hut tU‘U" woe * fhie-/ h li win-1 I iv id in wKcucvcr I 
* nod, and woe h -go 0 % am turn trouble llni* wcw 

Tot ke‘s | # nabVe e, l -eg M»V A lAls.s-oT mid 

Hfamcebj 'Vlny tie r C, t- 1c* «Irion tlill |*Lilnr TiKik« 
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was a prodigious favourite with us, I see Indore me, ns 
vividly now as ever, his Mars and Apollo, his Venus and 
Aurora, which I was continually trying to copy ; the Mars, 
coming on furiously in his car; Apollo, with his radiant head, 
in the midst of shades and fountains; Aurora with hers, a 
golden dawn; and Venus, very handsome, we thought, ami 
not looking too modest in u a slight eymar.” It: is curious 
how completely the graces of the Pagan theology overcame 
with us the wise cautions and reproofs that were sot against 
it in the pages of Mr. Tooke. Some years after my de¬ 
parture from school, happening to look at the work in ijues- 
lion, I was surprised to find so much of that, matter in him. 
When I came to reilect, X had a sort of recollection that we 
used occasionally to notice it, as something inconsistent with 
the rest of the text—strange, and odd, and like the inter¬ 
ference of some pedantic old gentleman. This, iudoed, is 
pretty nearly the case. The author has also made a strange 
mistake about Bacchus, whom lie represents, both in his text 
and his print, m a mere belly-god; a corpulent child, like the 
Bacchus bestriding a tun, Huh is anything but classical. 
The truth is, it was a sort of pious fraud, 4 ike many other 
things palmed upon antiquity. Tookes Pantheon was writ ton 
originally in Latin by the Jesuits. 

Our Lempriere was a fund of entertainment. Spmeeks 
Poh/mntis was not so easily gut. at There was aho Mime., 
thing in the text that did nut, invite us; but we admired tie* 
fine large prints. However, Tooke was the favourite. I can ¬ 
not divest myself of a notion, to tins day, that thou* is some 
thing really clever in tin* picture of Apollo, 'fin* Minerva we 
“ could not abide; ” Juno was no favourite, for all her throne 
and her peacock; and we. thought Diana too pretty. The 
instinct against these three goddesses begins early, l used to 
wonder how Juno and Minerva eould have the insolence to 
dispute the apple with Venus. 

In those times, Cooke's edition of tin* British poets came up. 

I had got an odd volume of Spenser; and I fell pan-minutely 
in love with Collins and Cray, How I loved those little six¬ 
penny numbers containing whole poets! I doled on their 
Biztj 1 doted on their type, on their ornaments, on their 
wrappers containing lists of other poets, and on the engravings 
from Kirk. X bought them over ami over again, and used to 
get up select sets, which disappeared like buffered crumpets ; 
for I could resist neither giving them away, noj powming 
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for God’s sake, help mo to a thought, tor It only wants ten 

minutes to eleven.” It was a joke with P-who knew 

my hatred of themes, and how l used to hurry over them, to 
come to me at a quarter to eleven, and say, Hunt, have you 

begun your theme ?”— u Yes, P--lie then, when the 

quarter of an hour had expired, and the, hell tolled, came 
again, and, with a sort of rhyming formula to the other 
question, said, u Hunt, have you done your theme ? ” — 
“ Yes, P-” 

How I dared to trespass in this way xipon the patience of 
the master, I cannot conceive. 1 suspect that the themes 
appeared to him more absurd than careless. Perhaps another 
tiling perplexed him. The master was rigidly orthodox ; the 
school establishment also was orthodox and high Tory ; and 
there was just then a little perplexity, arising from the five 
doctrines inculcated by tin*, hooks we. learned, and the now 
and alarming echo of them struck on the, ears of power by the 
French .Revolution. My father was in the habit of express. 
mg his opinions, lie did not conceal the new tendency which 
he felt to modify those which he entertained respecting both 
Church and State. Ilis unconscious son at school, nothing 
doubting or suspecting, repeated his eulogies of Thuoleon and 
the Gracchi, with all a schoolboy’s enthusiasm ; and the 
master’s mind was not of a pitch to be superior to this uu * 
witting annoyance. It was on these occasions, I suspect, that, 
he crumpled up my themes with a double contempt, and with 
an equal degree of perplexity. 

There was a better school exercise, consisting of an aland »« 
merit of some paper in tin* Spectator. Wo made, howr\n\ 
little of it, and thought it very ditheult and prrplexim*. In 
fact, it was a hard task for boys, utterly unacquainted with the 
world, to seize the best points out of the writings of masters 
In experience. It only gave the Spectator an unnatural 
gravity in our eyes. A common paper for selection, because 
reckoned one of the. easiest, was the one beginning, u I have 
always preferred cheerfulness to mirth." V had heard this 
paper so often, and was so tired with it, that it gave me a 
great inclination to prefer mirth to rlmerfulnesa. 

My books wore a never-ceasing consolation to me, and 
such they have ever continued. My favourites, out of school 
hours, were Spenser, Collins, Gray, and the Arabian SitfhU. 
Pope I admired morn than loved; "Milton wan above mo ^and 
the only play of ^hakspcare.’s with which I was conversant 


fS ArT^m^m t u*nv iW w:c«m nrsnr. 

wiw Ifomkh t f ttlikli 1 had a dtdfgtited awe. Neither then 
however* not* M any ikm\ have I Iwn ;u fend of dramatic 
muling: &« of my oflmr* though 1 lave written many dramas 
myself, mul have r\m a ajmvul proprtt.dty fur m doing; a 
uiititradrfktt fur which I lave never hem aide to ammnt 
Hliamvr, wh** Jua m«»v Writ one of my ttr.se friends, I was 
not umpuiuted with at school iter fill long afterwards. 
flmliiiiMJ I *vm«ml«r reading through at one desperate 
jdtmgv* while 1 lav t»*\iji*§I4e i ( moving, with two scalded 
H: o I did it mi a of achievement, driving on through 
tint vesa*-* without a twentieth part of them 

hue su*w #ttt4 then laughing immodriatety at flic rhymes and 

aitmhv*, and iMtcluivy a hit * f knowledge unawares. * | a 

A-li^dfrllow os* tie* name of !tmdo% iitlerwiipk an officer in 
lliii Kmt India Smter- a gram *juiet hoy* with n fund 0 f 
nnmVmtxi and good tmnum\ fir would pick out the ludh 
rroiii coupleM, tike pilling mrh * 0 * those on the astrologer,— 

** Win* dr*t* in 4etllm ** dark eminwls* 

Amt **#e o|»i«iofrt *4 t!§r »rlt*| ** 

And on tie’ 4 j«*fhr,m* y% 4 mp • 

** Wit it imrm *4 4*‘htrrimt* imd Vine#, 

W!m h mhuw%tt H stivel nkm\** 

He 1 5ad lie* htth thick dmA^'chuo eduhin, with Hogarth 1 # 
plain. duty* amt \%Al Stir Httdihtu* himself. 

I trad ftuougln at tie 1 mwiie fiwie, and with little less sense 

pf it *r> 4 tn 4 .» Isel, The divinity of it 

wa-i o. ?s/;rl« J< 1 1> n!o a i *0 >4 " io Hi f dike fuly, I cotdd 
r,i» mm H * h mieod "ifadi n Um h ** of the shim JJiU 
l f-i Io* ro u nu to u mg <0 5 >0 a , net emiUt I niter even Into 

llm ril?hA e,em;fO'p!ir t i 40 t Hi m m<t woman, Hie only two 
thifigi I ih. >ujUi if vu-io Hear tiappimvi In ParadHc, wlrnc 
f-o He »; fcnyy Hnuahv m^urnd ; ,md the flange malignity 

nf llm # 1 *^ 0 , wte< # iioitrad of them mil of if, w the 

f **'£ I’d o f utv o«?ve4 l<- him! f!e*m eh in. Hr seemed 

mi * 4 S ^h.oH’ I < tie jetnie, 'flu 1 hguie tie rut tu tile 
oio.iM’.Oi »,rj tif, o- iu lov ?! tloin atilfldtlg »tid of 

to?4 4v I ^ m Hr i% w a *o|f of luiKtasi wild hcit»l t lurk* 
ilig .o- u* do* rr. Irj, e. u!o* h 4 e ^ hud; though, in 
H*h ^ 1 • m uo^ .'o ot 1 1* *’H loin m rif.*" of the j4.it* o, this man 
iMih 4 md' u * o; 4 A 1 f oioced luuvff $u my iiiiagitnitsow 

lullf 4 tl <hua 1f g ‘re m! I ‘ -hi Iut|«“ of If* 1 IrheVC, 

ill# ewp, so^i i o' o /Mlo-i mm li trnire than t\m 

T« thr% 4^0 ioiv if why I thought of Adam 
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and Eve as I did; the pictures of them in their paradisaical 
state being more numerous than those in which they appear 
exiled. Besides, in their exile they were together ; and 
this constituting the best thing in their paradise, I suppose 
I could not so easily get miserable with them when out of it. 
I had the same impression from Dr. Johnsons Jiasaelaa. 1 
never thought of anything in it but the Happy Valley. I 
might have called to mind, with an effort, a shadowy some¬ 
thing about disappointment, and a long remainder of talk 
which I would not read again, perhaps never thoroughly did 
read. The Happy Valley was new to me, and delightful, and 
everlasting; and there the princely inmates were everlastingly 
to be found. 

The scald that I speak of as confining me to bed was a bail 
one. I will give an account of it, because it. furthers the 
elucidation of our school manners. I had then boeomr, a 
monitor, or one of the chiefs of a ward; and I was sitting 
before the fire one evening, after the boys had gone to bed, 
wrapped up in the perusal of the llmn/er/W Mwjazim\ and 
having in my ear at the same time the bubbling \\t a great 
pot, or rather cauldron of water, containing what was by 
courtesy called a bread pudding; being neither more not* less 
than a loaf or two of our bread, which, with a little sugar 
mashed up with it, was to serve for my supper. And there 
were eyes, not yet asleep, which would ‘look at it nut of their 
beds, and regard it as a lordly dish. From tins dream nf 
bliss I was roused up on the sudden by a great cry, and a 
horrible agony in my legs. A “boy ” as a tag was called, 
wishing to get something from the other side of the fireplace, 
and not choosing either to go round behind the table, r«» 
disturb the illustrious logs of the monitor, had endeavoured to 
get under them or between them, and so pulled the great 
handle of the pot after him. ft was n frightful sensation. 
The whole of my being seemed collected in one fiery torment 
into my legs. Wood, the Grecian (afterwards Fellow of I Vm - 
broke, at Cambridge.), who was in our ward, and who w as 
always very kind to me (led, I believe, by my inclination W 
verses, in which he had a great name), came out of hi# study, 
and after helping me off with my stockings, which was "a 
horrid operation, the stockings being very course, took me in 
his arms to the sick ward. 1 shall never forget the enchant* 
ing relief occasioned by the. cold air, as it blew aen,s.i the 
square of the sick ward. 1 lay there for several week*, mt 
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allowed to mme ft»r aomo tlttifg ami eiuiatic* became 

S M**«v I f}4 Wrll Till* gHftng vvWl was delicious I 
no tasks -*im fluster; plenty of lnmU to rend; muFtlur 
ikiu^htor tnknf enhmmmt kiviiolit me tea and hutttw<l 
tKtst* amt enmmragrd me to play the flute, My playing con- 
si^tnl <<f h s!"\v turna h\ ; my follow duvalitU (none of 
tlimii In wry den^ntfe Viu4 »etttd lure if rather than no 
playing at all; so wo uu4 r»* play amt Ml Tories, and go to 
"•‘‘•T* tliinUm: of tin* llnnd mVk holiday wo should have 
to morrow, atnl of the H»h| of milk and bread for hmikfa«fc 
wtiioli iia i a!oiit‘ worth hung 4ek M\ 'Tip* ajght of Mt\ Long^ 
pioho w **■•» not y«* pi aunt, We preferred .meing if in the 
liaml'i of Mr. Vmeetif, %%h w m emu % *juiet and mild, had 
dmtfifo f*t!rrt on a :>rl of hoy * nmre or hvw jealoiw of the 
tiii%«t Immbfuw w ;m i itnj orf-mro of tlMr Miool This 

W4;t Hint ttlrh the mute m'tifloiMiin of flip muni* of Vincent 
win* bumm dfMmmHwd in hi* pMWdon. Ho 

tlaii, lilo* a WV4 Stellite and I n ml to think him 
I.aml mow l 1 , rktjw the ntur Ms »|.iiig!itor taught me to think 
»o, for 4;o tt,u a ootoshloralfo ol^naom 


VHArVKii IV. 

I hi oo-itofii! i < tinia Un{,;t‘il fn* having bred tip* up \ n 0 )j 
f >r M making m* own onto) w?fli rim language* of 
lloi#o f wi i n of, an I f o «?o loiui;n s#oiim4 to nif% on tint 

wl 1 , a h/ l trim# I of*'! dnnfu! bgW I, ll jwutwd no 

*rnpvmu^n nww mo, |r, del nor hinder my growing mint] 
tiw^ making wlnf, n, utTw it j4wm4 mm. the whin and 
hrahliy lonsm of gm-rial litmaniiv, I might buy m much 
r^Tmos u. ! fh.o ,o t i Jrn-ed, mvl get maaTi to t«y hwtrt% 

io nfrnfc tioso ilr mooi!gin„t I4o, urn. Ttirfo W4> nothing 

I ) ni wl 4 w- **ir,t Sroi projUi4f«t hy all go<ni 

falSorm ; -orl mrydona was rn*- wmomt whrh w"»ut4 Imvt* 

l*v-n fom, ?)L o! hy flM So-ln, ,in4 A44ts»ti% nrni * 

Sy sim 11,4 400 ^%% 4 ,, 4 mA Iftadloyo Ikyor 

m«i a % ‘im*% , a oif. I ?«,>itn-; kuf ago and rHWtitin hnv@ 

iit^lr two flit | 4 u % 4i |d my tristitnony tn 

isH \t*At% r \ 4 Jahmmwt 4%'l ,* r mommintl ♦*?!«, Wlirii hil 
wvrrity wrni tin m ir}»* f Irluwo fir wm nlwayamirry 
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for it: sometimes I am sure he was. He once (though the 
anecdote at first sight may look like a burlesque on the: re¬ 
mark) knocked out one of my teeth with the back of a 
Homer, in a fit of impatience at my stammering. The tooth 
was a loose one, and I told him as much ; but the blood 
rushed out as I spoke : he turned pale, and, on my proposing 
to go out and wash the mouth, he said, “ Go, child,” in a tone 
of voice amounting to the paternal. Now u Go, child,’ 1 from 
Boyer, was worth a dozen tender speeches from any one else; 
and it was felt that I had got an advantage over him, acknow¬ 
ledged by himself. 

If I had reaped no other benefit from Christ Hospital, tin* 
school would be ever dear to me from the recollection of the 
friendships I formed in it, and of the first heavenly taste U 
gave me of that most spiritual of the affections. I use the 
word u heavenly ” advisedly; and i call friendship tho most 
spiritual of the affections, because even one’s kindred, in par¬ 
taking of our flesh and blood, become, in a manner, mixed 
up with our entire being. Not that 1 , would disparage any 
other form of affection, worshipping, as I do, all forms of if, 
love in particular, which, in its highest state, is friendship and 
something more* But if ever I tasted a disembodied trans¬ 
port on earth, it was in those friendships which I entertained 
at school, before I dreamt of any maturer lee ling. I shall 
never forget the impression it first made on me. I loved my 
friend for his gentleness, Ids candour, his truth, his good 
repute, his freedom even from my own livelier manner, his 
calm and reasonable, kindness. It was not any particular 
talent that attracted me. to him, or anything striking what*;** 
ever. I should say, in one word, it was his gondiie.^, I 
doubt whether he over had a conception of a tithe of the 
regard and respect 1 entertained fa* him ; and 1 smile to think 
of the perplexity (though he never showed it ) which he pro 
bably felt sometimes at my enthusiastic expressions * for I 
thought him a kind of angel. It is no exaggeration to say, 
that, take away the unspmtual part of it — the genius and the 
knowledge—and then; is no height, of conceit indulged in by 
the most romantic character in Shakspeure, which surpassed 
what I felt towards the merits 1 ascribed to him, and Urn 
delight which X took in Ids society. With the other boys X 
played antics, and rioted in fantastic, jests; but in his .sueu-ty, 
or whenever I thought of him, I 1 H 1 into a kind of Sabbath 
state of bliss; and 1 am sure 1 could have died for him. 


, 1 ‘‘X|«-ri. n.-f.! thi- lit iij'liu'ul nilootion toward* throo „ wm _ 
*hv whu«'ltH!i>wsf, til! two of thorn had 1 'mfaw tinm W „ U( . out 
*****‘ *!•** "*‘tW and for*,;<<ttou nn*; hut it urow low with ouch 

and in mosv than one hur.moo I. . rivuliod hv a now sot 

of emotion i, in re, mu! to tho last, ihr 1‘lMl in l« V o 

with hi t *i-tor. at i.-a-t, l th-miht -o. H„t on tho oeemwm-o 
«‘t io r .loath, not h ofn-r. t vvaa startled at fmditt-; myself 
av.nm.- an air of xrmU-r *>m>w than I toll, and at twins 
h* hr i*'Iir%rt{ l»v fb* mb rf fb» first jnvttv that 
tnrnod toward t mo, i w.h in tin* situation of tho n;,m. j n 


H ♦ bill tit mini iniiiilir tit tMbtv; 

1 Um 4 miiiia n» f* {uttMiar." 

Mv friend, who dt.d hisu>. it' not loj W after hi. nuittiitK the 
I tut t*eMiy, to a * ♦ >{ a Urfitnifj tunily in tin* gurviw of tlm 
«rn rotimd ,md mti.irnh 1 hkoin d thorn t<> tho t«*onh, 
tit fh. mu oh. ,-r' Atntn-.ftM l.« Fontaine; and with tho v,.miser 
ol tho two ..uteri 1 had a „*ro:»f de.drr to oUv tho tart «.f tl„, 
Jtoio m tho (‘'u.uljif it.thln’, 

. 'U«e wi»*> »■»’< un ..ontoMmd of manner, too advanced 

li i urn !** a T^f** t» * h*'>\in<v »b ^Uturm 4u 4 in riivkn ag 

* iU .ini Ih. tt | U i,4 tu rr?t4m* w hm thoy 

'.IlwL $h^V ” ll M’f ‘ » in |*?41 r ♦ *! mpi li*HV ill h m f| 

nm i% ubm I ^ t |#4 f rumil ;i!I mi .nmihlnriiim 

vs4fi:in ftniihb t,* tmr mm l! umn'? ll.; \ hnl in Swim* 
Inmb'tvp tu n bmir nhirh I bm ivm* ♦ uf v( my 

*" ^ 1 Irml if \U.utt m t\mr 

iilrl tif4f, }n,il4 h » ftr.tfvin*» ill thr t\nt, { n^ril |» 
tiifh tb-jf \%t, if*, t *r<r sui i hut uu?},*- ,in4 

M 4 %*tnnl »*i vs* n « ismr \%% u*< fiu* ^ hrfm** Imi* nutf 

Isiu4*% ;md fhr sn*|oi »*| llir iftion'i **r» 1 )ntiiii( 

tub'll mill iiM, fli„ % nirl fk »jfl 4 ihm mlmirnfbn u( 

imu t »;itur 4 i’Uuytiitn; hrimr 4 imn, 

I }i*i4 kim-H imfrylM trln rl i!r ah ti *'* AVn pik nmlmi?' 

4ini totfh fur Itrlji uf t4‘ ja|*f‘r t itifn whirb 

wr I'irnfii* <f toi if, nrAurfu m rf Inutilim ^ nml rk* 

1 , $ I rrfHrmf fhr \-t>yA iuh* flm M Jni b\ |»*>»{*, mitt 
ntr»m*.Vur * M f v,h 44 h Inf * i n.ir, 

ns H ,1 r!- 4 hr | UhA ?r M *'*44nr|i»|»*4 Im ill! I*f l|M f «$4l| 

ifi U4N t, s I* .15 4 id 4 n^uYUiiy i,r m l*.«^ m il in 

4* kiUvh ur Inslr 4irjtiiir4 khovvktt^* or 

twnfii fti 4r h tufln A hulbf Mnf utl jnlk the 

«1I» f!uil Iii'tr? nrjfimru 
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But I will not bring those night-thoughts into tin* morning 
of life. Besides, 1 am anticipating; for this was nut mj first 
love. I shall mention that presently. 

I have not done with my school reminiscences; hut in 
order to keep a straightforward course, and notice simultaneous 
events in their proper places, 1' shall here speak of tin* persons 
and things in which 1 took the greatest interest when l was 
not within school-bounds. 

The two principal houses at which 1 visited, till the arrival 
of our relations from the West Indies, were Mr. West's (late 
President of the Royal Academy), in Newunan-street, md 
Mr. Godfrey Thornton’s (of the, distinguished ('ity family i, in 
Austin Friars. 1 low I loved the Graces in one, and every¬ 
thing in the other! Mr. West (who, as I have already men¬ 
tioned, had married one of my relations) had bought his 
house, I believe, not long alter he came to Kngiuud ; and he 
had added a gallery at. the hack of it, terminating in a couple 
of lofty rooms. The gallery was a continuation of the house » 
passage, and, together with one of those rooms and the parlour, 
formed three sides of a garden, very small hut elegant, with a 
grass-plot in the middle, and busts upon stands under an 
arcade. The gallery, as you wont up it, formed an angle at a 
little distance to the left, then another to the right, and then 
took a longer stretch into the two rooms; and it was hung 
with the artist’s sketches nil the way. In a corner between 
the two angles was a study-door, with easts of Venus and 
Apollo on each side of it. 'Flu* 1 wo rooms contained the 
largest of his pictures; and in tin* farther one, after Mopping 
softly down the gallery, as if reverencing the dumb life <<u the 
walls, you generally found the mild and quiet artist at hia 
work ; happy, for In*, thought himself immortal. 

I need not enter into the, merits of an artist win* is so well 
known, and has been so often criticized. He was a man with 
regular, mild features; and, though of Quaker origin, had 
the look of what lie was, a painter to a court. His appear¬ 
ance was so gentlemanly, that, the moment he changed hit 
gown for a coat, he seemed to he fulbdres cd. The implicit v 
and self-possession of tin* young Quaker, not having time 
enough to grow stiff (for he went early to study at Rome), 
took up, 1 suppose, with more ease than moat would lane 
done, the urbanities of Ids new* position. And what simpli¬ 
city helped him to, favour would retain. Yet this man, so 
well bred, and so indisputably clever in Ids art (whatever 
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might be the amount of his genius), had received so careless, 
or so homely an education when a boy, that he could hardly 
read. He pronounced also some of his words, in reading, 
with a puritanical barbarism, such as haive for have, as some 
people pronounce when they sing psalms. But this was, per¬ 
haps, an American custom. My mother, who both read and 
spoke remarkably well, would say haive and skaul (for. shall), 
when she sang her hymns. But it was not so well in reading 
lectures to the Academy. Mr. West would talk of his art all 
day long, painting all the while. On other subjects he was 
not so fluent; and on political and religious matters he tried 
hard to maintain the reserve common with those about a court. 
He succeeded ill in both. There were always strong suspi¬ 
cions of his leaning to his native side in politics ; and during 
Bonaparte’s triumph, he could not contain his enthusiasm for 
the Republican chief, going even to Paris to pay him his 
homage, when First Consul. The admiration of high colours 
and powerful effects, natural to a painter, was too strong for 
him. How he managed this matter with the higher powers 
in England I cannot say. Probably he was the less heedful, 
inasmuch as he was not very carefully paid. I believe he did 
a great deal for George the Third with little profit. Mr. West 
certainly kept his love for Bonaparte no secret; and it was no 
wonder, for the latter expressed admiration of his pictures. 
The artist thought the conqueror’s smile enchanting, and that 
he had the handsomest leg he had ever seen. He was present 
when the “Venus de’ Medici” was talked of, the French 
having just taken possession of her. Bonaparte, Mr. West 
said, turned round to those about him, and said, with his eyes 
lit up, “ She’s coming!” as if he had been talking of a living 
person. I believe he retained for the Emperor the love that 
he had had for the First Consul, a wedded love, “for better, 
for worse.” However, I believe also that he retained it after 
the Emperor’s downfall—which is not what every painter did. 

But I am getting out of my chronology. The quiet of 
Mr. West’s gallery, the tranquil, intent beauty of the statues, 
and the subjects of some of the pictures, particularly Death 
on the Pale Horse, the Deluge, the Scotch King hunting the 
Stag, Moses on Mount Sinai, Christ Healing the Sick (a 
sketch), Sir Philip Sidney giving up the Water to the Dying 
Soldier, the Installation of the Knights of the Garter, and 
Ophelia before the King and Queen (one of the best things 
he ever did), made a great impression upon me. My, mother 
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and I used to go down the gallery, as if we were treading 
on wool. She was in the habit of stopping to look at some 
ot the pictures, particularly the Deluge and the Ophelia, with 
a countenance, quite awe-stricken. She used also to point out 
to me the subjects relating to liberty and patriotism, and the 
domestic affections. Agrippina bringing home the ashes of 
b-ermanicus was a great favourite with her. I remember, too, 
the awful delight afforded us by the Angel slaying the Army 
of Sennacherib; a bright figure lording it in the air, rvith a 
chaos of human beings below. 

As Mr. West was almost sure to be found at work, in the 
farthest room, habited in his white woollen gown, so you 
might have predicated, with equal certainty, that Mrs. West 
was sitting in the parlour, reading. I used to think, that if I 
had such a parlour to sit in, I should do just as she did. It 
was a good-sized room, with two windows looking out on the 
little garden I spoke of, and opening to it from one of them 

ot ' ste P s * Tiie g ar den, with its busts in it T 
and the pictures which you knew were on the other side of 
its wall, had an Italian look. The room was hun^ with 
engravings and coloured prints. Among them was the Lion 
Hunt, from Rubens; the Hierarchy with the Godhead, from 
Raphael, which I hardly thought it right to look at; and 
Tr V ° j? reens ky the fireside, containing prints (from Angelica 
Ivaulfman, I think, but I am not sure that Mr. West himself 
was not the designer) of the Loves of Angelica and Medoro r 
which I could have looked at from morning to night. An- 
gehca’s intent eyes, I thought, had the best of it; but I 
thought so without knowing why. This gave me a love for 
Ariosto before I knew him. 1 got Hoole’s translation, but 
could make nothing of it. Angelica Kauffman seemed to me 
to have done much more for her namesake. She could see 
farther into a pair of eyes than Mr. Hoole with his spectacles. 
This reminds me that I could make as little of Pope’s Homer, 
which a schoolfellow of mine was always reading, and which 
I was ashamed of not being able to like. It was not that 
I did not admire Pope; but the words in his translation 
always took precedence in my mind of the things, and the 
unvarying sweetness of his versification tired me before I 
knew the reason. This did not hinder me afterwards from 
trying to imitate it; nor from succeeding; that is to say, as 
far as everybody else succeeds, and writing smooth verses. 
Jt is Pope’s wit and closeness that are the difficult things, and 
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that make him what he is: a truism which the mistakes *>£ 
critics on clivers sides have rendered it but too warrantable 
to repeat. 

Mrs. West and my mother used to talk of old times, and 
Philadelphia, and my father’s prospects at court. I sat apart 
with a book, from which I stole glances at Angelica. I htad. 
a habit at that time of holding my breath, which forced me? 
every now and then to take long sighs. My aunt won Id 
offer me a bribe not to sigh. I would earn it once or twico ; 
but the sighs were sure to return. These wagers I did not 
care for; but I remember being greatly mortified when MCr. 
West offered me half-a-crown if I would solve the old question 
of “ Who was the father of Zebedee’s children?” and I conld 
not tell him. He never made his appearance till dinner, and 
returned to his painting-room directly after it. And so at 
tea-time. The talk was very quiet; the neighbourhood quiet; 
the servants quiet; I thought the very squirrel in the cage 
would have made a greater noise anywhere else. James, the 
porter, a fine tall fellow, who figured in his master’s pictures 
as an apostle, was as quiet as he was strong. Standing for his 
picture had become a sort of religion with him. Even the 
butler, with his little twinkling eyes, full of pleasant conceit, 
vented his notions of himself in half-tones and whispers. This 
was a strange fantastic person. He got my brother Robert 
to take a likeness of him, small enough to be contained in a. 
shirt-pin. It was thought that his twinkling eyes, albeit not 
young, had some fair cynosure in the neighbourhood. What 
was my brother’s amazement, when, the next time he saw 
him, the butler said, with a face of enchanted satisfaction, 
“Well, sir, you see!” making a movement at the same time 
with the frill at his waistcoat. The miniature that was to be 
given to the object of his affections, had been given accordingly. 
It was in his own bosom! 

But, notwithstanding my delight with the house at the West 
End of the town, it was not to compare with my beloved one 
in the City. There was quiet in the one; there were beau¬ 
tiful statues and pictures; and there was my Angelica for me, 
with her intent eyes, at the fireside. But, besides quiet in 
the other, there was cordiality, and there was music, and 
a family brimful of hospitality and good-nature, and deax- 

Almeria (now Mrs. P«-e), who in vain pretends that slie 

has become aged, which is what she never did, shall, would, 
might, should, or could do. Those were indeed holidays, 02 ^ 
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which I used to go to Austin Friars. The house (such, at 
least, are my boyish recollections) was of the description I 
have been ever fondest of,—large, rambling, old-fashioned, 
solidly built, resembling the mansions about Highgate and 
other old villages. 

It was furnished as became the house of a rich merchant 
and a sensible man, the comfort predominating over the cost¬ 
liness. At the back was a garden with a lawn; and a private 
door opened into another garden, belonging to the Company 
of Drapersj so that, what with the secluded nature, of the 
street 1 itself, and these verdant places behind it, it was truly 
rus in urhe , and a retreat. When 1 turned down the arch¬ 
way, I held my mother’s hand tighter with pleasure, and was 
full of expectation, and joy, and respect. My first delight 
was m mounting the staircase to the rooms of the young 
ladies, setting my eyes on the comely and, bright countenance 
of my fair friend, with her romantic name, and turning over 
for the hundredth time the books in her library. What she 
did with the volumes of the Turkish i>p>;, what they meant, 
or what amusement she could extract from them, wan an 
eternal mystification to me. Not long ago, meeting with a 
copy of the book accidentally, I pounced upon my old 
acquaintance, and found him to contain better and more 
amusing stuff than people would suspect from his dry look 
and his obsolete politics.* 

The face of tenderness and respect with which Almeria 
used to welcome my mother, springing forward with her fin.- 
buxom figure to supply tint strength which the other wanted, 
and showing what an equality of love then; may be between 
youtli and middle age, and rich and poor, I should never emm 
to love her for, had she not been, as she was, one of the best - 
natured persons in the world in everything. I have not seen 
her now for a great many years; but, with that Mine face, 
whatever change she may pretend to find in it, she will m, to 
heaven; for it is the face of her spirit. A good heart never 
grows old. 

Of George T——, her brother, who will pardon this 
omission of his worldly titles, whatever they nitty be, I have 
* The Turkish Spy is a sort of philosophical newspaper in volumes, 
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a Mfttihr kind of mmlWfiom in its projKirtion; for, though 
w« knew liiin thoroughly, w«* saw him less, Tin* sight of his 

fart* was an additional mtftMtine to my holiday, Hts was very 
gntrrotw attd handsome minded j a genuine human being. 

Mss, T— , the mother, a very lady dike woman, in a 
del irate pfatr of health, wo usually found reclining m a sofa, 
always ailing, Imt always with a wnile for us, The father, 
a mail of a bnm habit of IhhIv, fmntittg with asthma, whom 
we seldom mm hut at dinner, treated un with all the family 
thsiraey, and would have mi? onme and mt next him, which 
I did with a mixture «»f joy sittd dread; for it was painful to 
hoar him hi eat he, 1 4writ tin* more upon thorn* attentions, 
kvuuv tlio *ieheei that I was in hold a sort of wfiilvoeal rank 
ill. pint of what is oalled w|n*tal4Sity; and it w?m m 1 cm 
mm tit'innii* to another, than to oumelves, to know when to 
plare us upon a literal footing* Young m I was, I felt this 
pint niroiiifty \ and %m» futtrfted with im grateful a tenderness 
toward* lho.iV who treated mo handsomely, m I retreated 
inwardly upon a proud of my Greek and Latin, 

when rhe mprmlbw would have humbled mo. Blessed 
In tfio! May a birring In* upon ycttif rciiiti*, and your lawn, 
and p-iu' tmi-dibourimf yard* n» and the ipdet old monastic 
ii our m ym itm*t! umt may it never I*** a thoroughfare! 
and may ml ptir ttitu it#‘o ho happy I Would to («ocl one 
rmdd I’rWwv, nt a momvnfVt siodrr, the happy hours wo have 
repp d jii pmU lhnr% willt the name rir*dm, and in tint mints 
ir 4 td‘"i! A plane? With ami* » pmilego would \m a great 
lift jfv.ioi- Imam* What prodigious evening*, render, wo 
w*it!d have of it! What line jm res of ehildhowL of youth, 
of tuafilr •# 4 ay» and of **•/<*, ;m Jong in our friend* ftwtedl 
The *4 I m tubman in GVI ithhh who romptmned that the 
joarfo'* w'rio not mt fine m they used to ho when hit was 
pun ,% hud more irir«a* than appears *44 the fare of it* He 
in* r,#4 hoi only hi 4 foimer §af*tli% tut the pheea Im ite them 
no and tie w!m at- lliiau wit?* him, I have t#m* told, that 
thr r?,mb tun I liii%r mo! midi iiorr uni it have liooti its fine 
m t with the 1 - - 4 ; iw laigr and m juicy ; and 
:Ka% day earn** from the ^wite plnem For nil that, 1 never 
iito 4 $ imb’srv tart olnrr I diird in Amain Friars 

1 tb-idd h Vr fitdro in Jo%** with A. T- Itnd I law old 
lUoumlo A?i u .ra my lint flauuy or my first notion of a 
fiiioim whi-ii Of flu? mmo tldng in tho-a* days, wm for my 
gvi ly oooati Fanny tuyrAl a eharitiiug Went Indium He* 
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mother, the aunt I spoke of, had just came, from Barbados 
with her two daughters and a sister. She was a woman of a 
princely spirit; and having a good property, and every wish 
to make her relations more comfortable, she did so. It, 
became holiday with us all. My mother raised her head ; 
my father grew young again ; my cousin Kate (Christiana 
rather, for her name was not Catherine; Christiana Arabella 
was her name) conceived a regard for one of my brothers, 
and^ married him ; and for my part, besides my pictures and 
Italian garden at Mr. West’s, and my beloved old Etmlish 
house in Austin Friars, I had now another paradise in Croat 
Ormond Street. 

My aunt had something of the West Indian pride, but all 
in a good spirit, and was a mighty cultivator of the gentilities, 
inward as well as outward. I did not dare to appear before 
her with dirty hands, she would have rebuked me so hand¬ 
somely. For some reason or other, the marriage of my 
brother and his cousin was kept secret a little while. I be"- 
came acquainted with it by chance, coming in upon a holiday, 
the day the ceremony took place. Instead of keeping ine out 
of the secret by a trick, they very wisely resolved upon trusting 
me with it, and relying upon my honour. My honour happened 
to be put to the test, and I came off with flying colours, ft 
is to this circumstance I <race the religious idea l haw owr 
since entertained of keeping a secret. I went with flu* luide 
and bridegroom to church, and remember kneeling apart and 
weeping bitterly. My tears wen* unaccountable to me them 
Doubtless they were owing to mi instinctive at*use of the <ovm 
change that was taking place in the lives of taw human 
beings, and of the unalterableness of the engaoemenb Dwuh 
and Life seem to come together on those occasions, like awful 
guests at a feast, and look one another in the fart*. 

It was not with such good effect, that my aunt raised my 
notions of a schoolboy’s pocket momy to half" crowns, and 
crowns, and half-guineas. My fhllmr and mother wmv both 
as generous as daylight; hut ‘they could not give what they 
had not I had been unused to spending, and aeenrdimdv I 
mf*”! W1 ^i l v< ' n P lu ie<‘» I remember a ludicrous motutee, 
Ihe first half-guinea that I received brought about me a cm. 
sultetionof companions to know how to get, rid of if. Oi,„ 
shillmg was devoted to pears, another to applet another to 
cakes, and so on, all to be bought immediately, a-: they \wiv * 

' COmm 8 t0 tllc *^F^e, amt being 8tmck‘with a wediee- 

8—* 
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tion that I ought to do something useful with that, I bought 
sixpenn’rth of shoe-strings: these, no doubt, vanished like 
the rest. The next half-guinea came to the knowledge of the 
master : he interfered, which was one of his proper actions ; 
and my aunt practised more self-denial in future. 

Our new family from abroad were true West Indians, or, 
as they would have phrased it, ££ true Barbadians bom.” 
They were generous, warm-tempered, had great good-nature ; 
were proud, but not unpleasantly so; lively, yet indolent; 
temperately epicurean in their diet; fond of company, and 
dancing, and music; and lovers of show, but far from with¬ 
holding the substance. I speak chiefly of the mother and 
daughters. My other aunt, an elderly maiden, who piqued 
herself on the delicacy of her hands and ankles, and made you 
understand how many suitors she had refused (for which she 
expressed anything but repentance, being extremely vexed), 
was not deficient in complexional good-nature; but she was 
narrow-minded, and seemed to care for nothing in the world 
but two things : first, for her elder niece Kate, whom she 
had helped to nurse; and second, for a becoming set-out of 
coffee and buttered toast, particularly of a morning, when it 
was taken up to her in bed, with a suitable equipage of silver 
and other necessaries of life. Yes ; there was one more in¬ 
dispensable thing—slavery. It was frightful to hear her 
small mouth and little mincing tones assert the necessity not 
only of slaves, but of robust corporal punishment to keep 
them to their duty. But she did this, because her want of 
ideas could do no otherwise. Having had slaves, she won¬ 
dered how anybody could object to so natural and lady¬ 
like an establishment. Late in life, she took to fancying 
that every polite old gentleman was m love with her; 
and thus she lived on, till her dying moment, in a flutter of 
expectation. 

The black servant must have puzzled this aunt of mine 
sometimes. All the wonder of which she was capable, he 
certainly must have roused, not without a “ quaver of con¬ 
sternation.” This man had come over with them from the 
West Indies. He was a slave on my aunt’s estate, and as 
such he demeaned himself, till he learned that there was no 
such thing as a slave in England; that the moment a man set 
his foot on English ground he was free. I cannot help 
smiling to think of the bewildered astonishment into which 
his first overt act, in consequence of this knowledge, must 
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have put my poor aunt Courfchope (for that was her Christian 
name). Most likely it broke out in the shape of some remon¬ 
strance about his fellow-servants. He partook of the pride 
common to all the Barbadians, black as well as white; and 
the maid-servants tormented him. 1 remember las coming 
up in the parlour one day, and making a ludicrous represen¬ 
tation of the affronts put upon his office and person, inter¬ 
spersing his chattering and gesticulations with explanatory 
dumb show. One of the maids was a pretty girl, who had 
manoeuvred till she got him stuck in a corner; and he insisted 
upon telling us all that she said and did. 11is respect for 
himself had naturally increased since* he became free; hut he 
did not know what to do with it. Poor Samuel was not un¬ 
generous, after his fashion. lie also wished, with his freedom, 
to acquire a freeman’s knowledge, but stuck fast at pothooks 
and hangers. To frame a written B lit* pronounced a thing 
impossible. Of his powers on tin* violin he made us more 
sensible, not without frequent remonstrances, which it must 
have taken all my aunt’s good-nature to make her repeat. He 
had left two wives in Barbados, one of whom was brought to 
bed of a son a little after he came. away. For this son he 
wanted a name, that was new, sounding, and long. They 
referred him to the reader of 1 Loner and Virgil. With 
classical names he was well acquainted, Mars mid Venus 
being among his most intimate friends, besides Juphers and 
Adonises, and Dianas with large families. At- length we 
succeeded with Neoptolemus. lit* said lie had never heard it 
before ; and lie made me write it for him in a great, text hand, 
that there might he no mistake. 

My aunt, took a country-house at Merton, in Surrey, where 
I passed three of the happiest weeks of my life. It was the 
custom at our school, in those* days, to allow us only one set 
of unbroken holidays during the whole time we. were there — 

I mean, holidays in which we remained away from school by 
night as well as by day. The period was always in August. 
Imagine a schoolboy passionately fond of the green fields, who 
had never slept out of the heart of the City for yearn. It was 
a compensation even for the pang of leaving my friend; and 
then what letters I would write, to him ! Ami what letters l 
did write l What full measure of affection pressed down, and 
running over! I read, walked, had a garden and orchard 
to rim in; and fields that 1 could have relied in, to have my 
will of them, 
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My father accompanied me to Wimbledon to see Horne 
Tooke, who patted me on the head. I felt very differently 
under his hand, and under that of the bishop of London, 
when he confirmed a crowd of us in St. Paul’s. Not that I 
thought of politics, though I had a sense of his being a 
patriot; but patriotism, as well as everything else, was con¬ 
nected in my mind with something classical, and Horne Tooke 
held his political reputation with me by the same tenure that 
he held his fame for learning and grammatical knowledge. 

“ The learned Horne Tooke” was the designation by which I 
styled him in some verses I wrote; in which verses, by the 
way, with a poetical licence which would have been thought- 
more classical by Queen Elizabeth than my master, I called 
my aunt a “ nymph.” In the ceremony of confirmation by 
the bishop, there was something too official and like a de¬ 
spatch of business, to excite my veneration. My head only 
anticipated the coming of his hand with a thrill in the scalp*: 
and when it came, it tickled me. 

My cousins had the celebrated Dr. Callcott for a music- 
master. The doctor, who was a scholar and a great reader, 
was so pleased with me one day for being able to translate the 
beginning of Xenophon’s Anabasis (one of our schoolbooks), 
that he took me out with him to Nunn’s the bookseller’s in 
Great Queen Street, and made me a present of Schrevelius’s 
Lexicon . When he came down to Merton, he let me ride his 
horse. What days were those! Instead of being roused 
against my will by a bell, I jumped up with the lark, and 
strolled “ out of bounds.” Instead of bread and water for 
breakfast, I had coffee, and tea, and buttered toast: for dinner, 
not a hunk of bread and a modicum of hard meat, or a bowl 
of pretended broth; but fish, and fowl, and noble hot joints, 
and puddings, and sweets, and Guava jellies, and other West 
Indian mysteries of peppers and preserves, and wine; and then 
I had tea; and I sat up to supper like a man r and lived so 
well, that I might have been very ill, had I not run about all 
the rest of the day. 

My strolls about the fields with a book were full of happi¬ 
ness : only my dress used to get me stared at by the villagers. 
Walking one day by the little river Wandle, I came upon one 
of the loveliest girls I ever beheld, standing in the water with 
bare legs, washing some linen. She turned as she was stoop¬ 
ing, and showed a blooming oval face with blue eyes, on either 
side >f which flowed a profusion of flaxen locks. With the 
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exception of the colour of the hair, it was like Raphael's owa 
head turned into a peasant girl's. The eyes were full of gen¬ 
tle astonishment at the sight of me; and mine must have 
wondered no less. However, I was prepared for such won¬ 
ders. It was only one of my poetical visions realized, anti l 
expected to find the world full of them. What she thought 
of my blue skirts and yellow stockings is not so dear. She 
did not, however, taunt; me with my u petticoats,' 1 as the girls 
in the streets of London would do, making me blush, as i 
thought they ought to have done instead. My beauty in the 
brook was too gentle and ditlident; at least I thought so, and 
my own heart did not contradict me. I then took every 
beauty for an Arcadian, and every brook for a fairy stream; 
and the reader would be surprised if he knew to what an 
extent I have a similar tendency still. I find the same possi¬ 
bilities by another path. 

I do not; remember whether an Ahhd Paris, who taught my 
cousins French, used to see them in the country; but 1 never 
shall forget him in Ormond Street, He was an emigrant, very 
gentlemanly, with a face of remarkable benignity, and a voice 
that became it* He spoke English in a slow manner, that 
was very graceful 1 shall never forget his saying one day, 
in answer to somebody who pressed him on the subject, and 
in the mildest of tones, that without doubt it was impossible 
to be saved out of the pale of the Catholic Church. 

One contrast of this sort reminds me of another. My 
aunt Courthope had something growing out on one of her 
knuckles, which si a* was afraid to let a surgeon look at. Then* 
was a Dr. Chapman, a West Indian physician, who came to 
see us, a person of great suavity of manners, with all that air 
of languor and want of energy which the West Indians often 
exhibit. lie was in the, habit of inquiring, with the aotn* ,f 
voice in the world, how my aunt's hand was; and coming one 
day upon ns in the midst of dinner, and sighing forth hk usual 
question, she gave it him over her shoulder to look at* In a 
moment she shrieked, and the swelling was gone. The meekest 
of doctors had done it away with his lancet. 

I had no drawbatdc on my felicity at Merton, with the ex* 
ception of an occasional pang at my friend*** absence, and a 
new vexation that surprised and mortified me. I had been 
accustomed at school to sleep with sixty buys In the room, 
and some old night-fears that used to haunt me, were for¬ 
gotten* No Mantichoras there 1—no old men crawling on the 
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floor ! W1 uit was ray chagrin, when on sloping alone, after 
m long a period, I found my terrors come back again ! —not, 
indeed, in all the same shapes. Beasts could frighten me no 
longer; but 1 was at the mercy of any other ghastly fiction 
that presented itself to my mind, crawling or ramping. I 
struggled hard to say nothing about it; but my days began 
to 1 h» discoloured with fears of my nights; and with unutter¬ 
able humiliation I begged that the footman might be allowed 
to sleep in the mine room. Luckily, my request was attended 
to in the kindest and most reconciling manner. I was pitied 
for my tears, but praised for my candour - a balance of qua¬ 
lities which, I have reason to believe, did me a service far 
beyond that of the moment. Samuel, who, fortunately for 
my shame, had a great respefc for fear of this kind, had his 
bed removed accordingly into my room. He used to enter¬ 
tain mm nt night with stories of Barbados and the negroes ; 
and in a few days I was reassured and happy. 

It mm then (oh, shame that l must speak of fair lady after 
confessing a heart «c> faint!)—it was then that I fell in lave 
with my cousin Kan. However, I would have fought all her 
young acquaintances round for her, timid m 1 was, and little 
inclined to pugnacity. 

Fanny was a lass of fifteen, with little laughing eyes, and a 
mouth like a plum. I was then (I feel as if I ought to be 
ashamed to say it) not more than thirteen, if so old; but I 
had read Toofee*« ami came of a precocious race. 

My cousin came of one too, and was nf*out to be married 
to a handsome young fellow of three and twenty, 1 thought 
nothing of lids, tor nothing could be more innocent than my 
intentions I was not old enough, or grudging enough, or 
whatever it was, even to be jealous, 1 thought everybody 
must love Fanny Hay roll; and if she did not leave me out in 
jatrmitting it, l wim satisfied. It was enough for me to be 
with her m long im I could; to gaxe on her with delight as 
the floated hither and thither; and to nit on the stiles in the 
neighlwmrmg fields, thinking *4* Tooke’a Pmthtm, My friend¬ 
ship was greater than my love. Had my favourite school¬ 
fellow been ill, or otherwise demanded my return, l should 
certainly have chosen his ioeiety in preference. Threedburtlm 
of my heart were devoted to friendship; tie* rest wan in a 
vague dream of beauty, tuid female coma ns, and nymphs, and 
green fields, iitid u feeling which, though of a wmiti nature, 
was full of fear and respect. 
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Had the jade put me on the least equality of looting as to 
age, I know not what change might have been wrought in me; 
but though too young herself for the serious duties she was 
about to bring on her, and full of sutlieient levity and gaiety 
hot to be uninterested with the little black-eyed schoolboy that 
lingered about her, my vanity was well paid ©IF by hers, for 
she kept me at a distance by calling me petit ganpm. This 
was no better than the assumption of an older sister in her 
teens over a younger one ; but the latter feels it, nevertheless; 
and I persuaded myself that it; was particularly cruel. I 
wished the Abbe Paris at Jamai(‘a with his French. There 
would she come in her frock and tucker (for she had not yet 
left off either), her curls dancing, and her hands clasped 
together in the enthusiasm of something to tell me, and when 
I Hew to meet her, forgetting the difference of ages, and alive 
only to my charming cousin, she would repress me with a 
little fillip on the cheek, and say, u Well, petit. gar^on , what do 
you think of that?" The worst of it was, that this odious 
Trench phrase sat insufferably well upon her plump little 
mouth. She and 1 used to gather peaches before the. house 
were up. I held the ladder for her; she mounted like a fairy; 
and when I stood doting on her as slut looked down and 
threw the fruit in my lap, she would cry, 44 Petit yomm, 
you will let ’em all drop! ” On my return to school, she gave 
me a locket for a keepsake, in the shape* of a heart ; which 
was the worst thing she ever did to the petit for n, 

touched me on my weak side, and looked like a sentiment. 

I believe I should have had serious thoughts of becoming 
melancholy, had I not, in returning to school, returned to 
my friend, and so found means to occupy my craving for 
sympathy. However, 1 wore the heart a long while. I have 
sometimes thought there was more* in her French than l 
imagined; but JL believe not. She naturally took herself for 
double my age, with a lover of thmsimd-timrty. Boon 
after her marriage, fortune separated us for many years. My 
passion had almost as soon died away ; but 1 have loved the 
name of Fanny ever since; and when l met her again, which 
was under circumstances of trouble on her part, 1 could not 
see her without such an emotion an L was fain to confess 
to a person u near and dear,” who forgave me for it; which 
made me love the forgiver the more. Yes! the u black ox" 
trod on the fairy foot of my light-hearted cousin Fan; of 
her, whom I could no more have thought of in conjunction 
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with sorrow, than of a ball-room with a tragedy* To know 
that she was rich and admired, and abounding in mirth and 
music, was to me the same thing as to know that she 
existed. How often did i afterwards wish myself rich in 
turn, that I might have restored to her all the graces of life! 
She was generous, and would not have denied me the satis¬ 
faction. 

'This was my first love. That for a friend's sister was my 
second, and not so strong; for it was divided with the admi¬ 
ration of which l have spoken for the Park music and “the 
soldiers. 11 Nor had the old tendency to mix up the clerical 
with the military service been forgotten. Indeed, I have 
ne.ver been without a clerical tendency; nor, after what I 
have written for the genial edification of my fellow-creatures, 
and the extension of charitable and happy thought# in matters 
of religion, would l bo thought to speak of it without even a 
certain gravity, not compromised or turned into levity, in my 
opiuUm, by any ehoerfulness of tone with which it may happen 
to be associated; for Heaven lias madoainiles m well m tears: 
has made laughter itself, ami mirth; and to appreciate its gifts 
thoroughly is to treat none of them with disrespect, or to afflict 
to be above them. The wholly, guy and the wholly grave 
spirit is equally but half the spirit of a right human ere&ture* 

1 mooted points of faith with myself veiy early, in conse¬ 
quence of what l heard at home. The my inconsistencies 
which 1 observed round about me in matters of belief and 
practice, did but the more make me wish to discover in what 
the right spirit of religion consisted; while, at the same time, 
nobody felt more instinctively than myself, that forms were 
necessary to preserve essence. 1 bad the greatest respect for 
them, wherever 1 thought them sincere, t got up imitations 
of religious processions in the wehoobroom, and persuaded 
my coadjutors to learn even n psalm in flic original Hebrew, 
in order to sing it as part of the ceremony. To make the 
lesson as easy as possible, it was the shortest of all the psalms, 
the hundred and seventeenth, which eonsbta but of two 
verses, A Jew, I «m afraid, would ^ have been ptmlid to 
recognize it; though, perhaps, I got the tone from lib own 
synagogue; for I waa well acquainted with that place of 
worship. 1 was led to dislike Cntholic ehnjieb, in spite of thrir 
music and their paintings, by what I had met of Inquisitions, 
and by the impiety which I found in the doctrine of eternal 
puiMiment,—it monstrosity which I never asaoebted with 
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the Church of England, at least not habitually. But identi¬ 
fying no such dogmas with the Jews, who are indeed free 
from them (though I was not aware of that circumstance 
at the time), and reverencing them for their ancient connec¬ 
tion with the Bible, I used to go with some of my companions 
to the synagogue in Duke’s Place ; where I took pleasure 
in witnessing the semi-Catholic pomp of their service, and 
in hearing their fine singing ; not without something of a 
constant astonishment at their wearing their hats. This cus¬ 
tom, however, kindly mixed itself up with the recollection 
of my cocked hat and band. I was not aware that it origi¬ 
nated in the immovable Eastern turban. 

These visits to the synagogue did me, I conceive, a great 
deal of good. They served to universalize my notions of 
religion, and to keep them unbigoted. It never became neces¬ 
sary to remind me that Jesus was himself a Jew. I have also 
i etained through life a respectful notion of the Jews as a body. 

There were some school rhymes about “ pork upon a fork,” 
and the Jews going to prison. At Easter, a strip of bordered 
Paper was stuck on the breast of every boy, containing the 
words “ He is risen.” It did not give us the slightest thought 
of what it recorded. It only reminded us of an old rhyme, 
which some of the boys used to go about the school re¬ 
peating:— 

“ He is risen, he is risen, 

All the Jews must go to prison. 55 

A beautiful Christian deduction! Thus has charity itself 
been converted into a spirit of antagonism; and thus it is that 
the antagonism, in the progress of knowledge, becomes first 
a pastime and then a jest. 

I never forgot the Jews’ synagogue, their music, their 
tabernacle, and the courtesy with which, strangers were 
allowed to see it. I had the pleasure, before I left school, 
of becoming acquainted with some members of their com¬ 
munity, who were extremely liberal towards other opinions, 
and who, nevertheless, entertained a sense of the Supreme 
Being, far more reverential than I had observed in any 
Christian, my mother excepted. My feelings towards them 
received additional encouragement from the respect shown to 
their history in the paintings of Mr. West, who was anything 
but a bigot himself, and who often had Jews to sit to him. 

I contemplated Moses and Aaron, and the young Levites, by 
the . sweet light of his picture-rooms, where everybody trod 
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about in stillness, as though it were a kind of holy ground; 
and if I met a Rabbi in the street, he seemed to me a man 
coming, not from Bishopsgate or Saffron Hill, but out of the 
remoteness of time. 

I have spoken of the distinguished individuals bred at 
Christ Hospital, including Coleridge and Lamb, who left the 
school not long before I entered it. Coleridge I never saw 
till he was old. Lamb I recollect coming to see the boys, 
with a pensive, brown, handsome, and kindly face, and a gait 
advancing with a motion from side to side, between involun¬ 
tary consciousness and attempted ease. His brown com¬ 
plexion may have been owing to a visit in the country; his 
air of uneasiness to a great burden of sorrow. He dressed 
with a quaker-like plainness. I did not know him as Lamb: 
I took him for a Mr. “ Guy,” having heard somebody address 
him by that appellative, I suppose in jest. 

The boy whom I have designated in these notices as 

C-n, and whose intellect in riper years became clouded, 

had a more than usual look of being the son of old parents. 
He had a reputation among us, which, in more superstitious 
times, might have rendered him an object of dread. We 
thought he knew a good deal out of the pale of ordinary 
inquiries. He studied the weather and the stars, things 
which boys rarely trouble their heads with; and as I had an 
awe of thunder, which always brought a reverential shade on 
my mother’s face, as if God had been speaking, I used to 
send to him on close summer days, to know if thunder was 
to be expected. 

In connection with this mysterious schoolfellow, though he 
was the last person, in some respects, to be associated with 
him, I must mention a strange epidemic fear which occa¬ 
sionally prevailed among the boys respecting a pe sonage 
whom they called the Fazzer. 

The Fazzer was known to be nothing more than one of the 
boys themselves. In fact, he consisted of one of the most 
impudent of the bigger ones; but as it was his custom to 
disguise his face, and as this aggravated the terror which 
made the little boys hide their own faces, his participation of 
our common human nature only increased the supernatural 
fearfulness of his pretensions. His office as Fazzer consisted 
in being audacious, unknown, and frightening the boys at 
night; sometimes by pulling them out of their beds; some¬ 
times by simply fazzing their hair (“ fazzing ” meant pulling 
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or vexing, like a goblin); sometimes (which was humblest 
of all) by quietly giving us to understand, in some way or 
other, that the “ Fazzer was out,” that is to sav, out of his 
Dwn bed, and then being seen (by those who dared to look) 
sitting, or otherwise making his appearance, in his white shirt, 
motionless and dumb. It was a very good horror, of its kind. 
The Fazzer was our Dr. Faustus, our elf, our spectre, our 
Flibbertigibbet, who u put knives in our pillows and halters 
in our pews.” lie was Jones, it is true, or Smith; but he 
was also somebody else—an anomaly, a duality, Smith and 
sorcery united. My friend Charles Ollier should have written 
a book about him. He was our Old Man of the Mountain, 
and yet a common boy. 

One night I thought I saw this phenomenon under circum¬ 
stances more than usually unearthly. It was a tine moonlight 
night; I was then in a ward the easements of which looked 
(as they still look) on the churchyard. My hed was under 
the second window from the east, not far from tin 1 statue of 
Edward the {Sixth, Happening to wake in the middle of the 
night, and cast up my eyes, I saw, on a bod’s head near me, 
and in one of these easements, a figure in its shirt, which 
I took for the Fazzer. The room was si bait; the tig are 
motionless; I fancied that half the hoys in the ward were 
glancing at it, without daring to speak. It was poor 0 n, 
gazing at that lunar orb, which might afterwards !>«* Mipp«ea*d 
to have malignantly fascinated him. 

Contemporary with C—.u was Wood, before mentioned, 

whom I admired for his verses, and vvh«> was afterwards 
Fellow of Pembroke College, Cambridge, whore 1 visited him, 
and found him, to my astonishment, a head shorter than 
myself. Every upper hoy at school appears a giant to a little 
one. “ Big boy” and senior are synonymous. Now and 
then, however, extreme smallness in a senior scholar gives a 
new kind of dignity, by reason of the testimony it beats to 
the ascendancy of the intellect. It was the enMom for the 
monitors at Christ Hospital, during prayers before meat, to 
stand fronting the tenants of their respective wards, while the 
objects of their attention were kneeling. Looking up, on 
one of these occasions, towards a new monitor who was thus 
standing, and whose face was unknown to me (for there wen* 
six hundred of ns, and his ward was not mine), 1 thought 
him the smallest hoy that could ever have attained to so dis¬ 
tinguished an eminence. He was little in person, little iu 
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face, and lie had a singularly juvenile cast of features, even for 
one so petit. 

It was Mitchell, the translator of Aristophanes, He had 
really attained his position prematurely. I rose afterwards 
to be next to him in the school; and from a grudge that 
existed between us, owing probably to a reserve, which I 
thought pride, on his part, and to an ardency which he may 
have considered frivolous on mine, we became friends. Cir¬ 
cumstances parted us in after-life: I became a Reformist, and 
he a Quarterly Reviewer; but he sent me kindly remem¬ 
brances not long before he died. I did not know he was 
declining; and it will ever be a pain to me to reflect that 
delay conspired with accident to hinder my sense of it from 
being known to him; especially as I learned that he had 
not been so prosperous as I supposed. He had his weaknesses 
as well as myself, but they were mixed with conscientious 
and noble qualities. Zealous as he was for aristocratical 
government, he was no indiscriminate admirer of persons in 
high places; and, though it would have bettered his views 
in life, he had declined taking orders, from nicety of religious 
scruple. Of his admirable scholarship I need say nothing. 

Equally good scholar, but of a less zealous temperament, 
was Barnes, who stood next me on the Deputy Grecian form, 
and who was afterwards identified with the sadden and 
striking increase of the Times newspaper in fame and in¬ 
fluence. He was very handsome when young, with a profile 
of Grecian regularity; and was famous among us for a certain 
dispassionate humour, for his admiration of the works or 
Fielding, and for his delight, nevertheless, in pushing a narra¬ 
tive to its utmost, and drawing upon his stores of fancy for 
intensifying it; an amusement for which he possessed an 
understood privilege. It was painful in after-life to see his 
good looks swallowed up in corpulency, and his once hand¬ 
some mouth thrusting its under lip out, and panting with 
asthma. I believe he was originally so well constituted in 
point of health and bodily feeling, that he fancied he could 
go on, all his life, without taking any of the usual methods 
to preserve his comfort. The editorship of the Times, which 
turned his night into day, and would have been a trying 
burden to any man, completed the bad consequences of his 
negligence; and he died painfully before he was old. Barnes 
wrote elegant Latin verse, a classical English style, and might 
assuredly have made himself a name in wit and literature, 
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m Hc}i for anything beyond his glass of wine and 
atCamMd^e ^ ^ m0ney t0 found a Barnes scholarship 

What peasant days have I not passed with him, and other 
schoolfellows, bathing in the New Iiiver, and boating on the 
Ihames! He and I began to learn Italian together: and 
anybody not within the pale of the enthusiastic, might have 
thought us mad, as we went shouting the beginning of 
Metastasio s Ode to Venus, as loud as we could bawl, over the 
Hornsey fields. I can repeat it to this day, from those first 


“ Scendi propizia 
Col tuo splendore, 

0 bella Yenere, 

Madre d’Amore; 

Madre d’Amore, 

Che sola sei 
Piacer degli uomini, 

E degli dei.” * 

On the same principle of making invocations as loud as 
possible, and at the same time of fulfilling the prophecy of a 
poet, and also for the purpose of indulging ourselves with an 
echo, we used, to lie upon our oars at Richmond, and call, in 
the most vociferous manner, upon the spirit of Thomson to 
u rest. 1 


“ Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore, 

When Thames in summer wreaths is drest 
And oft suspend the dashing oar 9 

To bid his gentle spirit rest/* 

Collins's Ode on the Death of Thomson . 

It was more like “ perturbing ” his spirit than laying it. 

One day Barnes fell overboard, and, on getting into the 
boat again, he drew a little edition of Seneca out of his 
pocket, which seemed to have become fat with the water. It 
was like an extempore dropsy. 

Another time, several of us being tempted to bathe on a 
very hot day, near Hammersmith, and not exercising suffi¬ 
cient patience in selecting our spot, we were astonished at 
receiving a sudden lecture from a lady. She was in a hat 
and feathers, and riding-habit; and as the grounds turned 
out to belong to the Margravine of Anspach (Lady Craven), 
we persuaded ourselves that our admonitrix, who spoke in no 


U ^ e ® c 5 n< ^ P^pitious with thy brightness, 0 beautiful Yenus 
me 0 n h and°of^ofeV MOther ° f We > wli0 alone art the Pleasure ol 
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measured terms, was her Serene Highness herself. The 
obvious reply to her was, that if it was indiscreet in us not 
to have chosen a more sequestered spot, it was not exces¬ 
sively the reverse in a lady to come and rebuke us. X related 
this story to my acquaintance, Sir Robert Ker Porter, who 
knew her. His observation was, that nothing wonderful was 
to be wondered at in the Margravine. 

I was fifteen when I put off my band and blue skirts for a 
coat and neckcloth. I was then first Deputy Grecian, and I 
had the honour of going out of the school in the same rank, 
at the same age, and for the same reason, as my friend Charles 
Lamb. The reason was, that I hesitated in my speech. 1 did 
not stammer half so badly as I used ; and it is very seldom 
that I halt at a syllable now; but it was understood that a 
Grecian was bound to deliver a public speech before he left 
school, and to go into the Church afterwards; and as I could 
do neither of these things, a Grecian I could not be. So I 
put on my coat and waistcoat, and, what was stranger, my 
hat; a very uncomfortable addition to my sensations. For 
eight years I had gone bareheaded, save now and then a few 
inches of pericranium, when the little cap, no larger than a 
crumpet, was stuck on one side, to the mystification of the 
old ladies in the streets. 

I then cared as little for the rains as I did for anything 
else. I had now a vague sense of worldly trouble, and of a 
great and serious change in my condition; besides which, I 
had to quit my old cloisters, and my playmates, and long 
habits of all sorts 5 so that what was a very happy moment 
to schoolboys in general, was to me one of the most painful 
of my life. I surprised my schoolfellows and the master with 
the melancholy of my tears. I took leave of my books, of 
my friends, of my seat in the grammar-school, of my good- 
hearted nurse and her daughter, of my bed, of the cloisters, 
and of the very pump out of which I had taken so many 
delicious draughts, as if I should never see them again, though 
I meant to come every day. The fatal hat was put on; my 
father was come to fetch me. 

“We, hand in hand, with strange new steps and slow, 
Through Holborn took our meditative way.” 
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CHAPTER Y. 

YOUTH. 

For seme time after I left school, I did nothing but visit my 
schoolfellows, haunt the book-stalls, and write verses. My 
father collected the verses, and published them [in 1802, under 
the title of Juvenilia ], with a large list of subscribers, numbers 
of whom belonged to his old congregations. [The volume had 
a portrait by Jackson in the manner of that artist, imparting 
to it an air of heavy laziness, said to have characterized the, 
artist, but certainly foreign to the sitter.] I was as proud, 
perhaps, of the book at that time as I am ashamed of it; now. 
The French Revolution, though the worst portion of it was 
over, had not yet shaken up and reinvigorated the sources of 
thought all over Europe. At least I was not old enough, 
perhaps was not able, to get out of the trammels of the regular 
imitative poetry, or versification rather, which wtw taught in 
the schools. My book was a heap of imitations, all but abso¬ 
lutely worthless. But absurd as it was, it did me a serious 
mischief; for it made me suppose that 1 had attained an end, 
instead of not having reached even a commencement; ami 
thus caused me to waste in imitation a good many years 
which I ought to have devoted to the study of the poetical 
art and of nature. Coleridge has praised Boyer for teaching 
us to laugh at “ muses ” anti u Castalian streams; ” hut he 
ought rather to have lamented that he did not teach us how 
to love them wisely, as he might have done had he really 
known anything about poetry, or loved Spenser and the old 
poets, as he thought, and admired the new. Even Coleridge^ 
juvenile poems were none the better for Boyers training. Ah 
to mine, they were for the most part as mere trash as anti- 
Castalian heart could have desired. I wrote u odes” because 
Collins and Gray had written them, “ pastorals" because 
Pope had written them, il blank verse ” because Akermide and 
Thomson had written blank verse, and a “ Palace of Plea¬ 
sure” because Spenser had written a u Bovver of Bliss.” But 
in all these authors 1 saw little hut their words, and imitated 
even those badly. I had nobody to hid me, to go to the nature 
which had originated the books, ColeridgCs lauded teacher 
put into my hands, at one time, the life of Pope, by Ruffhead 
(the worst he could have chosen), and at another (for the 
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express purpose of euithaHiig niy h*ve of poetry) tlu* Irem 
am! other p*vms 14* Ihr. Johmwu! PoptA-i smooth hut, un* 
Ardnftrnl verification spell* hound nir for a long time. Of 
delinson's oooms I retained nothing hut the epigram boffin-. 
ning 41 Hermit hoar—” 

**" Hermit hoar, in »*»Iniiii cell* 

Wearing nut life‘s evening gray, 

Strike thy br-tout, sagr, and toll, 

Whitt is hlhi, amt «4tiett Him *v ay f * 

Tims I ifwfkn anti * pea king, akdmb 
Scarce rrprmwft tin* starting tear, 

Win u tin* hoars sagt* replied, 

4 ionic, my la»l» ami drink some Iwrf’* 

This tuts tin* first epigram of the kind which l had seen; and 

it hml 11 mil tommy r fleet upon me to an extent which its 
author might hardly have desired, Thu grave I >r, Johnson 
ain{ the toyiio Ambrose do laitiioli, tn Nd nto<«l side hy 

side In my iiitay;tisatiosi m ummtdon t of venerable appear* 
itnci h ; that is to snv, us per *ests win* had no object ion to the 
jolly hy pocriyv whieh tlioy unffnnted* 

Nd t long alhw fin* public thou »*t my hook, I visited two of 
my .min olhdhm *, wdo» had pm»*« to 4 kttuhridec and Oxford, 
The r**puto of if, listlhiiiunfrly t acoMiiipanirii um% and gave a 
ioolidi increase to my - rif omnfdneeacy, At { hxford, ! was 
introduced to Kelt, the porfty pjofoaor, a go*‘denatured 
mail with 11 face like 11 {luuyhnlmm 1 had Swift seen it, he 
would have thought if 11 pattern for humanity h It was in 
tin? garden of the pivfei ,erh coif# /e 1 Tiiuify i; and lie ex* 
[ueva'd a hope flat I Omtild feel inipiied then 11 by tin* muse 
of Walton." ! \u > not uetptniidcd with the writings of 
Wat ton a? fled time; and |-mhajc» my muoraitce was fortu¬ 
nate; thr it was nut fill long idler fit) ncijti.dithtutv with them 
that i ?aw faithrr into their uni its than the very first imti- 
eMimitoiipheei would bale dt avrued, nstd as I had tint net pared 
even finer at, that j*h led, and toy critical presumption wan 
til ;i par with my pootma!* I etmtlltl {tfotably have given the 
profeo.**r to nnd* rotiiid that f had tin esteem for that kind of 
timttidfmnd imiptraftmt, I H;e* tint aware that my own wiui 
precisely of the atue hind, and a 4 different Ihmt Wartoifn m 
poverty from acipduiuvut, 

At Oxford* my I*nr of heating It td nearly cost me, my life, 
I had already hud a I4f *4 a taste *4" drowning in the river 
Thwiiej, in eMtniHjtirimr of ruiudng a heat iuu hastily on 

hlmmi hut ** making to what I cxpmicured on thi* 
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occasion. The schoolfellow whom 1 was visiting was the 
friend whose family lived in Spring Gardens. We had gone 
out in a little decked skiff, and not expecting disasters in the 
“ gentle Isis,” I had fastened the sail-line, of which I had 
the direction, in order that I might read a volume which i 
had with me, of Mr. Cumberland’s novel called Jfenri/. My 
friend was at the helm. The wind grew a little strong ; ami 
we had just got into Iffiey Reach, wheat I heard him exclaim, 
“ Hunt, we are over 1 ” The next moment I was under the 
water, gulping it, and giving myself up for lost. The boat 
had a small opening in the middle of the deck, under which I. 
had thrust my feet; this circumstance, had carried me over 
with the boat, and the worst of it was, I found I had got the 
sail-line round my neck. My friend, who sat; on the dock 
itself, had been swept off, and got comfortably to short', which 
was at a little distance. 

My bodily sensations were not so painful as I should have 
fancied they would have been. My mental reflections were 
very different, though one of them, by a singular mooting of 
extremes, was of a comic nature. 1 thought that I should 
never see the sky again, that I had parted with all my friends, 
and that I was about to contradict the proverb which Maid that 
a man who was born to be hanged, would never lm drowned ; 
lor the sail-line, in which I felt entangled, detuned destined to 
perform lor me both the. ofliees. On a sudden, 1 found an oar 
in my hand, and the next minute I was climbing, with assist¬ 
ance, into a wherry, in which there sat two Oxonians, one of 
them helping me, and loudly and laughingly differing with 
the other, who did not; at all like tin* nicking of the boat, and 
who assured me, to the manifest contradiction of such senses 
as I had left, that there was no room. This gentleman is now 
no moie j and I shall not mention his name*, because l might 
do injustice to the memory of a brave man .struck with a 
panic. The name of his companion, if l mistake not, was 
Russell I hope he was related to an illustrious person of tin* 
same name, to whom I have, lately been indebted for what 
may have been another prolongation of my life. 

On returning to town, which I did on the top of an Oxford 
coach, I was relating thin story to the singular person who 
then drove it (Hobart, who hud been a collegian), when a 
man who was sitting behind surprised us with' the once.is of 
his laughter, ^ On asking him tin* reason, he touched Ins hat, 
and said, “ Sir, I’m his footman.” Such are the dGieaeiea of 

7—a 


100 


Atrmitfoufi.mtv of u:mi mm% 


tht* livery, and the glorification* of their masters with winch 
tli tty en ter tain tht* kitchen* 

This Hobart w m a very curious person. I have noticed 
him in the Im{kntm% in the nriitdo oil ** Couches* 11 Ho was a 

descendant of » horticultural family, who hud boon keepers 
of the Pltydr Harden at Oxford* mid urn* of whom {mimed a 
nit upon the learned world for a dragon, by at retelling out its 
skin into wings. TtUiumnt Hobart { tor Hindi was the name of 
our charioteer) haul born lit college himself, prolmbly as a 
sber; but having heroine proprietor of a atagtMmach* he 
thought fit to bo his own mndimurt; and ho received your 
money and touched Ida hut like the real of the fraternity. 
If© had a r«*uwh ml fare, with eyes that utiuvd, and showed 
the white ; unit having bmum% by lung practice, an excellent 
eapj^r of verges, he wtw ammtomed to have lumta at that 
{iinHtiino with the collegian* whom he drove. It was curious 
to Invar him whintlu umi grunt, iiml urge on \m hmmm with 
the other ouatnwmry euphonies of Im tribe, and then mm him 
tlnsli hin ©ye rotund upm the cupping geiitleniiin who mi 
behind him, anil «pmtn Im never'fiiiling line out of Virgil 
or Horace. In the evening (ibr tie only drove his coach half 
way to London) lie divided Im mdare after lib hdmurs be¬ 
tween hi A iiuok and hi* tiri4ii«ly*'ii.fiil-wat©r; but lam afraid 
with a little urn mmh of the brandy* Ibr his end mm not 
Iwippy.* There wim miwtricitv in the family* without any- 
thing much to «how for it* Tit® Ilulmrt who invented the 
dragon chuckled nvrr flic secret for a long time with a satis, 
hiethrn tlnit mint lav© e*ot him many faMiomH; and tlw 
fir4 Ibbini that i i known toed to Ui/hm heard with silver 
on Iicilicliiyi* 

If female aoeiefy h td tM been wanting, I should have 
longed til rnido at nn nimrratv j ibr I have never seen 
Iretot* book.*, ami n garden fc« wall* in, but I saw my natural 
home, provided there win tie ** monkery’* in it, I ) im 
always thought It it bun® and great mxim* of MolmmmdL— 
* 4 fhere Lh no monkery in Muitid 1 

*• From womens m-i thm *L«‘t?inr j dmiv© ; 

Tf 4*7 lire the hr,t>h% Ike alf. 1 , fhm 

w hie It dmw, roomoi, and tmuMib all the world,** 


* fjn the htfoi mutton of Mr. Uemge Ib^ftrr, who kindle volme 
m*mt the imtijmoimouem *m a leader m' th« imimrnK mulmmt mo 
a very niliwiiii biter on the mUtyi; with details, however, that weru 
nitlier of private tlnm of public interest* 
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Were I to visit the universities now, I should explore every 
corner, and reverently fancy myself in the presence of every 
great and good man that has adorned them; but the most 
important people to young men are one another ; and I was 
content with glancing at the haunts of Addison and Wart on 
in Oxford, and at those of Gray, Spenser, and Milton, in 
Cambridge. Oxford, I found, had greatly the advantage of 
Cambridge in point of country. You could understand well 
enough how poets could wander about Iflley and Woodstock ; 
but when I visited Cambridge, the nakedness of the land was 
too plainly visible under a sheet of snow, through which 
gutters of ditches ran, like ink, by the side of leafless sallows, 
which resembled huge pincushions stuck on posts. The town, 
however, made amends ; and Cambridge has the advantage of 
Oxford in a remarkable degree, as far as regards eminent 
names. England’s two greatest philosophers, Bacon and 
Newton, and (according to Tyrwhitt) three out of its four 
great poets, were bred there, besides double the number of 
minor celebrities. Oxford even did not always know u the 
good the gods provided.” It repudiated Locke; alienated 
Gibbon) and had nothing hut angry sullenness and hard ex¬ 
pulsion to answer to the inquiries which its very ordinances 
encouraged in the sincere and loving spirit of Shelley. 

Yet they arc divine places, both; full of grace, and beauty, 
and scholarship; of reverend antiquity, and ever-youug na¬ 
ture and hope. Their faults, if of worldliness in some, an*, 
those of time and of conscience in more, and if tin* mure, 
pertinacious on those, accounts, will merge into a like, con¬ 
servative lirmness, when still nobler developments are in their 
keeping. So at least; I hope; and so may the. Fates have 
ordained; keeping their gowns among them as a symbol that 
learning is, indeed, something which ever learns; ami in¬ 
structing them to teach love, and charity, and inquiry, with 
the same accomplished authority as that with which they 
have taught assent. 

My book was unfurltmately successful everywhere, parti* 
cularly in the, metropolis. The critics were extremely kind; 
and, as it was unusual at that time to publish at so early a 
period of life, my age made me. a kind of “ Voting Roscius ” 
in authorship. I was introduced to literati, and shown about 
among parties. My father took me to mu Dr. Uainc, Master 
of the Charter-House, The doctor, who was very kind and 
pleasant, but who probably drew man* of our deduction 
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in favour of the young writers abilities, warned me against 
the perils of authorship; adding, as a final dehortative, that 
u the shelves were full.” It was not till wo came away that 
I thought of an answer, which I conceived would have 
u annihilated ” him. “ Then, sir ” (I should have said), “ we 
will make another.” Not having been in time with this 
repartee, I felt all that anguish of undeserved and unnecessary 
defeat, which has been so pleasantly described in the Miseries 
of Human Life. This, thought I, would have been an answer 
befitting a poet, and calculated to make a figure in biography. 

A mortification that I encountered at a house in Cavendish 
Square affected me less, though it surprised me a good deal 
more. I had been held up, as usual, to the example of the 
young gentlemen and the astonishment of the young ladies 
when, in the course of the dessert, one of mine host’s daugh¬ 
ters, a girl of exuberant spirits, and not of the austerest 
breeding, came up to me, and, as if she had discovered 
that I was not so young as I pretended to be, exclaimed, 
“ What a beard you have got! ” at the same time convincing 
herself of the truth of her discovery by taking hold of it! 
Had I been a year or two older, I should have taken my 
revenge. As it was, I know not how I behaved, but the 
next morning I hastened to have a beard no longer. 

I was now a man, and resolved not to be out of countenance 
next time. Not long afterwards, my grandfather, sensible of 
the new fame in his family, but probably alarmed at the 
fruitless consequences to which it might lead, sent me word 
that if I would come to Philadelphia, “ he would make a 
man of me.” I sent word, in return, that “ men grew in 
England as well as America:” an answer which repaid me 
for the loss of my repartee at Dr. Raine’s. • 

. I had got a dislike of my grandfather for reasons in which 
his only surviving daughter tells me I was mistaken; and 
partly on a similar account, I equally disliked his friend Dr. 
Franklin, author of Poor Bichard's Almanack: a heap, as it 
appeared to me, of “ scoundrel maxims.” * I think I now 

* Thomson’s phrase, in the Castle of Indolence, speaking of a 
jmserly money-getter:— 

“ ‘ A penny saved is a penny got 
* Firm to this scoundrel maxim keepeth he, 

Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 

Till it hath quench'd his fire and banishM his pot.” 

The reader will not imagine that I suppose all money-makers to be 
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appreciate Dr. Franklin as I ought; but- although I can see 
the utility of such publications as his Almanack for a rising 
commercial state, and hold it useful as a memorandum to uneal- 
culating persons like myself, who happen to live in an old one 
I think there is no necessity for it in commercial nations long 
established, and that it has no business in others, who do not, 
found their happiness in that sort, of power. 'Franklin, with 
all his abilities, is but at the head of those, who think that 
man lives “ by bread alone.” 

The respect which, in matters of religion, I felt for the 
“spiritwhich giveth life,” in preference to the « letter which 
killeth,” received a curious corroboration from a circum¬ 
stance which I witnessed on hoard a Margate hoy. Having 
nothing to do, after the publication of my poor volume, hut 
to read and to look about me, a friend proposed an excursion 
to Brighton. We were to go first to Margate, and thou 
walk the rest of the way by the sea-side, for the benefit, of 
the air. 

We took places accordingly in the. first, hoy that was about, 
to sail, and speedily found ourselves seated and moving. We 
thought the passengers a singularly staid set of people for 
holiday-makers, and could not account for it. The impres¬ 
sion by degrees grew so strong, that we resolved to inquire 
into the reason; audit was with no very agreeable feelhe.% 
that we found ourselves fixed for the day\m board what win 
called the u Methodist hoy. 11 The vessel, it seems, was under 
the particular patronage* of the sect o{ (hat drutunmaf ton; and 
it professed to sail “ hy Divine Providence/' 

Dinner brought a little more hilarity info the jhot* of these 
chi 1 (hen of heaven. One innocently proposed a game at 
riddles; another entertained a circle <»t hearers by a "question 
in arithmetic; a third (or the same petv,< m , if I remember ~ - 
a very dreary gentleman) raised his voice into seine remarks 
on “ atheists and deists,” glancing, while he did it, at the 


of tins description Very gallant spirits are to he found among this i 
who only take to this mode of activity for want of a better, and are 
as generous m disbursing as they an* vigorous in aemiirinv Yuti 
may always know the common run, as in other instances’ hv tho 
soreness with which they lwl at tanka on tho hotly oornorate. * 

Iuir the assertion that Dr, Franklin cut off bis sou with a shilling 
inytmly author,ty is family tra.Uthm. H is observable, howovor’ 
that the friendliest of his hioKWiihurs are not only forn.,1 to mhnit 
that he seemed a little too foml of money, but notion tho mvstt-rinni 
secrecy m which his family history is involved. " 
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email knot of the uninitiated who had got together in self- 
defence ; on which a fourth gave out a hymn of Dr. Watts’s, 
which says that— 

“ Religion never was designed 
To make our pleasures less.” 

It was sung, I must say, in a tone of the most impartial 
misery, as if on purpose to contradict the opinion. 

Thus passed the hours, between formality, and eating and 
drinking, and psalm-singing, and melancholy attempts at a 
little mirth, till night came on; when our godly friends 
vanished below into their berths. The wind was against us: 
we beat out to sea, and had a taste of some cold autumnal 
weather. Such of us as were not prepared for this, adjusted 
ourselves as well as we could to the occasion, or paced about 
the deck to warm ourselves, not a little amused with the 
small crew of sailors belonging to the vessel, who sat together 
singing songs in a low tone of voice, in order that the psalm- 
singers below might not hear them. 

During one of these pacings about the deck, my foot came 
in contact with a large bundle which lay as much out of the 
way as possible, but which I had approached unawares. On 
stooping to see what it was, I found it was a woman. She 
was sleeping, and her clothes were cold and damp. As the 
captain could do nothing for her, except refer me to the 
u gentlefolks ” below, in case any room could be made for 
her in their dormitory, I repaired below accordingly; and 
with something of a malicious benevolence, persisted in 
waking every sleeper in succession, and stating the woman’s 
case. Not a soul would stir. They had paid for their places: 
the woman should have done the same; and so they left her 
to the care of the “ Providence ” under which they sailed. 
I do not wish to insinuate by this story that many excellent 
people have not been Methodists. All I mean to say is, that 
here was a whole Margate hoy full of them; that they had 
feathered their nests well below; that the night was trying; 
that to a female it might be dangerous; and that not one 
of them, nevertheless, would stir to make room for her. 

As Methodism is a fact of the past and of the present, I 
trust it may have had its uses. The degrees of it are various, 
from the blackest hue of what is called Calvinistic Methodism 
to colours little distinguishable from the mildest and plea¬ 
santest of conventional orthodoxy. Accidents of birth, breed¬ 
ing, brain, heart, and temperament make worlds of difference 
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in this respect, as in all others. But; whore the paramount 
doctrine of a sect, whatever it may profess to include, is Self- 
preservation, and where this paramount doctrine, as it needs 
must when actually paramount, blunts in very self-defence 
the greatest final sympathies with ones follow-creatures, the 
transition of ideas is easy from unfeelingness in a future state 
to unfeelingness in the. present; and it becomes a very little 
thing indeed to let a woman lie out in the cold all night, while 
saints arc snoozing away in comfort. 

My companion and I, much amused, and not a little indig¬ 
nant, took our way from Ramsgate along the coast, turning 
cottages into inns as our hunger compelled us, and sleeping at 
night the moment we laid our heads on our pillows. 

The length of this journey, which did us good, wo reckoned 
to be a hundred and twelve miles; and we did it in four 
days, which was not bad walking. But; my brother Robert 
once went a hundred miles in two. lie also, when a lad, kept 
up at a kind of trotting pace with a friend's horse all the 
way from Finchley to Pimlico. His limbs wore admirably 
well set. 

The friend who was my companion in this journey had not 
been long known to me; but he was full of good qualities. 
He died a few years afterwards in Franee, where he unhappily 
found himself among his countrymen, whom Bonaparte s** 
iniquitously detained at the. commencement <>f tie* sen.nd 
war. He was brother of my old friend I hairy Robertson, 
treasurer of Covent. Garden theatre, in whose company and 
that of Vincent Novello, Charles Cowden Clarke, and other 
gifted and estimable men, I have enjoyed stone of the mo t 
harmonious evenings of my life, in every sense of the word. 

Let me revert to a pleasanter recollection. The companion 
of my journey to Brighton, and another brother of his, who 
was afterwards in the Commissariat (all the brothers, alas! 
are now dead), set up a little club to which 1 belonged, called 
the u Elders/’ from our regard for the wane of that name, 
with Lot goblets of which wv finished the evening. It w;i; 
not the wine so called which you buy in the shopq and 
which is a mixture of brandy and verjuice, but the vintage 
of the genuine berry, which is admired wherever it is known, 
and which the ancients unquestionably symbolized under the 
mystery of the Bearded Bacchus, the senior god ot that 
name— 

14 Brother of Bacchus, dtkr horn. 0 







; ! V ! " A * !'!■« roverenw 

1 ? s i r v /. <r, %' ’ ;,** y >> ^ ‘4 it, 

’ ' ''' ■ 1 *’* *•“» »•« t.* i'ur w iH, 

’ i’.’' ••• ! ■'>« i.- : ,.f IWvhuH 

,s \ : t' »'■ <!»v.iin half (m j ' 

w** ♦ < . " i ? w h.4* uj* »n;Mi i*s I.rui:,*!itm 


hi wmt VI 

! j r«*. v**u s itmih* 

'} ** * ** \Uw;hn\ m up from cmr 

h ** ^ lUtyMi*-, »!*>** t»» r* w Iinum^ m 

‘ f "‘ ” H-nn ; ^ ** *hit ^Im u ‘TI$m ** KhU-nC” in 

' r ‘ * »*••* *? Hr tirr.M, **»tv u% mlm 

* '■ 'i - * 4 * i I H4 t7?r nvri, t.» 141 v nifiHuni, 

* ' * 1 ^ v’ I h *n r 4 f.! th*r in thj s 

# tM •" • 4 >: \l 4' 4v» r tutimn uyyvnr to urn 

’ *• , -■* v ! - *\ * r nmy si h:u to think 

r 11 - fc*Mui|y fir§4 tnyaolf f m 

l,;i ** ’' l * ! 4 r, „ 4 '• I t m !;»r* -u in «*r Niwwx 

* ,f " r 4 ' v^ ^ * ( - Hr • f July Hut I tlitl n^t 

4 * 1 ■ ir 4". ' i .,'r/ ?i* 4-, ,»f?i * 1 n i |4 |p* | UHf | 

w - *. •* j , \ i r - 14. ^'s -« hr usn* ft* fitirh sin 

*‘ r ' 1 - -4 * 1 * , ' 'w*' 11 ;, t hit tSwf« whut- 

H ‘ ! '■ r h-4 e r , J* » m h 4 in flit* fiiiHmt < t f 

* ’* * /. ^ h, ' . ,% ‘ •! J t'Mtllfi 

11 (’ ‘i ■’* ' # r '■** *>n \ 4 *.fc5 fhr fffi**, IMwtlVilnl, 

r ’ ’■■’ / * ' '■?'»’ 11 i'h. 1 ► l ':r I tf, Mttil f r T 4|f}#‘fit t‘f VoItUh 

e *' >• r .‘n .i ri , r«iirf |.wu ia4 nriitii in 

' f i: ‘ 1 ’■ •' < 4- r.f'-r;. If in r . | i(f rrr,4f fi j*Mt, ^ntj 

‘ • •" ’ - ’ ' r, t - i Yt . r U % ,4/ in, | rlunli t f , t| t i * <|uv, 

1 *' '■ '4 ' ■: 4 'r"r ,u *4'* fffitr rf fls** N4*rmm 

^ * %4 1 * s «'«<’>( r 4 I < ir *r4 I # yU> f44f| f||t» SilX^US 

} ' 1 \* ;■ ' *•* 1 < i' >■ ! fi.u!,* trn-rrn, afip'iin m ; nacl 

*' ' * ’’ ‘ M >. “■ * \ ft ;s - - *lr • 4 h * 'U 1 '*, 14*if: }4 |}||j )*'*ir im% 

*' H ^ J’u *'*'• lv.« 1 ? , ■ irn-n i hr*ni ttfii-rly tlk- 

- * ^ ^ '< ' i - ^ n.„ , ( il ’ Inf linn* Inmm 

**' ’ r If'-rrn }, r h • r f t sn t nn ti* Hir ^rr;i!*‘.4 tii«* 

.r, , i ?*?. h,n 4 i l^ fhr# It# Itrfitini I® 



PLAYGOING ANI) VOLTJNTEE11S. 


107 


tlieir own, under every circumstance of exasperation ? They 
were an abler-bodied nation than the French; tiny had been 
bred up, however erroneously, in a contempt for them, which 
(in a military point of view) was salutary when it was not 
careless; and, in fine, here were all these volunteers, as well 
as troops of the line, taking the threat with an ease too great 
even to laugh at it, but at the same time sedulously attending 
to their drills, and manifestly resolved, if the struggle, came, 
to make a personal business of it, and sre. wliieh of the two 
nations had the greatest pluck. 

The volunteers would not even take the trouble of patro¬ 
nizing a journal that was set up to record their movement:* 
and to flatter their self-respect. A word of praise from the 
king, from the commander-in-chief, or the colonel of tin* 
regiment, was well enough; it was all in tin* way of business; 
but why be told what they knew, or be encouraged when tiny 
did not require it? Wags used to say of tin* journal *m 
question, which was called the Volunteer, that it printed only 
one number, sold only one copy, and that this copy had been 
purchased by a volunteer drummer-boy. The hoy, seeing 
the paper set out for sale, exclaimed, “ The Volunteer! why, 
Tm a volunteer; ” and so he bought that solitary image of 
himself. The boy was willing to be told that, he was doing; 
something more than playing at soldiers; but what was this 
to the men ? 

This indifferent kind, of self-respeet and contentment did 
not hinder the volunteeis, however, from having a, good doal 
of pleasant banter of one another among themselves, or from 
feeling that there was something now and then among them 
ridiculous in respect to appearances. A gallant oflieer in our 
regiment, who was much respected, went among m bv tin? 
name of Lieutenant Molly, on account of tin* do!ieuev of Ida 
complexion. Another, who was a striet disripiinnnan, ami 
had otherwise a spirit of love for the profession, as though he 
had been a born soldier, was not spared allusions to Ids balls 
of perfumery. Our major (now no inmv) was an undertaker 
in Piccadilly, of the name of Downs, very fat and jovial, yet 
active withal, and a good soldier. He had one of those 
lively, juvenile faces that are sometimes observed in people of 
a certain sleek kind of corpulency. This ample field oilleer 
was u cut and come, again” for jokes of all sorts. Nor was 
the colonel himself spared, though he was a highly respect - 
able nobleman, and nephew to an actual troop-of tin*dine 
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dreadful “marchings and counter-marchings from Acton to 
Ealing, and from Ealing back again to Acton.” Wo were 
not “all robbed and murdered,” however, as we returned 
home, “by a single footpad.” We returned, not by the 
Ealing stage, but in right warlike style, inarching and dusty. 
We had even, one day, a small taste of the, will and appetite 
of campaigning. Some of us, after a sham-fight, were hasten¬ 
ing towards Acton, in a very rage of hunger and thirst, when 
we discerned coming towards us a baker with a basket full of 
loaves. To observe the man, to see his loaves scattered on 
the ground, to find ourselves each with one of them under 
his arm, tearing the crumb out, and pushing on for the 
village, heedless of the cries of the pursuing baker, was (in 
the language of the novelists) the work of a moment. Next 
moment we found ourselves standing in the cellar of an Acton 
alehouse, with the spigots torn out of the barrels, and every¬ 
body helping himself as he could. The, baker and the beer- 
man were paid, but not till we chose to attend to them ; and 
I fully comprehended, even from this small specimen of the 
will and pleasure of soldiers, what savages they could become, 
on graver occasions. 

In this St. James’s regiment of volunteers were three 
persons whom I looked on with great interest, for tiny were 
actors. They were Farley, Emery, and I)e ("amp, all well- 
known performers at the time. The first was a celebrated 
melodramatic actor, remarkable for combining a short 
sturdy person with energetic activity; for whieh reason, if 1 
am not mistaken, in spite of bis shortness and his sfurdine -m, 
he had got into the light infantry company, when* I think 1 
have had the pleasure of standing both with him and Mr, De 
Camp. With De Camp certainly. The latter was brother 
of Miss De Camp, afterwards Mrs. Charles Kemble, an 
admirable actress in the same line, as Farley, and in mah 
characters as Beatrice and Lucy Loclatt. She had a beau*, 
tiful figure, fine large, dark eyes, and elevated features, fuller 
of spirit than softness, hut still capable of expressing great 
tenderness. Her brother was nobody in comparison with 
her, though he was clever in his way, and more handsome. 
But it was a sort of effeminate beauty, whieh made him look 
as if he ought to have been the sister, and she the brother. 
It was said of him, in a comprehensive hit of alliteration, that 
he “failed in fops, but there was fire in his footmen,” 

The third of these histrionic patriots, Mr. Emery, was one 
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hasty step: and yet, notwithstanding these drawbacks, he 
was heard with pleasure, for ho had taste and feeling. He 
was a delicate composer, as the music in Jttite .Beard evinces ; 
and he selected so happily from other composers, as to give 
rise to his friend Sheridan’s banter, that ho was an u importer 
of music and composer of wines ” (for he once, took to being a 
wine-merchant). While in Ireland, during the early part of 
his career, he adapted a charming air of Martini’s to English 
words, which, under the title of “ Oh, thou wert born to 
please me,” he sang with Mrs. Crouch to so much elfeet, that 
not only was it always called lor three times, but no play waa 
suffered to be performed without it, it; should be added, that 
Mrs. Crouch was a lovely woman, as well as a beautiful 
singer, and that the two performers were in love. I have 
heard them sing it myself, and do not wonder at the, impres¬ 
sion it made on the susceptible hearts of t ho Irish. Twenty 
years afterwards, when Mrs. Crouch was no more, and while 
Kelly was singing a duct in the same country with Madame 
Catalani, a man in the gallery cried out, a Mr, Kelly, will you 
be good enough to favour us with 1 Oh, thou wert. born to 
please me?’” The audience laughed; but the call went to 
the heart of the singer, and probably came from that of the 
honest fellow who made it. The man may have gone to the 
play in his youth, with somebody whom he loved by his side, 
and heard two lovers, as happy as himself, sing what he now 
wished to hear again. 

Madame Catalan! was also one of tin! singers I first iv 
member. I first beard her at an oratorio, whore, happening; 
to sit in a box right opposite to where sin* stood, the leaping 
forth of her amazingly powerful voice absolutely startled nie 
Women’s voices on the stage; are apt to rise* above all t»ih«T.i, 
but Catalani’s seemed to delight in tryitig; im strength with 
choruses and orchestras; and tin; louder they became, the 
higher and more victorious she ascended, Iif Ihrg 1 believe 
she is known to have provoked and enjoyed this sort of con¬ 
test, I suspect, however, that I did not hear her when a he 
was at her best or sweetest. My recollection is, that with a 
great deal of taste and brilliancy, there was inure, have than 
feeling. She was a Roman, with the regular Italian antelope 
face (if I may so call it) ; large eyes, with a sensitive elegant 
nose, and lively expression. 

Mrs. Billing tun also appeared to me to have mure hrilliauey 
of execution than depth of feeling. She was a fa beauty# 
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with regular features, and may be seen drawn to the life, in a 
portrait m Mr. Hogarth’s Memoirs of the Musical Drama, 
where she is frightfully dressed in a cropped head of hair, 
and a waist tucked under her arms—the fashion of the day. 

Not so Grassini, a large but perfectly well-made as well as 
lovely woman, with black hair and eyes, and her countenance 
as full of feeling as her divine contralto voice. Largeness, 
or what is called fineness of person, was natural to her, and 
did not binder her from having a truly feminine appearance. 

ac ^ re > s f as we h as singer. She acted Proserpina 
m Winter’s beautiful opera, and might have remained in the 
recollection of any one who heard and beheld her, as an intake 
of the goddess she represented. My friend, Vincent Novello, 
saw the composer when the first performance of the piece 
was over, stoop down (he was a very tall man) and kiss 
Mrs. Billington’s hand for her singing in the character of 
Ceres. I wonder he did not take Grassini in his arms. She 
must have had a fine soul, and would have known how to 
pardon him. ^ But, perhaps he did. 

With Billington used to perform Braham, from whose 
wonderful remains of power in his old age we may judge 
what he must have been in his prime. I mean, with regard 
to voice; for as to general manner and spirit, it is a curious 
fact that, except when he was in the act of singing, he used 
to be a remarkably insipid performer; and that it was not 
till he was growing elderly that he became the animated 
person we now see him. This, too, he did all on a sudden, 
to the amusement as well as astonishment of the beholders. 
When he sang, he was always animated. The probability is, 
that he had been bred up under masters who were wholly 
untheatrical, and that something had occurred to set his 
natural spirit reflecting on the injustice they had done him; 
though, for a reason which I shall give presently, the theatre, 
after all, was not the best field for his abilities. He had won¬ 
derful execution as well as force, and his voice could also be 
very sweet, though it was too apt to betray something of that 
nasal tone which has been observed in Jews, and which is, 
perhaps, quite as much, or more, a habit in which they have 
been brought up than a consequence of organization. The 
same thing has been noticed in Americans; and it might not 
be difficult to trace it to moral, and even to monied causes; 
those, to wit, that induce people to retreat inwardly upon them¬ 
selves ; into a sense of their shrewdness and resources; and to 
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clap their finger in self-congratulation upon tlio organ through 
which it pleases them occasionally to intimate as much to a 
bystander, not choosing to trust it wholly to the mouth. 

Perhaps it was in some measure the same kind of breeding 
(I do not say it in disrespect, but in reference to matters of 
caste, far more discreditable to Christians than Jews) which 
induced Mr. Brahain to quit the Italian stage, and devote 
himself to his popular and not very relined style of bravura - 
singing on the English. It was what may be ealled the loutl- 
and-soft style. There was admirable execution; hut the 
expression consisted in being very soft on the words loir, 
peace , &c., and then bursting into roars of triumph on the 
words hate, war, and tjlori/. To this pattern Mr. Iiraham 
composed many of the songs written for him ; and the public. 
Mere enchanted with a style which enabled them to fancy that 
they enjoyed the highest style of the art, while it, required 
only the vulgarest of their perceptions. This renowned 
vocalist never did himself justice except in the compositions 
of Handel. When he stood in the concert - room or the 
oratorio, and opened his mouth with (Jain, heroic utterance in 
the mighty strains of “Deeper and deeper still,’’ or “ Sound 
an alarm,” or, “ Comfort ye my people," you felt, indeed that, 
you had a great singer Indore you. Ills voice which too often 
sounded like a horn vulgar, in the catchpenny lyrics of 
Tom Dibdin, now became a veritable, trumpet, <> grandeur 
and exaltation; the tabernacle of his creed seemed to open 
before him in its most victorious davs; and you mi'dit have 
fancied yourself in the presence of <',ne of tint sons of Aaron, 
calling out to the host ol the people from some platform oceu 
pied by their prophets. 

About the same time Pasta made her first appearance in 
England, and produced no sensation. She did not even seem 
to attempt any. Her nature, was so truthful, that, luivin- -w 
yet no acquirements to display, it would appear that, she'did 
not pretend she had. She must either have been prematurely 
put forward by others, or , with an instinct of her future great- 
ness, supposed that the instinct itself would be recognized. 
When she came the second time, after completing her studies, 

the Tt„ 0 r 0n . C< Y, w ( , h " r n ' uU ' Kl K l ‘uius in her line which 

the Italian theatre m England had witnessed. She. was a great 

tragic actress ; and her singing, in jaunt of force, tenderness, 

It?* 00 ’ was ,T al ,0 hur All noble pas.fo.ns 

belonged to her; and her very acorn seemed equally noble, for 
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it trampled only on what was mean. When she measured her 
enemy from head to foot, in Tancredi , you really felt for the 
man, at seeing him so reduced into nothingness. When she 
made her entrance on the stage, in the same character—which 
she did right in front of the audience, midway between the 
side scenes, she waved forth her arms, and drew them quietly 
together again over her bosom, as if she sweetly, yet modestly, 
embraced the whole house. And when, in the part of Medea, 
she looked on the children she was about to kill, and tenderlv 
parted their hair, and seemed to mingle her very eyes in lov- 
mgness with theirs, uttering, at the same time, notes of the 
most wandering and despairing sweetness, every gentle eve 
melted into tears. # She wanted height, and had somewhat too 
much flesh ; but it seemed the substance of the very health 
ot her body, which was otherwise shapely. Her head and 
bust were of the finest classical mould. An occasional roim-h- 
ness m her lower tones did but enrich them with passionfas 
people grow hoarse with excess of feeling; and while her 
voice was in its prime, even a little incorrectness now and then 
m the notes would seem the consequence of a like boundless 
emotion • but latterly, it argued a failure of ear, and consoled 
the mechanical artists who had been mystified by her success 
In every other respect, perfect truth, graced by idealism, was 
the secret of Pasta’s greatness. She put truth first always ; 
and, m so noble and sweet a mind, grace followed it as a natu- 
•ral consequence. 

. exception of Lablache, that wonderful barytone 

singer, full of might as well as mirth, in whom the same truth, 
aewmipamed m some respects by the same grace of feeling, 
suffered itself to be overlaid with comic fat (except when he 
turned it into an heroic amplitude with drapery), I remember 
no men on our Italian stage equal to the women. Women 
have earned the palm out and out, in acting, singing, and 
dancing. The pleasurable seems more the forte of the sex: 
and the opera house is essentially a palace of pleasure, even in 
its tragedy. Bitterness there cannot but speak sweetly : there 
is no darkness, and no poverty ; and every death is the death 
the swan. _ Ai hen the men are sweet, they either seem 
ieeble, or, as m the case of liubini, have execution without 
passion, haldi was amusing ; Tramezzani was elegant; Am . 
brogetti (whose great big calves seemed as if they ought to 
have saved bun from going into La-Trappe) was a fine dash¬ 
ing representative of Don Juan, without a voice. . But what 
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were these in point of impression on the public, compared 
with the woman I have mentioned, or oven with voluptuous 
Fodor, with amiable Sontag, with charming Malibrau (whom 
I never saw), or with adorable Jenny Lind (whom, as an 
Irishman would say, I have seen still less ; for not to see her 
appears to be a deprivation beyond all ordinary conceptions 
of musical loss and misfortune) ? 

As to dancers, male dancers tire almost always 
compared with female. One forgets the mimes of" the best of 
them; but who, that ever saw, has forgotten Ileherle, or 
Cento, or Paglioni ? I here was a great noise once in France 
about the Vestrises; particularly old Vestris; but. (with all 
due respect to our gallant neighbours) I have a suspicion that 
he took the French in with the gravity and of his 

twills, Ihcre was an imperial demand about; VeMris, likely 
t° create for him a corresponding supply of admiration. The 
most popular dancers of whom 1 have a reeolleetion, when 1 
was young, were Deshayes, who was rather an elegant posture- 
master than dancer, and Madame IhuTsot, who was very thin 
and always smiling. 1 could have seen little dancing in those 
times, or I should have something to say of the* Kresles 
Didelots, and others, who turned the heads of the Yarmouth* 
and Barrymores of the day. Art, in all its hranehes, hu* 


, . grown more esteemed ; and I suspect that neither 

dancing nor singing ever attained much grace and |.,aurv 
as they have done within the last, twenty years. The Kan’, 
nellis and Paec.hierotti.s were a kind of monsters of c\ecutiou. 
Ihere were tones, also, in their voices which, in all 
bihty, were very touching. But, to judge from their primed 
songs, their chad excellence lay in diilicult ami everluNtiny 
roulades. And wo may guess, even now, from the prevailing 
character o t hreach dancing, that difliruitv was the 
point of conquest with Vestris. There wan no such graceful 
understanding between the playgoers and the performers, no 
such implied recognition of the highest principles of emotion 

3E," Li,T — “ *v «W, 

lo return to the English boards, • -th.- first a<-lor .. 1 

IlTw^Y 1 Up0U Ul, ' ,u waH ^»<’k Hmuii.-iler. 

. was a handsome .specimen of the best kind of Fmdishman 

’ nll ! n ^ f"»‘l-l‘'»uoured, umilfected, wilh a great deal 
ofulnm and drollery, but never patisirur the bounds of the de¬ 
corous ; and when he had made you laugh heartily a.-; M 
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yeoman or seaman in a comedy, !u* could bring the tears into 
your eyes for some honest sufferer In tm afterpiece* He g ave 
you the idea of a good fellow,—a worthy household humourist 
—whom it would be both pleasant and profitable to lire with* 
and this was his real character* lie had a taste for pictures, 5 
and settled down into a good English gout and the love of his 
family. I saw him one day hobbling with a stick in Gower 
Street, where he lived, and the same evening informing the 
part cither of him young squire, Tony Lumpkin, in She Stoops 
to Conquer, or of Acres, in the Comedy of flit* Itivah, 1 forget 
which; but in either character he would be voting to the last 
Next day he would perform the old father, the Burner, in 
Col man’s sentimental comedy, •f"kn Hull; and everybody 
would see that it wsu* a father tin lord who was suffering* 

This could not lie said of Fawcett in rhe same character 
who roared like but did not fed like J*\hn t lie wag 

affecting, too, in Iris way; but it was after the hidden of a 
great noisy buy, whom you cannot help pin imr for his tears 
though you despise him for Iris vulgarity. Fawcett had a 
harsh, brazen face, and a voice like a ktufe-grmrier’s wheel 
He was all pert ness, coarseness, and effrontery, hut with a 
great deal of comic force; and whenever fo* mine betting on 
to the stage (tor such was Iris walk) and pairing forth his 
harsh, rapid words, with his nose in the air, and a facetious 
grind in Iris throat, the audience were ptepmvd for a merry 
evening. 

Munden was a comedian famous for the variety ami sig¬ 
nificance of Iris grimaces, and far umU?u? cj- urn-flung nut <,f 
nothing by a certain intensity of eotitHiipIafioii, Lamb, with 
exquisite wit, described him in one sHtfmeT*. by saying, that 
Munden a behold a leg of mutton in it# quiddity.” If he laid 
an emphasis on the word “ Holbttrit/' or * 4 turnon/ 1 he did it 
in such a manner that you thought there was more in “Hob 
bom,” or “ button,” than it ever before entered into ymir 
head to conceive. I have seen him, v, bile playing the jmrt of 
a vagabond loiterer about inn doors, look at, ami gradually 
approach, a pot ot ale tm n table from a distance, for ten 
minutes together, while he kept the hoi me In roars of laughter 
by the intense* Idea which lie dumbly conveyed of Us contents, 
antHhe no le&s intense mamfosfariou of Iris cautious hut in¬ 
flexible resolution to drink it. So, in nefitiy* the part of a 
credulous old anticpiary, on whom an old leaver h palmed for 
the (t hat of William Tell, 1 ’ lie reverently put the hat on his 
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bead, and then solemnly walked to and fro with such an ex¬ 
cessive sense of the glory with which he was crowned, such a 
weight of reflected heroism, and accumulation of Toll's whole 
history on that single representative culminating point, ele¬ 
gantly halting every now and then to put himself iu the atti¬ 
tude of one drawing a bow, that the spectators could hardly 
have been astonished had they seem his hair stand on end, and 
carry the hat aloft with it. But I must not sutler myself to 
be led into these details. 

Lewis was a comedian of the rarest order, for he combined 
whimsicality with elegance, and levity with heart, lie was 
the fop, the lounger, the flatterer, the rattlebrain, the sower of 
wild oats; and in all he was the gentleman. Ib* looked on 
the stage what he was off it, the companion of wits and men 
of quality- It is pleasant to know that he was a descendant 
of Erasmus Lewis, the secretary of Lord Oxford, ami frioud 
of Pope and Swift, lie was airiness personified. He hud a 
light person, light features, a light voice, a smile that showed 
the teeth, with good-humom ed eyes; and n genial levity per¬ 
vaded his action, to the very tips of hi# dtdieately »glo ved 
fingers. He drew on his glove like a gentleman, and then 
darted his fingers at the ribs of the character he was talking 
with, in a way that carried with it whatever was suggestive, 
and sparkling, and amusing. When he died, they put up a 
classical Latin inscription to his memory, about eltyiinti-r and 
lepores (whims and graces); and you felt that u«» man better 
deserved it. He had a right to be recorded as the type of airy 
genteel comedy. 

El listen was weightier both in manner and person ; and he 
was a tragedian as well as comedian. Not a great tragedian, 
though able to make, a serious and a (feet big impression; and 
when 1 say weightier in comedy than Lewi?;, I do not mean 
heavy; hut that he had greater bodily substance and three. 
In Sir Harry Wildair, for instance, he lm ked more like the 
man who could boar rakery and debauch. The engraved 
portrait of him iu a coat bordered with fur hi very like. Ib* 
had dry as well as genial humour, was art admirable jvpmien 
tative of the triple. Item in 7Vtm? and tint of Lharh* j 

Surface, Don Felix, the Duke in the and of all 

gallant and gay lovers of a robust order, not omitting the most 
cordial Indeed, he was the most genuine lover that I ever 
saw on the stage. No man approached a woman m lie did,— 
with so flattering a mixture of reverence and jmmm* -.such 
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closeness without insolence, :uul sueli a trvmWitig • 
his words. His utterance of the adnufle won! “<*linrmi n J! 
was a volume of rapturous fervour. 1 rpt\nk, of an\^ ( A 
of his better days. Latterly, ho grew flu?Uem! with impru 
dence and misfortune ; and from the accounts I Javr Iteiuxl of 
his acting, nobody who had not swn him bHbre rm*]<l j lav> 
guessed what sort of man he had Ihtiu KI!t**f^it> like Lewl« 
went upon the stage with advantages of fniiniae am! 
tions. He was nephew of Dr. El listen, master of one* t *f ^ 
colleges at Cambridge ; and he was educated at Saint 
school. 

These are the actors of those days whom I iveolitvt w j t j. 
the greatest pleasure. I include Fawcett, Iwv.umt Wla 
identified with some of the most laughable characters in 
larce. 

To touch on some others. Liston was mmwini! f„ r M 
exquisitely ridiculous lace and manner, rich with Imli'-con- 
scious, half-unconscious absurdity. The w hi le U'canit' 
Listonized the moment he appeared. People !• -mod i;, r ),j’ 
coming back, in order that they might dote on ids dlv 
mantling face, and laugh with him and at him. 

Mathews was a genius in mimicry, a facsimile buiiimiiM 
well as manner; and he was a capital Sir Fretful Plagiary 
it was a sight to see him looking wretchedly lumpy j,t |,h 
.victimizers, and digging deeper and deejn-r inf.. Q morti¬ 
fication at every fresh button of his coat that he hmtenwl 

Dowton was perfect in such character* at < 1 Oldhov 

and Sir Anthony Absolute. Ilia anger iu, ti« r** ftv irrita- 
bihty but the boiling of a rich blood, and of a w ill ethS, 
genial. He was also by far the best Faktaff. 

*=? 

cStio*S,d"ni.ran/ 1 JTOaa- »o%h"'i‘1,iPy 
tions, no verse. ^ te ’ and lintl no idealism, »„> »ff w . 
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Kembls was a god compared with Cooke*, as far as the ideal 
was concerned; though, on the other hand, I never could 
admire Ivemblo as it was the fashion to do. He was too 
artificial, too formal, too critically and deliberately oousemus. 
Nor do I think that; he had any genius whatsoever, ilia 
power was all studied acquirement. It was this, indeed, by 
the help of Ins stern Roman aspect, that made the critics like 
him. It presented, in a nohle shape, the likeness of their own 
capabilities. 

Want of genius could not; be imputed to bis sister, Mrs. 
Siddons. I did not see her, 1 believe, in her best days; but 
she must always have been a somewhat masculine beauty; 
and she had no love in her, apart from other pashms. She, 
was a mistress, however, oflofty, of queenly, ami of appalling 
tragic effect. Nevertheless, 1 could not but think that some - 
thing of too much art; was apparent wen in Mrs. Seldom.; 
and she failed, I think, in the highest p<hits of refinement. 
When she smelt the blood on ‘her hand, for instance, in 
Macbeth, in the scene where she walked in her sleep, she made 
a face of ordinary disgust, as though the odour were offensive 
to the senses, not appalling to the mind. 

Charles Kemble, who had an ideal face and figure, wan the 
nearest approach I ever .saw to Shakspeares gent lean at, and 
to heroes of romance. Ho also made an excellent c'avdn. 
Rut witli^ the exception ot Mrs. Siddons, win* was dri’liuiuv, 
all the reigning school of tragedy had retrograded raf jtrr u 1;u * 
otherwise, towards the time that, preceded' tkirnvk; and the 
consequence was, that when Kean l»r..ti--ht. l.uek nature mid 
impulse, he pub an end bo it at. ouee, as (larriek had out. an 
cud to Quin. ‘ 

In comedy nature hail never lieeii wanting; anil dene wa. 
one comic actress, who was nature herself in one of her most, 
genial forms. _This was Mrs. Jordan; who, though she was 
neither beautiful, nor handsome, nor even pretty, itorneeom. 
pushed, nor “a lady,” nor anything conventional or eummr U 
Jaut whatsoever, yet was so pleasant, so cordial, hi natural, 
so lull 01 spirits, so healthily constituted in mind and bodi. 
had such a shapely leg withal, so ehurming u voiee, and such 
a happy and happy-makiug expression of countenance, tlwtt 
she appeared something superior to all those reuuiremcntw of 
acceptability, and to hold a patent from nature herself (or our 
delight and good opinion. It is creditable to the feelines of 
society m general, that allowances are made for the tempta- 
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tions to which the stage expose* the m*x; m\%\ in Mrs, J or * 
dan’s ease these were not dimhuhed hy a ^ii§e of the 
consideration due to princely rcatriethia*, and to the manifest 
domestic di8|KKsitIoiiH of more parties than *>m\ But she 
made even Methodists love hen A touching sterj fo told of 
her apologising to a poor man of that pennudon for haring 
relieved him. He had asked her name ; and she expressed a 
hope that he would not feel otlmuled when * fir iutm» wns told 
him. On hearing it, the honest Methodic (he could not 
have been. one on hoard the hoy) dud team of pity &nd admi¬ 
ration, and trusted that In* could imt do wrmtf isi hogging & 
blessing mi her head* 

(Serums AVnVirrr, interrupt imj* Huh my sir, sup{K>se 
some of your female readers should take it into their heads to 
be Mrs. Jordan ? 

Author. Oh, my good sir, don’t he iiiiniioil, My fomale 
readers are not persons to he so much afraid !br» ;m yeustvm 
to think yours are. The stage itself has taiiglit them large 
measures both of charity and dberrmoroi* Th**y have not 
been so locked up in restraint, us to hurst out of brnmln the 
moment they see a door open tor consider,emm. \ 

Mrs. Jordan was inimitable j« cvutipldying the eonse- 
quenees of too much restraint in ill rdimm-d < binary dirk 
in ttomps, in Hoydens, and in Wards *m whom the mercenary 
have designs. She wore a bib and tuchu, mat pinafore, 
with a bouncing propriety, fit to make the hoM^t n|wtator 
alarmed at the idea of bringing taieli a hmm didd rwjiwid- 
bility on his shoulders. To her when ifoH attired dud 
blubbering tears for some dUaj»f*4ntm«mt, and rut nil tin* 
while a great thick slice of bread and hutmr, wiping, and 
moaning, and munching, and eyeing at in cry lute tin* part 
she meant to bite next, was a lessen avaunt wilt innl npjmtite 
worth a hundred sermons of our friends on hoard the hey; 
and, on the other hand, tiny cuuld meat redly have done and 
said nothing at all calculated to make mndt ait tfitjuvfwiuu in 
favour of amiableness as she did, when rite acted la gentle, 
generous, and ^ confiding characters* The way in which die 
would take a friend hy tin* cheek and kiss her, or ftstike up a 
quarrel with a lover, or coax a guardian into gwt humour, 
or sing (without uocomjiainment} the sung of ** Stare them 
I’m doom’d,” or u In the dead of the night/ 1 trusting, as 
she had a right to do, and as the house wished her to do, to 
the sole effect of her sweet, mellow, and loving voice--*the 




PLAYGOING AND VOLUNTKBttS. 


121 


reader will pardon me, l>ut tears of pleasure and regret, come 
into my eyes at the recollection, as if she personified what¬ 
soever was happy at that period of life, and which has gone 
like herself. The very sound of the little fa,miliar word hud 
from her lips (the abbreviation of husband), as she packed 
it closer, as it were, in the utterance, and pouted it tip with 
fondness in the man’s face, taking him at the same time by 
the chin, was a whole concentrated world of the power of 
loving. 

That is a pleasant time of life, the playgoing time in 
youth, when the coach is packed full to go to tin* theatre, and 
brothers and sisters, parents and lovers (mine of whom, 
perhaps, go very often) are all wafted togctlu r in a tlnrry id* 
expectation; when the only wish as they go (except with the 
lovers) is to go as fast as possible, and no soutui is so delightful 
as the cry of u Hill of the Play;” when the smell of links in 
the darkest, and muddiest winter's night is charming; and 
the steps of the coach are let down; and a roar of hoarse 
voices round the door, and mud-shine on tin* pavement, are 
accompanied with the sight of the warm -looking lobby which 
is about to he entered; and they enter, and pay, and ascend 
the pleasant stairs, and begin to hoar the s den re of the house, 
perhaps the first jingle of the music; and the box is entered 
amidst some little awkwardness in descending in their places, 
and being looked at; and at length they sit, and are become 
used to by their neighbours, ami shawls and smiles are 
adjusted, and the play*bill is handed round or pinned to the 
cushion, and the got is are a little noisy, and the music verb 
tably commences, and at length the curtain is drawn up, ami 
the first delightful syllables art 1 heard: — 

“Ahl my dear ('buries, when did yon see tin* lovely 
Olivia ? n 

u Oh! my dear Sir George, talk not to me of Olivia. The 
cruel guardian,” A*o. 

Anon the favourite of the party makes his appearance, ami 
then they are quite happy; and next day, besides his own 
merits, the points of the dialogue an* attributed to him im if 
he were their inventor. It is not Sir Harry, or old l>*»rnt<m, 
or Dubster, who said this or that; lnit 4i Lewis,” “ Mtmdeu,” 
or u Kceley.” They seem to think tin* wit really originated 
with the man who uttered it so delightfully. 

Critical playgoing is very inferior in its enjoyments to this. 
It must of necessity blame as well as praise; it becomes dilli- 
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cult It* please; it h temjti.d to prove it.-i t>vvii instead 

of those t'f’ it* cutcrt.uuer-i; and the enjoyments ( ,f Ki'lf-'lnv 
liesiites, perhaps, hfiint ill ibimd. <1, and suhieetirig it t„ y ’ 
hlsimt* which it bestows, arc .-urn -•.UH.fitufet, at tli«> j,o«t ft 
hearty <icii;,:ht h others. .Never, art. r l had taken critical 
pen in hand, did l pa»i the llmr-ni »hly .1* thihffu! evenings at 
tin- playhouse win. It l ha i dene when 1 w* at .mlv to Wj, 
*><• be tit"veil. I had the pleasure, it D true, ■>!' praising 

Wlium I admired; hut the ivfrihutne iiueadne-i.i »f (ft) V(T „ 
pleasure of Maminy attended it; the eon ii-iomtnejw of«idf 
which on alt itivuiii-ni exe.pt hujm; one. eontaiuit a hitter 
in its sweet, put, it s sorry olotn fe „i the way of tmem- 
harrasml delight; and 1 tettud the day ** flown wlira I 
retained unite hut the gt-ml pa,...ace-i of j«! »\ n and perftrmtnn, 
mat when I twetl to earn- fu my »*!d .wh.-ei fellows rapturous 
account* of the fanvs of Column. and the i;..‘**d nat tired aime- 
die* of < TKeefe, 

I sjieah id’my uwti feeling-i, and a? a pat Hieular time nf lift- 
hut ibrty nr titty year* a> ( .» people nf di tim-‘» nf lift wen- 
mueh greater playj-.-em than they ;n,e it-.w. They dined 
earlier, they had nut e< many new -ipapet i, ehth i, and 
fortes; the French Devolution --nSy tended at tir.it to endear 
the tint mu to it i own hahtta; it had net v.*t njmned a thousand 
new channels nf thought and iitfere it; m'-r find uilr.tadx con- 
apiml to carry people, Utdily m well a. mentaliv, into iw 
many analogous direetn n.a, Kvei v ihitm aa. im-m c-nmi- 
trated, amt the various ehtmr.-t nf .-a-ri.-ry tidt a rreafn- cunerrn 
in the same amiHem.-iil.i, Nobility, yent-.y, eiiLa-ni, princes 
-.ill ^were Ireijuetiter.i *4 the-itr.-.-, met i *..-it m.-ie nr ft-.* 
ae.putintetl pei.-iinwlly nit it the p.-tt-i,,,, t N.d.ility 
titan ted with them; gentry, and eificeiH t*wrt.f*. f..r them* 
princes emtver.n-d mid iiv.d with them. Shmidau, arid ether 
memhers of Parliament, were msma»t**i-i a.-i well a t dinmatiste. 
It, was Lords Derby, Craven, and Thurhov that nought wives 
on urn stage. Two of the unit popular minor dramatics 
were Cold., a eh-rk in the India Home, and Hindi, the 
I 1 , ! *^ I T cot,k t -^ ‘hu-dau lived with the Duke «,f Clareiiei! 

( William I V.) *w hi.t mi -trem, t.ohndy doubM that she was as 
faithful to linn as a wife. His brother, the iTitle.- of Wales 
(Cicorgi* tin* Jhmrtlt), !iii infinurj with Slirriilim ami 

the younger Dolman, and to say nothing „f Mr;t. Eohi.mon. 
took a plitiwiin* in m wiping with iin4 wiw thu mt* 

soiittl iiatroa of (f Keefe and of Kelly. Tim Kemhlra, imliird, 
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as Garnet had been, were received everywhere among the indy 
best circles; that is to say, where intelligence was combined 
with high breeding; and they deserved it : lor whatever 
difference of opinion may be entertained as to the amount m 
genius in the family, nobody who recollects them will dispute 
that they were a remarkable race, dignified and elegant in 
manners, with intellectual tendencies, and in point of aspect 
very like what has been called u (fed Almighty's nobility. 

I remember once standing behind dolm Kemble and a 
noble lord at a sale. It was the celebrated book sale of the 
Duke of Roxburgh; and by the same token l recollect 
another person that was present, of whom more by-and hv. 
The player and the nobleman were conversing, the former in 
his high, dignified tones, the latter in a voice which l heard 
but indistinctly. Presently, the aetor turned his noble profile to 
his interlocutor, and on his moving it hack again, the man »-t 
quality turned his. What a difference! and what a voice \ 
Kemble's voice was none of the best; hut, like Ids profile, it 
was nobleness itself compared with that of the noble lord. I 
had taken his lordship for a young man, by the trim cut of 
his body and of his clothes, the u fall in*’ of his back, And the 
smart way in which he had stuck his hat on the top of 1st ; 
head; but when I saw his profile and heard Ida v«>iee, I 
seemed to have before me a premature old one. His mouth 
seemed toothless; his voice was a hasty mumble. Without, 
being aquiline, the face had tin* appearance of brine uhat 
may be called an old “ noseutmbmoufh face.” The sudden¬ 
ness with which it spoke added to tin* surprise, It was like 
a flash of decrepitude on the fop of a young body 

This was the sale at which the unique rope <*f Ihuvaecb* 
fetched a thousand and four hundred pound ;. It un ; b«m du 
by the Marquis of Ulandibrd (tin 1 late I hike of Marlborough) 
in competition with Karl Spencer, win* conferred with bin 
Lord A1 thorp, and gave it up. So at. least I understand, for 
I was not aware of the eouferenee, or of the presence of Lord 
Althorp (afterwards minister, and late Karl Spenem), I 
remember his father well at tin* sale, and how In* sat at the 
farther end of the auctioneer's table, with an air of intelligent 
indifference, leaning his head, on his hand so an to pudi up 
the hat a little from off it. I beheld with pleasure in hi t 
person the pupil of Sir William done# and brother of (’ok* 
ridge’s Duchess of Devonshire. It was curious, ami scarcely 
pleasant, to see two Spencers thus bidding against mm another, 
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even though the hone of contention was a book; and the ghost 
of their illustrious kinsman, the author of the Faerie Queene 
might have been gratified to see what book it was, and how 
high the prices of old folios had risen. What satisfaction the 
Marquis got out of his victory I cannot say. The Earl, who 
I believe, was a genuine lover <4* books, could go home and* 
reconcile himself to his defeat by reading the work in a 
cheaper edition. 

I shall have occasion to speak of Mr. Kemble again pre¬ 
sently, and of subsequent actors by-and-by. 


CHAPTER VII, 

EBB AYS IN CEITIOISM. 

I hap not been as misdirected in the study of prose as in that 
of poetry. It was many years before 1 discovered what was 
requisite in the latter. In the former, the very commonplaces 
of the schoolmaster tended to put me in the right path, for 
(as 1 have already Intimated) he found the Spectator in vogue, 
and this became our standard of prose writing. 

It is true (as I have also mentioned) that in consequence of 
the way in which we were taught to use them by the school¬ 
master, l had become far more, disgusted than delighted with 
the charming papers of Addison, and with the exaction of 
moral observations on a given subject, But the seed was 
sown, to ripen under pleasanter eircumstances; and my 
father, with his usual good-natured impulse, making me a 
present one day of a set of the British classics, which attracted 
my eyes on the shelves of I larky, the bookseller in Cavendish 
Btree.t, the tenderness with which I had come to regard all 
my school recollections, and the acquaintance which I now 
made for the first time with tint lively papers of the 6 Y oa~ 
noimur, gave me an entirely fresh and delightful sense of the 
merits of essay-writing. I began to think that when Boyer 
crumpled up and chucked away my 44 themes” in a passion, 
he had not done, justice to the honest weariness of my anti¬ 
formalities, and to their occasional evidences of something 
better. 

The consequence was a delighted perusal of the whole set 
of classics (for l have ever been a 44 glutton of books ”); and 
this was followed by my first prose endeavours in a scries of 
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papers called the Traveller , which appeared in the evening 
paper of that name [long since incorporated with the Globe ], 
under the signature of “ Mr. Town, junior. Critic and Censor- 
general”—the senior Mr. Town, with the same titles, being 
no less a person than my friend of the Connoisseur , with 
whom I thus had the boldness to fraternize. I offered 
them with fear and trembling to the editor of the Traveller , 
Mr. Qum, and was astonished at the gaiety with which he 
accepted them. What astonished me more was a perquisite 
of five or six copies of the paper, which I enjoyed every 
Saturday when my essays appeared, and with -which I used 
to reissue from Bolt Court in a state of transport. I had 
been told, but could not easily conceive, that the editor of a 
new evening paper would be happy to fill up his pages with 
any decent writing; but Mr. Quin praised me besides; and I 
could not behold the long columns of type, written by myself, 
in a public paper, without thinking there must be some 
merit in them, besides that of being a stop-gap. 

Luckily, the essays were little read; they were not at all 
noticed in public; and I thus escaped the perils of another 
premature laudation for my juvenility. I was not led to 
repose on the final merits either of my prototype or his 
imitator. The Connoisseur , nevertheless, gave me all the 
transports of a first love. His citizen at Vauxhall, who says, 
at every mouthful of beef, “ There goes twopence;” and the 
creed of his unbeliever, who “ believes in all unbelief,” com¬ 
peted for a long time in my mind with the humour of Gold¬ 
smith. I was also greatly delighted with the singular 
account of himself, in the dual number, with which he con¬ 
cludes his work, shadowing forth the two authors of it in one 
person;— 

“ Mr. Town” (says he) "is a fair, black, middle-sized, very short 
person. He wears his own hair, and a periwig. He is about thirty 
years of age, and not more than four-and-twenty. He is a student of 
the law and a bachelor of physic. He was bred at the University of 
Oxford; where, having taken no less than three degrees, he looks 
down on many learned professors as his inferiors; yet, having been 
there hut little longer than to take the first degree of bachelor ot 
arts, it has more than once happened that the censor-general of all 
England has been reprimanded by the censor of his college for 
neglecting to furnish the usual essay, or (in the collegiate phrase) 
the theme of the week.” 

Probably these associations with school-terms, and with a 
juvenile time of life, gave me an additional liking for the 
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Cmnoimur.' Thu twofold author, which he thus describes 
himself, consisted of Bunnell Thornton, afterwards the trans¬ 
lator of Tlaidits, and Column, the dramatist, author of the 
Jealous Wife, and translator of Terence. Column was the 
“ very short person ” of four-aml-twenty, and Thornton was 
the bachelor of physio, though he never practised. The 
humour of these writers, compared with Goldsmith's, was 
caricature, aud_ not deep; they had no pretensions to the 
genius of the Vicar of Wakefield: but they possessed great 
animal spirits, w Inch are a sort ot merit in this climate; and 
this was another claim on my regard. The name of Bunnell 
Thornton (whom I had taken to be the sole author of the 
Coimnsseur) was for a long time, with me, another term for 
animal spirits, humour, and wit. 1 then discovered that 
there was more smartness in him than depth; and had ! 
known that he and Column had ridieuled tin; tides of Cray, 
I should, perhaps, have made the discovery sooner; though I 
was by no uieaim inclined to confound parody with disnwpect. 
But the poetry of Cray had been one of my first loves; and 
1 could ms soon have thought of friendship or of the grave 
whli levity, as of the friend of West, and the. author of the 
l‘lieij>! and the Hard. 

An amusing story is told of Thornton, which may show 
the tjuiek and ingenious, but, perhaps, not, very feeling turn 
of his mind. It is said that he was once discovered by his 
lather sitting in a box at the theatre, when he ought to have 
been in his rooms at college. The old gentleman addressing 
1dm accordingly, that youngster turned in pretended amaste- 
numt to the people about him, and said, “.Smoke old wigshy, 
who takes me for his sou.” Thornton, senior, upon this, 
indignantly hastens out of the box, wiih the manifest inten¬ 
tion of setting oil lor Oxford, amt finding the rooms vacant, 
Thornton, junior, takes double jK.stdu.ws, and is there 
before him, tjuietly sitting in his chair. He rises from it on 
his father’s appcuruucc, and cries, “ Ah ! dear sir, is it you ? 
lo what am I indebted for this unexpected jiieasttre? ” 

Goldsmith enchanted me. I knew m. end of repeating 
passages out of the Kssays and the Citizen of the BVM— 
such asthe account of the Club, with its Babel of talk; of 
Beau dibits, with his dinner of ox-chock which u his grace 
was so loud of;" and rtf the wooden-legged sailor, who 
regarded those that were lucky'enough to have their “ kgs 
shot off” on board king’s ships (which entitled them to a 
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penny a day), as being “bom with guidon spoons in their 
mouths.’ 7 Then there was his eorrect, sweet style; the 
village-painting in his poems; the Retaliation , whioh, though 
on an artificial subject, seemed to me (as it yet seems) a still 
more genuine effusion; and, above all, the I learof Wtthjield 
—with Burchell, whom I adored; and Moses, whom I, warn Id 
rather have been cheated with, than prosper; and the Vi ear 
himself in his cassock, now presenting his 44 Treatise against 
Polygamy ” (in the family picture) to his wife, habited as 
Venus; and now distracted for the loss of his daughter Olivia, 
who is seduced by the villauous squire. I knew not whether 
to laugh at him, or cry with him most. 

These, with Fielding and Smollett, Voltaire, Olmriolto 
Smith, Bage, Mrs. RadclifFe, and Augustus La Fontaine, 
were my favourite prose authors. 1 bail subscribed, while at 
school, to the famous circulating library in Loadcnhall Street, 
and I have continued to bo such a glutton of novels over 
since, that, except where they repel me in the outset with 
excessive wordiness, I can read their three-volume enormities 
to this day without skipping a syllable; though 1 guess pretty 
nearly all that is going to happen, from the mysterious gen¬ 
tleman who opens the work in the? dross of a particular cen¬ 
tury, down to the distribution of punishments and tin* drying 
up of tears in the last chapter. .1 think the authors wonder ¬ 
fully clever people, particularly tlu>s(? who write most; and 1 
should like the most contemptuous of their critics to try their 
hands at doing something ha,If as engaging. 

Should any chance observer of those pages (for I look upon 
my customary perusers as people of deeper in,;i*«hl) pro¬ 
nounce such a course of reading fiivolms, lie will be exaspe¬ 
rated to hear that, had it not been lbr reverence to opinion, 

I .should have been much inclined at that am* (as, indeed, I 
am still) to pronounce the reading of tar graver works frivo ¬ 
lous; history, for one. 1 read every history that came in my 
way, and could not help liking good old Herodotus, ditto 
Viliam, pictmesque, (estiva? Froissart, and accurate and moat 
entertaining, though artificial, Uibbun. But the coutradie- 
tions of historians in general, their assumption of a dignity 
for which 1 saw no particular grounds, their uuphilosophic 
and ridiculous avoidance (on that scon*) of personal anecdote, 
and, above all, the narrow-minded and time .serving con¬ 
finement of their subjects to wars and party-government (for 
there are time-servings, as there are fashions, that last Yor 
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iv polled „>e. I Wf , ,i Kin h ! di , 
know, till lueldmg totd mo, that there wax more UutliJn [£ 
<UMimhtudes <>t fiction than m tin-assumptions of history 
d I rejoiced over the story told of Sir Walter Raleigh, who’ 

ZTT"* I 1 "T* nian - v<hm ' lv “ t counts of an incident 
ou lined under his own windows, laughed at the idea of 
Jus writing a Ilistar// of the WorhL 0f 

w-, H v ,‘ !u '. wnt ;' r .."; hl ’ ma,U ’ t!l, ‘ greatest impression on me 
. » olt.mo. I did not read French at. that time, but I fell 
m with the best translation of some of his miscellaneous 

‘‘“I 1 1 lu 111 ’f <»nly the original of much 

m Inch 1 had admired m the style ami pleasantry of mv 
aiounte native authors (Joldsmith in particular (who adored 
am bu the m,„t formidable antagonist of absurdities whSh 
. . 11,1 u rli'-oln.-inr ot lights the most ovorwhelm- 

J". 1,1 *h 1 ” " Wlt; a '^huyer of the strongholds of suner- 

S mon, that were never to be built up again, let the hour 
' renovation seem to look forth again as it might. I Wa8 
transjMirted with the gay courage and un<|ue*tinnable hunn- 
mty ot this extraordinary person, and I soon caught the tone 
<>t his eunmtig implications ami provoking turns. He did 
m>t Ingoten me. I never IHt. for a moment, young as l was 
and < hmtianly brought up, that true religion would suffer 
at lus hands. <>u the contrary, I had been tired up (in 
my home cm: e) to look for reforms in religion; I had been 
ml to desire the best and gentlest form of it, unattended with 
threats ami horrors; and if the selmol orthodoxy did not 
countenance such expectations, it took no pains to dismmte- 
nauee them. I had privately ueeustomed myself, of my own 
further motion, to douht. and to reject every doctrine^ and 
every statement ol fuels, that, went counter to the plainest 
precepts Ot ove, and to tin* final happiness of all the creatures 
ot o«l. 1 could never see, otherwise, what Christianity 
eotild mean, that was not meant by a hundred inferior reli¬ 
gions; nor could I think it right and holy to accept of the 
greatest hopes, apart from that universality— Fiat juntitin, 
mat <•<1/11111, I w as prepared to give up heaven itself (as lin¬ 
ns it w possible l.,r human hope to do *,) rather than that 
anything so unhoavenly as a single exclusion from it should 
exist. Ihereiore, to me, Voltaire was a putter down of a 
great deal that was wioug, but of nothing that was right. 
i <hd not take him for a builder; neither did l feel that 
M) knew much of the sanctuary which, was inclosed in what 
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lie pulled down. He found a Leap of rubbish pretending la 
be the shrine itself, and he set about denying its pretension^ 
and abating it as a nuisance, without knowing, or considering 
(at least I, thought so) what there remained of beauty and 
durability, to be disclosed on its demolition. I fought lor 
him, then and afterwards, with those who challenged^ me to 
the combat; and I was for some time driven to take myself 
for a Deist in the most ordinary sense of the word, till 1 had 
learned to know what a Christian truly was, and so arrived 
at opinions on religious matters in general which 1 shall 
notice at the conclusion of these volumes. 

It is a curious circumstance respecting the books of Vol¬ 
taire—the greatest writer upon the whole that Franco has 
produced, and undoubtedly the greatest name in the eighteenth 
century—that to this moment they are far loss known in 
England than talked of; so much so, that, with the except urn 
of a few educated circles, chiefly of the upper elasw, and ex¬ 
clusively among the men even in those, he has not; only been 
hardly read at all, even by such as have talked of him with 
admiration, or loaded him with reproach, but the portions of 
his writings that have had the greatest effect on the world are 
the least known among readers the most; popularly acquainted 
with him. The reasons of this remarkable ignorance respect¬ 
ing so great a neighbour—one of the movers of the world, 
and an especial admirer of England—are to be found, first, in 
the exclusive and timid spirit, under the guise, of strength, 
which came up with the accession of ({eorge the Third ; 
second, as a consequence of this spirit, a studious icnorim** of 
the Frenchman in almost all places of education, the eollew* 
and foundations in particular; third, the anti-dalUeau spirit 
’which followed and exasperated the prejudice neainst the 
French Revolution; and fourth, the very translation and 
popularity of two of his novels, the Canditk and Zmlitf, 
which, though by no means among his finest productions* 
had yet enough wit and peculiarity to be accepted us sufficing 
specimens of him, even by his admirers. Unfortunately erne 
of these, the Candide , contained some of bis most licentious 
and even revolting writing. This enabled his cnemi,'* t „ 
adduce it as a sufficing specimen on their own side of the 
question; and the idea of him which they succeeded in im¬ 
posing upon the English community in general was that of 
a mere irreligious scoffer, who was opposed to everythin*** 
good and serious, and who did but mingle a little frivolous 
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wit with an abundance of vocations* hard'hearted, and dis* 
gusting effrontery. 

There is, it is true, a version, purjwwtmg t*> he that of hia 
whole works, by Smollett, Thomas Franklin, and others 
which is understood to have been what is called a Ivooksellefa 
job; but I never met with it except in an old catalogue* 
and I believe it was so dull ant! bad, that reader# instinctively 
recoiled from it, as an incredible representation of anything 
lively. The probability is, that Smollett only lent his name* 
and Franklin himself may have done iw little, though the 
u translator of Sophocles 11 (as he sty lot I himself) was well 
enough qualified to misrepresent any kind of genius. 

Be this as it may, I have hardly ever met, even in literary 
circles, with persons who knew anything of Voltaire, except 
through the medium of these two novels ami of later school 
editions of his two histories of $ Mr Tuvlfth and ikkr 

the (7reai ; books which teachers id* all tends in his own 
country have been gradually compiled b* admit into their 
courses of reading by national pride ami the imperative 
growth of opinion, Voltaire is one of the three great tragic 
writers of France, and excels in pathos; yet net one Knglinh*- 
man in a thousand knows a syllable of his tardies, or would 
do anything but stare to hear of his patlms. Voltaire inducted 
his countrymen into a knowledge of English science ami meta¬ 
physics, nay, even of English poetry; jet have 

been told little about him in connection with them, except of 
his disagreements with Shakspeare. Voltaire created u fashiim 
for English thinking, manner, and policy, and IHI in love with 
the simplicity and truthfulness of their very Quakers; and 
yet, 1 will venture to say, the English knew far fe*^ of all thin, 
than they do of a licentious jniem with which he degraded his 
better nature in burlesquing the history of dean of Arc, 
There are, it m admitted, two sides to the character of 
Voltaire ; one licentious, merely scoffing, saddening, defective 
m sentiment;, and therefore wanting the inner clue of tier 
beautiful to guide him out of the labyrinth of scorn and per¬ 
plexity; all owing, be it observed, to the error# which he 
lound prevailing in his youth, and to tin* hup*tidbit* demamk 
which they made on his aequiiwnee ; but the other side 
of his character is moral, cheerful, lienelirent, prejmml to* 
encounter peril, nay, actually encountering if, in the only true 
Christian causes, those of toleration amt charity, and raising 
that voice ot demand for the advancement uf rwwm and 
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justice which is now growing into the whole voice of Europe, 
He was the only man perhaps that ever existed who repre¬ 
sented in his single person the entire character, with one 
honourable exception (for he was never sanguinary), of the 
nation in which he was born ; nay, of its whole history, 
past, present, and to come. He had the licentiousness of 
the old monarchy under which he was bred, the cosmopolite 
"ardour of the Revolution, the science of the Consulate and the 
“ savans,” the imphilosophic love of glory of the Empire, 
the worldly wisdom (without pushing it Into folly) of Louis 
Philippe, and the changeful humours, the firmness, the 
weakness, the flourishing declamation, the sympathy with 
the poor, the bonhomie, the unbounded hopes of the best 
actors in the extraordinary scenes acted before the (‘yes of 
Europe in these last ten years. As he himself could not 
construct as well as he could pull down, so neither do his 
countrymen, with all the goodness and greatness among them, 
appear to be less truly represented by him in that particular 
than in others; but in pulling down he had the same vague 
desire of the best that could set up; and when lie was most 
thought to oppose Christianity itself, he only did it; out of an 
impatient desire to see the law of love, triumphant, and was 
only thought to be the adversary of its spirit, because his 
revilers knew nothing of it themselves. 

Voltaire, in an essay written by himself in the* English 
language, has said of Milton, in a passage which would' do 
honour to our best writers, that when the poet saw the Adamo 
of Andreim at Tlotenee, lie ** pierced through tin* absurdity 
of the plot to the hidden majesty of the subject.’ 1 It, maV 
be said of himselt, that he pierced through tin* conventional 
majesty of a great many subjects, to the 'hidden absurdity of 
the plot, lie laid the axe to a heap of savage abuses; pulled 
the corner-stones out of dungeons and impositions ; bowed 
and mocked the most tyrannical absurdities out of counte¬ 
nance ; and raised one prodigious peal of laughter at super¬ 
stition, from Naples to the Baltic, lie was the first man who 
got the power of opinion and common sense, openly recognised 
as a reigning authority; and who made the acknowledgment 
or it a point of wit and cunning, even with those who had 
hitherto thought they had the world to themselves, 

. An abridgment that r piokt-d up of tin; Philmophiad Dic¬ 
tionary (a translation) was for a long while my tost hook 
both for opinion and stylo. I was also a pmit admirer of 
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IJIngSm, cr the Sincere Nitron } and of the Ewny on the jpy,. 
losqphi/ of History. In the character of the Sincere Nitron X 
thought I found a resemblance to iny own, as moa leaders do 
in those of their favourites: and this fdetv of yob We lumped 
me to discover as much good-honrtedmvw in Voltaire as I <n». 
cerned wit. Candule, I confess, I could not like. I enjoyed 
passages; but the laughter was not as good-humoured as 
usual ; there was a view of things in it which l never enter, 
tained then or afterwards, and into which do* author had been 
led, rather in order to provoke Leibnitz, than because it was 
natural to him ; and, to crown my unwilling dislike, the hook 
had a coarseness, apart from graceful and pleasurable ideas 
which I have never been able to endure. There were pan- 
sages in the abridgment of the l*hUosopkic«ti iUcthmnry which 
I always passed over; but the rest delighted me *beyond 
measure. I can repeat things out of it now. 

It must have been about the time of my first acquaintance 
with Voltaire, that I became member, for a short time, of a 
club of young men, who associated for the put pose of eultb 
vating public speaking. With the exception of myself, i be¬ 
lieve the whole of them were students at law ; bur, m the host 
of my recollection, the subjects they distorted were as miscel¬ 
laneous as if they were of no profession; though the ease pro¬ 
bably became otherwise, as their powers advaumh At all 
events I did not continue long with them, issy entrance into 
the club having mainly originated in a wbf& to please my 
friend Barron Field, anti public speaking not bring out* t *f niv 
objects in life. It: might, have been much U* toy benefit if h 
had; for it would in all probability have m»»u fr rid me of 
my stammering, and doliverod tue from my four of it among 
strangers and in the presence of assembled ;*Hdioin^}-~au 
anxiety, of which I have never been able to got rid, and which 
has deprived me of serious advantages. Far different mm flic 
case with another member of the club, Thomas Wilde, then 
an attorney in Castle Street, Falcon .Square, afterwards Lord 
Chancellor, and a peer of the realm, Wilde bail nu imtM*di- 
menfc in his speech, which he inflexibly determined to mend j 
an underhung jaw and a grave and fixed expre v?i«»n of coun¬ 
tenance seemed constantly to picture this resolution to me, ns 
I beheld him. I he world has seen how well he succeeded* 
Another member of the club, who had no such obstacle to 
surmount, but who might have been diverted from success by 
Wider intellectual sympathies at,id the very pleawtabkmm of 
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his nature, conquered those perils by an energy still more ad¬ 
mirable, and is the present Lord Chief Baron Pollock. My 
friend Field himself, though suffering under a state of health 
which prevented his growing old, became, a judge in the 
colonies; and very likely I should have more honours of the 
club to refer to, had I known it longer. 1 can with truth 
aver, that however much I admired the energy of Wilde, and 
have more than admired that of the Chief Baron (of whose 
legal as well as general knowledge, the former, if 1 am not 
mistaken, was in the habit of taking friendly counsel to tin* 
last), my feelings toward them, as far as ambition was con¬ 
cerned, never degenerated into envy. My path was chosen 
before I knew them ; my entire inclinations were in it ; and 
I never in my life had any personal ambition whatsoever, but 
that of adding to the list of authors, and doing some good as 
a cosmopolite. Often, it is true, when I considered my family, 
have I wished that the case could have been otherwise, and 
the cosmopolitism still not ineffectual; nor do 1 mean to ca^t 
the slightest reilection on the views, personal or otherwise, of 
the many admirable and estimable men who have, adorned the 
bench in our courts of law. My reverence, indeed, for the, 
character of the British judge, notwithstanding a, few mon¬ 
strous exceptions in former times, and mu* or two subse¬ 
quently of a very minor kind, is of so deop a nature, that 1 
can never disassociate the lee ling from their persons, ho\v«*\er 
social and lamiliar it may please the most amiable ot them to 
be in private. I respected as well as loved tnv dear friend 
Talfourd more and morn to the last; entertain’the like cm- 
timents for others, ot whose acquaintance, while Itvitm, it 
would not become me openly to boast; and believe it would 
have been impossible for them to have dune hotter or mmv 
nobly for the world as well as for themselves, than bv obey ¬ 
ing the inclination whieh took them where they amended. 
Under these circumstances, it, will In* considered, l fru.g, neither 
indecorous nor invidious in me, it I close then** leeu! remhd > 
seences with relating, that having, when I was young, been 
solemnly rebuked one evening in company by a subsequently 
eminent pm sou ol my own age, now dead, and ot no remark¬ 
able orthodoxy, for making what he pronounced to be an mv> 
verent remark on a disputed point of Mosaic history, l raid to 
a friend of mine on coming away, “Now mark me, B • m> 
and so (naming him) will go straight up the high road to prefer¬ 
ment, while I shall as surely be found in the opposite direction." 
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Besides Voltaire and the Connm$mu% I was very fond 
that time of Johnson**? I'J m of the Poet^ ami a great reader of 
Pope. My admiration of the Pape tf the Look led me to 
write a long mock-heroic j»oem t entitled the Hattie of the 
Bridal iiYwy, the subject of which was a contest between two 
rival orders of spirits, on whom to bestow a lady in marriage 
I venture to say, that it would have been well spoken of by 
the critics, and was not worth a penny. I recollect one couplet 
which will serve to show how I mimicked the tone of my 
author. It was an apostrophe to Mantua,— ^ 

w Mantua, of great and small the Song renown, 

That now a Virgil giv*st» and now a gown. ,f 

Dryden, I read, too, but not with that relish for his nobler 
versification which I afterwards acquired, To diamatic read¬ 
ing, with all my love of the theatre, I have already mentioned 
my disinclination; yet, in the interval of my departure from 
school, and my getting out of my I wrote two farces a 

comedy, and a tragedy ; and the pints of all (such as they 
weie) were, inventions. The hero of my tragedy was the Earl 
of Sump (Howard, the poet), who was put to death by Henry 
the Eighth. I forget what the comedy was upon. f rim title 
of one of the farces was tin* Bean Mim% which may explain 
the nature of it. The other was willed A Hundred a Year 
and turned upon a hater of the country, who, upon having an 
annuity to that amount given him, on condition of his never 
going out of London, hwomes a hater of the town. In the 
last scene, his annuity died a jovial death in a country tavern; 
the bestower entering the room juat m my hero had got on a 
table, with a glass in Jus hand, to drink c*»nfusion to flu* me¬ 
tropolis. All these pieces were, 1 doubt not, as bad as need 
be. About thirty years ago, hung sleepless one night with a 
fit of enthusiasm, in consequence of reading about the Spanish 
play of the Old, in Lord Holland*# Ujh of tiuiUm th Vmtro } 

X determined to write a tragedy on the mi me subject, which 
was accepted at Drury Lane, IVrhn{tt4 tin? conduct of this 
piece was not without merit, the mndmbm of each act throw¬ 
ing the interest into the succeeding one: hut I had great 
s ^ U ' r<iS k of it; and on receiving it from Mr. 

.listen t0 Biake an alteration in the third act, very judi¬ 
cious y proposed Jiy him, I looked the whole of the play over 
again and convinced my.sdf it was unfit for tins ntu«e. I 
therefore withheld it. I had painted my hero too after the 
beau-ideal of a modern reformer, iimtwd of the half-godlike, 
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half-bigoted soldier that he was. I began afterwards to re¬ 
cast the play, but grew tired and gave it up. The Gid would 
make a delicious character for the stage, or in any work; not, 
indeed, as Corneille declaimed him, nor as inferior writers 
might adapt him to the reigning taste ; but taken, I mean, as 
he was, with the noble impulses he received from nature, the 
drawbacks with which a bigoted age qualified them, and the 
social and open-hearted pleasantry (not the least evidence of his 
nobleness) which brings forth his heart, as it were, in flashes 
through the stern armour. But this would require a strong 
hand, and readers capable of grappling with it. In the mean¬ 
time, they should read of him in Mr. Southey’s Chronicle of 
the Cid (an admirable summary from the old Spanish writers), 
and in the delightful verses at the end of it, translated from 
an old Spanish poem by Mr. Hookham Frere, with a trium¬ 
phant force and fidelity, that you feel to be true to the original 
at once. 

About the period of my writing the above essays, circum¬ 
stances introduced me to the acquaintance of Mr. Bell, the 
proprietor of the Weekly Messenger, In his house in the 
Strand I used to hear of polities and dramatic criticism, ami 
of the persons who wrote them. Mr. Bell had been well 
known as a bookseller, and a speculator in elegant typo¬ 
graphy. It is to Inin the public are indebted for the small 
edition of the Poets that preceded Cooke’s, and which, with 
all my predilections for that work, was unquestionably sup**, 
rior to it. Besides; it included Chaucer and Spenser. Tim 
omission of these in Cooke’s edition was as unpoetical a sign 
of the times, as the present familiarity with their names is the. 
reverse. It was thought a mark of good sense; -as if 4 good 
sense, in matters of literature, did not consist as much in 
knowing what was poetical poetry, as brilliant in wit. Kell 
was upon the whole a remarkable person. lie was a plain 
man, with a red face, and a nose exaggerated by intem¬ 
perance ; and yet there was something not unpleasing in his 
countenance, especially when he spoke. He had sparkling 
black eyes, a good-natured smile, gentlemanly manners, and 
one of the most agreeable voices I ever hearth He had no 
acquirements, perhaps not even grammar; but his taste in 
putting forth a publication, and getting the best artists to 
adorn it, was new in those times, and may be, admired in any; 
and the same taste was observable in his house. He knew 
nothing of poetry. He thought the Delia Crumm ilm 
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people, because they were known in the rtrdrs; ami fur Mil* 
ton’s Paradise Lost he had the same epithet m for Mrs 
Crouch’s face, or the phaeton of Major Toplmm: lie thought 
it “ prettyd’ Yet a certain liberal iimtiimb and turn for fauL 
dealing, made him include Chaucer and Mpemer in hk edition* 
he got Stothard to adorn the one, and Mortimer the other; 
and in the midst, I suspect, of very* equivocal returns, issued & 
British Theatre with embodiments, am! ti similar edition of 
the plays of Shakspeare—11 1 c ineormuest publication, accord¬ 
ing to Mr. Chalmers, that ever issued twin tin* press. 

Unfortunately for Mr. Bell, he had as great a taste lor neat 
wines and ankles as for pretty hook*; mui to crown his 
misfortunes, the Prince of Wales, to whom ho was bookseller 
once did him the honour to partake of an entertainment 0 j 
refreshment (I forget which, most probably the latter), atlas 
house. He afterwards became a bankrupt He wits one of 
those men whose temperament and turn tor enjoyment throw 
a sort of grace ^ over whatsoever they do, standing them in 
stead of everything but prudence, and sometimes even sun- 
plying them with the consolations which iutprutlence lm 
forfeited. After his bankruptcy he set tip it newspaper 
which became profitable to everybody but ImmM flo M 
become so used to lawyers and bailiffs, that tilt* more hk 
concerns nourished, the more ln« debts fhmriehed with him 
It seemed as if he would have been too happy without thorn 
too exempt from the cares that beset the jnudenf The t\m 
time I saw him he was standing in a ehembfs olrnp, waking 
till the road was clear for him to Issue forth, fie hiul a 
toothache, for which ho held a handkerchief m et- >.!•» mu U th; 
and, while he kept a sharp look-out with hi t hm-ht eye, wtm 
6 -T ni a most gentlemanly manner over his 

nd addressing some polite words to the I 

had not then been introduced to him, ami di<l not know his 

vom? 11 'm effect of his voice ujunt me was uneirni- 

vocal. I liked him for it, and wished the bailiff at the devil.* 

* An intelligent compositor (Mr. J. 1*. H Uickm.Hi wh „ „ 

SfftsiSVr,* ,»■** I1 * r 

rejected altogether the older f r , / ir P r, T nl nml 

My informant flddii , ,,rhw V!lIu;Ul1 '- («•««• ami luixmr.” 

y miormant adds, as a curious instance ol conservative tendency 
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In the office of the Weekly Messenger, 1 tmv one day a 
person who looked the epitome of squalid authorship. He 
was wretchedly dressed and dirty; and the rain, as he. took 
his hat off, came away from it as from a spout This was a 
man of the name of Badini, who had been poet at the Opera, 
and was then editor of the Messenger, lie, was afterwards 
sent out of the country under the Alien Act, and beeame 
reader of the English papers to Bonaparte. His intimacy 
with some of the first families in the country, among whom 
he had been a teacher, is supposed to have been of use tu the 
French Government. He wrote a good idiomatic English 
style, and was a man of abilities. I had never before seen a 
poor author , such as are described in books; and the spectacle 
of the reality startled me. Like most authors, however, who 
are at once very poor and very clever, his poverty was Ids 
own fault. When he received any money lie disappeared, 
and was understood to spend it in alehouses. We heard that 
in Paris he kept his carriage. I have since met with authors 
of the same squalid description; hut they were destitute of 
ability, and had no more right to profess literature as a trade 
than alchemy. It is from these that the common notions 
about the poverty of the tribe are taken. One of them, pour 
fellow! might have cut a figure in Smollett. He was a 
proper ideal author, in rusty black, out at elbows, thin and 
pale. He brought me an ode about an eagle; fm* which the 
publisher of a magazine, he said, had had “ the inhumanity" 
to offer him half-a-crown. Ilis necessity for money he did 
not deny; but his great anxiety was to know whether, no a 
poetical composition, his ode was not worth more. u Is that 
poetry, sir?” cried he: a that’s what I want to know in 
that poetry?” rising from his chair, mid staring and ti codding 
in all the agony of contested excellence. 

My brother John, at the beginning of the year 1805, wf. 

on small points, that Messrs. Rivington having gat m far us three 
sheets, on a work of a late Bishop of Durham, in which the new plan 
was adopted, the Bishop sent back the sheets, in order to have the 
old letter restored, which compelled the booksellers to get a new 
supply from the type-foundry, the fount containing the venerable / 
having been thrown away, 

Mr. Bicknell also informs me, that when Bell set up his news¬ 
paper, the WcMj MamcMjv.r (which had a wood-cut at the tap at' it, 
of a newsman blowing bis horn), he is said to have gone to a nmunir 
rade in the newsman’s character, and distributed prospectus to the 
company. 
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tip a paper, called the AVnv?, and I went to live with him * 
Brydges Street, and write the theatricals in it, 111 

[Between quitting tin* lllttemif School, and the establish 
ment of the Leigh Hunt had Imm for some time in nT 

law office of Ids brother Stephmu] 6 

It was the custom at that time tor editors of papers to be 
intimate with actors and dramatists. They wens often pro 
prietors, as well as editors; anti, in that ease, it was not 
expected that they should escape the usual intercourse or 
wish to do so. It was thought a leather in the cap of a n 
parties; and with their leather# they tickled one another 
The newspaper man had conset|Ueneo m the green-man and 
plenty of tickets tor his friends; and he dim*! at amusing 
tables. The dramatist secured a gm *d-natmvd critique in his 
journal, sometimes got it written himself; or, according to 
Mr. Reynolds, was even him^elt the author of it. The actor 
if he was of any evidence, stood upon the same ground of 
reciprocity; and not to know a pretty actress would have 
been a want of the knowing in general. Upon new performers 
and upon writers not yet introduced, a journalist was more 
impartial; and sometimes, where the proprietor was in one 
interest more than another, or tor some pemmal reason grew 
offended with an actor, or wet of actors, a criticism would 
occasionally be hostile, and even severe. An editor too 
would now and then suggest to hia employer the policy 0 f 
exercising a freer authority, anti obtain mthmnee enough with 
ium to allow symptoms of if. I belief Beils editor, who 
was more clever, was also mere impartial than most critics’ 
n°o gIl /Y the * )uhILsher HrM*h rkmtiY, and patron of the 
iJeua 0 rumtnS) must have been hautpml with literary Inti¬ 
macies. The beat chance fi»r an edimr, win* v* idled to have any- 
tnmg like an opinion of his own, was the in a team nee of a rival 
newspaper with a strong theatrical eonneetiom Influence 
was Imre threatened with diminution. It was to he held up 
cm other grounds; mid the critic wan j^rmined to find out 

£3.1 fii&r ... “ * th ” 

j! ld P icnt y of ( f ktit * "•«**•**, however, the system of 
hW .f; ,,^. was a " <.f amenities over th,- tlinner- 

taWe, a flattery of jww ,« Urn «> m . *1,1,*, at.,! puns < m the 

was a ^r'ft W * Ut 1 '? took for a mtiowm <« a play 

SixiaT?X a , UP «f li 

ixmrsaay s salmon ami lobstcr-sauce. Th,.* custom was, to 
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write as short and as favourable a paragraph on the new 
piece as could be; to say that Bannister was “ excellent and 
Mrs. Jordan «charming;” to notice the “crowded bouse or 
invent it, if necessary; and to conclude by observing that 
“the whole went off with delate For the rest, xt was a 
critical religion in those times to admire Mr. Kemble: and at 
the period in question Master Betty had appeared, and been 
hugged to the hearts of the town as the young Koacius, 

We saw that independence in theatrical criticism would be 
a great novelty. We announced it, and nobody believed us; 
we stuck to it, and the town believed everything we said. 
The proprietors of the News, of whom I knew so little that 1 
cannot recollect with certainty any one of them, very hand¬ 
somely left me to myself. My retired ami scholastic habits 
kept me so; and the pride of success confirmed my inde¬ 
pendence with regard to others. 1 was then in my twentieth 
year, an early age at that time for a writer. Ihe usual 
exaggeration of report made me younger than I was : and 
after being a “young Koscius” political, 1 was now looked 
upon as one critical. To know an actor personally appeared 
to me a vice not to be thought of; and 1 would as iiet have 
taken poison as accepted a ticket from the. theatres. 

Good God! To think of the grand opinion I had of 
myself in those days, and what little reason I had for it l 
Not to accept the tickets was very proper, considering that 1 
bestowed more blame than praise. There was also more 
good-nature than I supposed in not allowing my so If to know 
any actors; but the vanity of my position had greater weight 
with me than anything else, and I must have proved it to 
discerning eyes by the small quantity of information t 
brought to my task, and the ostentation with which l pro¬ 
duced it. I knew almost as little of the drama us the young 
Boscius himself. Luckily, I had the advantage of him in 
knowing how unfit he was for his uflioe; ami, probably, lot 
thought me as much so, though he could not have argued 
upon it; for I was in the minority respecting his merits, and 
the balance was then trembling on the beam; the I 

believe, hastened the settlement of the question, 1 wish with 
all my heart we had let him alone., and he had got a little 
more money. However, he obtained enough to create him 
a provision for life. His position, which ap|H*ared m brilliant 
at first, had a remarkable cruelty in it. Most men begin life 
with struggles, and have their vanity suflieieutiy knocked 
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thf mure uclmmc, Mr. Hetty hud hi< Mi-ar fir^ ~YT? 
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with a new am! extraordinary fdieity added t„ t|„. n y’ 
enjoyment-* of his ai;e; ami he lived'to .tee ij rn, m li| v , lKU 
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W«*re mistaken. Ifm, he i I ht- er.iiti.ttT |uTsutt still, antUm 

much rts'lit t,( out* iv ijtvf thr hi-; ... m | H , • , s 

t hu-ed ell all Sian.it to detene it ter ItM amiai.lene.it. J 
mi anecdote nt linn te !<eth onrstt*-n-1, whieli exhibits 

mrrewttde li,ht. ha Sr e„e I he at a ly 

when- Mr. la-tty »;n pic.-t;!; ami m eomitr.’ away w i,/ 
they were all fitttin •. .•« th-ir treat „ the critic ,l wt i 
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iie inery !" ' lmmni M 

! was t'ii’ht ... Ma .ter Jt tty, and 1 ,rn .ieirv ti.r it; thmiim 

the t..w a w;u m taair, m-t he. i thud. 1 wa,i rh r |,t also nhmt 
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re,.re ; ved. ;ei w.mdue lb- w.n ... im . )at ., (1 t( , 

hm -ace; li„,u f„ ibd, .,i.d hi,, „|, dliew much 

•I lie 2 *,la..e 'H- him. He made a m a al.etit tutie.i; VVM 
ii«tie\ihte nit a I*il.u,tie lea lin,,; i„ ahorf, w‘.n rather a 
teacher ,<t efomtam th.m an ir! ,s ; and set a ,-,anl teacher. 
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scholastic, and lie made the town partake of it; hut if was all 
on the surface—a hollow trophy: and I am persuaded, that 
he had no idea in his head but of a stage Homan, ami tin* dig¬ 
nity he added to his profession. 

But if I was right about Kemble, whose admirers l plagued 
enough, I was not equally so about; the living dmmati.sta, 
whom I plagued more- L laid all the dotirieueiea ot tin* 
modern drama to their account, and treated them like a 
parcel of mischievous boys, of whom l was the schoolman!***’ 
and whipper-in. I forgot that it was l who was tin* boy, 
and that they knew' twenty limes more of the world than l 
did. Not that 1 mean to say their comedies were excellent, 
or that my commonplaces about the superior merits of Tun 
greve and Sheridan were not well founded; hut. there was 
more talent in their u five-act faree ” than I supposed; and I 
mistook, in a great measure, the defect of tlu* age its dearth 
of dramatic character—for that of tho writers who wore to 
draw upon it. It is true, a great wit, by a laborious process, 
and the help of his acquirements, might ext met a play ti r 
two from it, as was Sheridan's own ease; but there waa a 
great deal of imitation even in Sheridan, and he was fain f« 
help himself to a little originality out of the characters of hi* 
less formalized countrymen, his own included. 

It is remarkable, that the three most amusing draniafrifn 
of the last age, Sheridan, (ioldsmith, and < l *KerjJ\ wmv a:! 
Irishmen, and all had characters <>f their own. Sm-nd.t::, 
after all, was Swift’s Sheridan eome to Ulb again in tie- p* ; -a 
of his grandson, with the oratory of Thomas Sheridan, the 
father, superadded and brought to bear. <toldsudth, a! a 
disadvantage in his breeding;, but full nf addivn; whh Id ; p*m. 
drew upon his own absurdities anti mistaken, and tilled Ini 
dramas with ludicrous perplexity, O’Keefe was all for whim 
and impulse, but not without a good deal of eousrieurej and* 
accordingly, in Ids plays we have a sort of young and fur,fond 
taste of life in the very midst of its Hophinfieatmiru Atiinuil 
spirits, quips and cranks, credulity, and good intention, are 
triumphant throughout ami make a delirious mixture. It i t 
a great credit to O’Keefe, that he ran sometimes close upon the 
borders of the sentimental drama, and did it not only with im¬ 
punity but advantage; but sprighfcliness and sincerity enable 
a man to do everything with advantage. 

It was a pity that as much could not lie mid of Mr. (hi- 
man, who, after taking more licence in Ids writings than 
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anybody, became a licenser ex officio , and seemed inclined to 
license nothing but cant. When this writer got into the 
sentimental, he made a sad business of it, for he had no faith 
in sentiment. He mouthed and overdid it, as a man does 
when he is telling a lie. At a farce he was admirable : 
and he remained so to the last, whether writing or 
licensing. 

Morton seemed to take a colour from the writers all 
round him, especially from O’Keefe and the sentimentalists. 
His sentiment was more in earnest than Colman’s, yet, some¬ 
how, not happy either. There was a gloom in it, and a 
smack of the Old Bailey. It was best when he put it in a 
shape of humour, as in the paternal and inextinguishable 
tailorism of Old Rapid, in a Cure for the Heart-Ache . Young 
Rapid, who complains that his father u sleeps so slow,” is also 
a pleasant fellow, and worthy of O’Keefe. He is one of the 
numerous crop that sprang up from Wild Oats , but not in so 
natural a soil. 

The character of the modern drama at that time was sin¬ 
gularly commercial: nothing but gentlemen in distress, and 
hard landlords, and generous interferers, and fathers who got 
a great deal of money, and sons who spent it. I remember 
one play in particular, in which the whole wit ran upon 
prices, bonds, and post-obits. You might know what the 
pit thought of their pound-notes by the ostentatious indif¬ 
ference with which the heroes of the pieces gave them away, 
and the admiration and pretended approval with which the 
spectators observed it. To make a present of a hundred 
pounds was as if a man had uprooted and given away an 
Egyptian pyramid. 

Mr. Reynolds was not behindhand with his brother drama¬ 
tists in drawing upon the taste of the day for gains and dis¬ 
tresses. It appears by his Memoirs that he had too much 
reason for so doing. He was, perhaps, the least ambitious, 
and the least vain (whatever charges to the contrary his 
animal spirits might have brought on him) of all the writers 
of that period. In coinplexional vivacity he certainly did not 
yield to any of them ; his comedies, if they were fugitive, 
were genuine representations of fugitive manners, and went 
merrily to their death; and there is one of them, the Dra¬ 
matist, founded upon something more lasting, which promises 
to remain in the collections, and deserves it: which is not 
ft little to say of any writer. I never wish for a heartier 
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laugh, than I hare enjoyed, since I grew wiser, not only in 
Seeing, but in reading the vagaries of his dramatic hero, and 
his mystifications of “ Old Scratch.” When I read the good- 
humoured Memoirs of this writer the other day, I felt quite 
ashamed of the ignorant and boyish way in which I used to 
ait in judgment upon his faults, without being aware of what 
Was good in him; and my repentance was increased by the 
>ery proper manner in which he speaks of his critics, neither 
denying the truth of their charges in letter, nor admitting 
them altogether in spirit; in fact, showing that he knew very 
Well what he was about, and that they, whatsoever they fancied 
to the contrary, did not. 

Mr. Reynolds, agreeably to his sense and good-humour F 
hever said a word to his critics at the time. Mr. Thomas 
Dibdin, not quite so wise, wrote me a letter, which Incledon, 
X am told, remonstrated with him for sending, saying, it would 

do him no good with the “d-d boy.” And he was right. 

I published it, with an answer, and only thought that I made 
dramatists “ come bow to me.” Mr. Colman attacked me in 
a prologue, which, by a curious chance, Fawcett spoke right 
•in my teeth, the box I sat in happening to be directly oppo¬ 
site him. I laughed at the prologue; and only looked upon 
Mr. Colman as a great monkey pelting me with nuts, which 
X ate. Attacks of this kind were little calculated to obtain 
then end with a youth who persuaded himself that he wrote 
for nothing but the public good ; who mistook the impression 
which anybody of moderate talents can make with a news¬ 
paper, for. the result of something peculiarly his own; and 
who had just enough scholarship to despise the want of it 
in others. I do not pretend to think that the criticisms in 
the News had no merit at all. They showed an acquaintance 
with the style of Voltaire, Johnson, and others; were not 
Unagreeably sprinkled with quotation; and, above all, were 
written with more care and attention than was customary 
with newspapers at that time. The pains I took to round 
a period with nothing in it, or to invent a simile that should 
appear offhand, would have done honour to better stuff. 

A portion of these criticisms subsequently formed the 
appendix of an original volume on the same subject, entitled 
Critical Essays on the Performers of the London Theatres 
[1807]. I have the book now before me; and if I thought it 
had a chance of survival I should regret and qualify a good 
deal of uninformed judgment in it respecting the art of acting, 
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whu-ti, with much inconsistent. recommendation to the con 
trary, jt Utt* otten confounded with a literal, instead of 
1 M * Rl uatmv. I particularly erred with Aspect 

t« ' .'medians like Mumlen, whose superabundance of humour 
and expression 1 confounded with three and buffoonery 
i buries Lamb taught me better. ery ‘ 

Then- was a good ileal of truth, however, mixed up with 
hose mistakes. One ot the things on which I was always 
(wiping was Kembles vicious pronunciation. Kemble had^a 
smattering ot learning, and a groat deal of obstinacy. He 
was a reader ot old hooks; and having discovered that pro¬ 
nunciation had not always been what it was, and that in one 
or two instances the older was metrically better than the 
new fas m the ease of the word ui'/e .v, which was originally 
a dwsj liablehe took mam him to reform it in a 
variety ot eases where propriety was as much against him m 
eustom, _ lints the vowel « in the word “merchant,” in de¬ 
tainee ot its Latin etymology, he insisted upon pronouncing 
iiecr. mg to Us trench derivative, murrhmt “Innocent" 
he ''.died iniiHt'int; “conscience" (in defiance even of his 
tnend rhaueer), rem./u'«c»:; “ virtue," in proper slip-slop 
**lieive"/H,“ beard," bird; “thy,” m (because 
w*-genorah^v call “ my,' /«?); and “odious,” “hideous,’’and 
* htviitiK* njivs, hijjusy anti in'rfijjm* 

Xor mnv titter all* Tim following hunter, in the shape of 
list »i»«gtiiitrj hit nf tmiivoraatiou In hvtvn nu oflieer and his 
Irhittf, w;w» literally, in* earknitnrr i.•« 

, **' ikt * iMjauin! Imwdtnt? (*) Thi* iif»£ttnirmstv would In? much 
itu|ir^v«*»l by a little snore attention to ihr t 3 ) (w$L 

it X\ by, *^ii 1 think : Umrc’yt m» (■*} wntimint in a bird. But then 
it jirrvrj to diHttm:ui*ih a mdilier, mi i there hi m doubt much military 
<*J iwrhut in looking f/ 4 ) futfuL J 

J, Hut the yteU, Jsu*k* the fftrh! Why, thr mouth U enough to 
bauisli ki^nif? from the C) tsuth (*) ® 

‘7 m, “ r, .y- tM ,, ‘ 1 V r « , » r t Zmmds, hut the shopkeepers 
ai»4 the t“J rntMutnU will get the tauter of us with the dear souls 1 

Itattrvrr, in it ti mm ngaium military law to have a tender coun- 
iirnl m swim bin fa, I thunk heaven, tire of a tolerable 
l ifinut maki* a mrrfmt* of twi%muy; and as I can’t look 

bit tin* Jove of my §drI t I inu.it tfm Urnk (**) kijim for the love of 
my ommiry, M 

V) ih>; {*1 Nmi4; i 3 i i<*ntim«-nt s (*) virtue; (*} fmrful; (*) earth* 

( ) cnruallv ; C) me rev j (»j merchant* •, ( w ) tpialUy (with tho a at 
in vmtrntlMy)} (.“> hideout. 












145 


CHAPTER VXIL 
SOTFBJaiKQ* AND EBFMOTION. 

But the gay and confident spirit in which I hc^iii this 
critical career received a cheek, of which none of my friend i 
suspected the anguish, and very few wore told. I fell into n 
melancholy state of mind, pro<lueed hy ill-health. 

I thought it was owing to living too wo!I; and as I had 
great faith in temperance, 1 wont to tin* reverse extreme; not 
considering that temperance implies moderation in selbdetiktl 
as well as in self-indulgence. The consequence was a norvoiM 
condition, amounting to hypochondria, which lasted no* M-\rr.d 
months. I experienced it twice afterwards, each time More 
painfully than before, and fo* a much longer perns! ; bill I 
have never had it since; and I am of opinion that I need nut 
have had it at all had 1 gone at mice to a physician, and not 
repeated the mistake of being over abstinent. 

I mention the whole circumstance for the benefit of others 
The first attack came on me with palpitations of the heart. 
These I got rid of by horseback. 1 forget what symptom* 
attended the approach of the second, 'fisc third was pro 
duced by sitting out of doors too early in the sprung I 
attempted to outstarve them all, but eprephmdy fuhd. In 
one instance, 1 took wholly to a vegetable dirt, w Inch nude 
me so weak and giddy, that I was form! to catch hold of 
rails in the streets to hinder myself from falling, In air glen', 

I confined myself for some weeks to a milk diet, whom dot 
nothing but jaundice my complexion. In the third, I n >4* n 
modicum of meat, one glass of wine, no milk ovvpt m tea, 
and no vegetables at all; but though I did not t) fitb«r quite »**< 
much mental distress from this regimen as from the unit, t 
suffered more than from the vegetables, and for a much 
longer period than with either. To be I cMitmtird »t 
longer; and, perhaps, it gave me greater power* of rn 
durance; but for upwards of four years, without *u?e«mn mm, 
and above six years in all, I underwent a burden of is hVd 
ness, which I afterwards felt convinced f nerd m t have rn - 
dured for as many weeks, perhaps not ns mnuv duvg hat I 
not absurdly taken to the extreme 1 npoke of in* the ih ^ 
instance, and then as absurdly persists! in i4erlbng no nd%§- r, 
partly from fear of hearing worse tilings foretold too, m A 
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partly from a hope of wearing out the calamity by patience. 
At no time did my friends guess to what amount I suffered. 
They saw that my health was bad enough, and they condoled 
with me accordingly; but cheerful habits enabled me to retain 
an air of cheerfulness, except when I was alone; and I never 
spoke of it but once, which was to my friend Mitchell, whom 
I guessed to have undergone something of the kind. 

And what was it that I suffered? and on what account? 
On no account. On none whatsoever, except my ridiculous 
super-abstinence, and my equally ridiculous avoidance of 
speaking about it. The very fact of having no cause what¬ 
soever, was the thing that; most frightened me, I thought 
that if I had but a cause, the cause might have been removed 
or palliated; but to be haunted by a ghost which was not 
mm ghostly, which was something I never saw, or could even 
imagine, this, I thought, was the most terrible thing that 
could befall me, I could see no end to the persecutions of an 
enemy, who was neither visible nor even existing! 

Causes for suffering, however, came. Not, indeed, the 
worst, for I was neither culpable nor superstitious. I had 
wronged nobody ; and I now felt, the inestimable benefit of 
having bad cheerful opinions given me in religion. But I 
plagued myself with things winch are the pastimes of better 
states of health, and the pursuits of philosophers. I mooted 
with myself every point; of metaphysics that could get into 
a head into which they had never been put. 1 made a cause 
of causes for anxiety, by inquiring into causation, and outdid 
the Yicar of Wakefield’s Moses, in being my own Kaneho- 
niathan and Berosus on the subject of the cosmogony! I 
jest about it now; but oh! what jain was it to me then! 
and what pangs of biliary will and impossibility I underwent 
in the endeavour to solve these riddles of the universe 1 I felt, 
long before I knew Mir. Wordsworth’s poetry,— 

u the burthen and the mystery 
Of all this unintelligible world.” 

I reverence the mystery still, hut I no longer feel the burden, 
because for these five-and-tliirty years 1 have known how to 
adjust my shoulders to it by taking care of my health. I 
should rather say because healthy shoulders have* no such 
burden to carry. The elements of existence, like the air 
which we breathe, and which would otherwise crush xis, are 
bo nicely proportioned to one another within and around them,, 
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that we are unconsciously sustained by them, not thoughtfully 
oppressed. 

One great benefit, however, resulted to me from this suffer¬ 
ing. It gave me an amount of reflection, such as in all pro¬ 
bability I never should have had without it; and if readers 
have derived any good from the graver portion of my writings, 
I attribute it to this experience of evil. It taught me patience; 
it taught me charity (however imperfectly I may have exer¬ 
cised either); it taught me charity even towards myself; it 
taught me the worth of little pleasures, as well as the dignity 
and utility of great pains; it taught me that evil itself con¬ 
tained good; nay, it taught me to doubt whether any such 
thing as evil, considered in itself, existed; whether tilings 
altogether, as far as our planet knows them, could have been 
so good without it; whether the desire, nevertheless, which 
nature has implanted in us for its destruction, be not the signal 
and the means to that end; and whether its destruction, finally, 
will not prove its existence, in the meantime, to have been 
necessary to the very bliss that supersedes it 

I have been thus circumstantial respecting this illness, or 
series of illnesses, in the hope, that such readers as have not 
had experience or reflection enough of their own to dispense 
with the lesson, may draw the following conclusions from suf¬ 
ferings of all kinds, if they happen to need it 

First,—That however any suffering may seem to bo. puroly 
mental, body alone may occasion it; which was undoubtedly 
the case in my instance. 

Second,—That as human beings do not originate their own 
bodies or minds, and as yet very imperfectly know how to 
manage them, they have a right to all the aid or comfort they 
can procure, under any sufferings whatsoever. 

Third,—That whether it be the mind or body that is ailing, 
or both, they may save themselves a world of perplexity and 
of illness by going at once to a physician. 

Fourth, That till they do so, or in case they are unable 
to do it, a recourse to the first principles of health is their only 
wise proceeding; by which principles I understand air and 
exercise, bathing, amusements, and whatsoever else tends to 
enliven and purify the blood. 

Fifth,—That the blackest day may have a bright morrow; 
for my last and worst illness suddenly left me, probably in 
consequence of the removal, though unconsciously, of some 
•eternal obstruction; and it is now for the long period above 
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mentioned tliat I have not had the slightest return of it, though 
I have had many anxieties to endure, and a great deal of sick¬ 
ness. 

Sixth,—That the far greater portion of a life thus tried may 
nevertheless be remarkable for cheerfulness ; which has been 
the case with my own. 

Seventh,—That the value of cheerful opinions is inestim¬ 
able; that they will retain a sort of heaven round a man, when 
everything else might fail him; and that, consequently, they 
ought to be religiously inculcated in children. 

Eighth and last,—That evil itself has its bright, or at any 
rate its redeeming, side; probably is but the fugitive requisite 
of some everlasting good; and assuredly, in the meantime, 
and in a thousand obvious instances, is the admonisher, the 
producer, the increaser, nay, the very adorner and splendid 
investitor of good; it is the pain that prevents a worse, the 
storm that diffuses health, the plague that enlarges cities, the 
fatigue that sweetens sleep, the discord that enriches harmonies, 
the calamity that tests affections, the victory and the crown of 
patience, the enrapturer of the embraces of joy. 

I was reminded of the circumstance which gave rise to these 
reflections, by the mention of the friend of whom I spoke last, 
and another brother of whom I went to see during my first 
illness. He was a young and amiable artist, residing at 
Gainsborough in Lincolnshire. He had no conception of what 
I suffered ; and one of his modes of entertaining me was his 
taking me to a friend of his, a surgeon, to see his anatomical 
preparations, and delight my hypochondriacal eyes with grin- 
nings of skulls and delicacies of injected hearts. I have no 
more horror now, on reflection, of those frameworks and ma¬ 
chineries of the beautiful body in which we live, than I have of 
the jacks and wires of a harpsichord. The first sight revolts 
us simply because life dislikes death, and the human being is 
jarred out of a sense of its integrity by these bits and scraps 
of the material portion of it. But I know it is no more me, than 
it is the feeling which revolts from it, or than the harpsichord 
itself is the music that Haydn or Beethoven put into it. In¬ 
deed, I did not think otherwise at the time, with the healthier 
part of me ; nor did this healthier part ever forsake me, I 
always attributed what I felt to bodily ailment, and talked as 
reasonably, and for the most part as cheerfully, with my 
friends as usual, nor did I ever once gainsay the cheerfulness 
and hopefulness of my opinions. But I could not look com- 
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fortably on the bones and the skulls nevertheless, though I 
made a point of sustaining the exhibition. I bore any tiling 
that came, in order that I might be overborne by nothing; 
and I found this practice of patience very useful. I also took 
part in every diversion, and went into as many different places 
and new scenes as possible; which reminds me that I once 
rode with my Lincolnshire friend from Gainsborough to Don¬ 
caster, and that he and I, sick and serious as I was, or rather 
because I was sick and serious (for such extremes meet, and 
melancholy has a good-natured sister in mirth), made, in the 
course of our journey, a hundred and fitly rhymes on the 
word “philosopher.” We stopped at that number, only be¬ 
cause we had come to our journey’s end. I shall not apologize 
to the reader for mentioning this boy’s play, because I take 
every reader who feels an interest, in this book to be a bit of 
a philosopher himself, and therefore prepared to know that 
boy’s play and man’s play are much oflcner identical than 
people suppose, especially when the Ik‘ art. has need of the 
pastime. I need not remind him of the sago, who while play¬ 
ing with a parcel of schoolboys suddenly stopped at the ap¬ 
proach of a solemn personage, and said, u We must leave off, 
boys, at present, for here’s a fool coming.” 

The number of rhymes might be a little more surprising ; 
but the wonder will cease when the reader considers that thoy 
must have been doggerel, and that there is no end to tin*, 
forms in which rhymes can not. afffrum now given points ; as, 
go so far, throw so far; nose of "her, beaux of her; fuss of her, 
cross of her, &c. 

Spirits of Swift; and Butler! come to my aid, if any chanre 
reader, not of our right reading fashion, happen to light upon 
this passage, and he inclined to throw down the book. Dome 
to his aid ; for he. does not know what. he. is going to do p ~ 
how many illustrious jingles Ik* is about to vituperate! 

The surgeon I speak of was good enough cate day to take 
me with him round the country, to visit his patients, I was 
startled in a respectable farmhouse to hear language openly 
talked in a mixed party of males end fannies, of a kind that 
seldom courts publicity, and that would have struck with 
astonishment an eulogizor of pastoral innocence, Vet nohodv 
seemed surprised at; it; nor did it bring a blush on the* cheek 
of a very nice, modest-looking girl. Sim only smiled, and 
seemed to think it was the man’s way. Probably it was no* 
thing more than the language which was spoken in the that 
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circles in times of old, and which thus survived among the 
peasantry, just as we find them retaining words that have 
grown obsolete in cities. The guilt and innocence of manners 
very much depend on conventional agreement; that is to say, 
on what is thought of them with respect to practice, and to the 
harm or otherwise which they are actually found to produce. 
The very dress which would be shameless in one age or coun- 
try, is respectable in another; but in neither case is it a moral 
test. When the shame goes in one respect, it by no means 
comes in another; otherwise all Turks would be saints, and 
all Europeans sinners. The minds of the people in the Lin¬ 
colnshire farmhouse were “naked and not ashamed.” It 
must be owned, however, that there was an amount of con¬ 
sciousness about them, which savoured more of a pagan than 
a paradisaical state of innocence. 

One of this gentleman’s patients was very amusing. He 
was a pompous old gentleman-farmer, cultivating his gout on 
two chairs, and laying down the law on the state of the nation. 
Lord Eldon he called “ my Lord Elgin ” (Elgin); and he showed 
us what an ignorant man this chancellor was, and what a 
dreadful thing such want of knowledge was for the country. 
The proof of his own fitness for setting things right was thus 
given by his making three mistakes in one word. He took 
Lord Eldon for Lord Elgin ; he took Lord Elgin for the chan¬ 
cellor ; and he pronounced his lordship’s name with a soft g 
instead of a hard one. His medical friend was of course not 
bound to cure his spelling as well as his gout; so we left him 
in the fall-blown satisfaction of having struck awe on the 
Londoner. 

Dr. Young talks of— 

“ That hideous sight—a naked human heart i” 

a fit to have been written by a human being. The 

sight of the physical heart, it must be owned, was trying 
enough to sick eyes; that of the Doctor's moral heart, accord¬ 
ing to himself, would have been far worse. I don’t believe 
it. I don t believe he had a right thus to calumniate it, much 
less that of his neighbour, and of the whole human race. 

I saw a worse sight than the heart, in a journey which X 
took into a neighbouring country. It was an infant, all over 
sores, and cased in steel—the result of the irregularities of its 
father; and I confess that I would rather have seen the heart 
of the very father of that child, than I would the child him-, 
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self. I am sure it must have bled at the sight. I am sure 
there would have been a feeling of some sort to vindicate 
nature, granting that up to that moment the man had been a 
fool or even a scoundrel. Sullenness itself would have been 
some amends ; some sort of confession and regret. As to the 
poor child, let us trust that the horrible spectacle prevented 
more such; that he was a martyr, dying soon, and going 
to some heaven where little souls are gathered into com¬ 
fort. I never beheld such a sight, before or since, except in 
one of the pictures of Hogarth, in his Bake's Progress ; and I 
sadden this page with the recollection, for the same reason 
that induced him to paint it. 

I have mentioned that I got rid of a palpitation of the 
heart, which accompanied my first visitation of hypochondria, 
by riding on horseback. The palpitation was so strong and 
incessant, that I was forced, for some nights, to sleep in a 
reclining posture, and I expected sudden death; but wln*n I 
began the horseback, I soon found that the more I rode, and 
(I used to think) the harder I rode, the less the palpitation 
became. Galloping one day up a sloping piece of ground, 
the horse suddenly came to a stand, by a chalk-pit, and l was 
agreeably surprised to find myself not only impreeipitated 
over his head (for though a decent, I was not a skilful rider), 
but in a state of singular calmness and self-possession—a 
right proper masculine state of nerves. I mbrht have dis¬ 
covered, as I did afterwards, what it was that so calmed and 
strengthened me. I was of a temperament; of body in which 
the pores were not easily opened; and the freer they were 
kept, the better I was ; but it took me a long time to discover 
that in order to be put into a shite of vigour as well as com¬ 
posure, I required either vigorous exercise or some strong 
moral excitement connected with the sense of action, Un¬ 
fortunately, I had a tendency to extremes in self-treatment. 
At one time I thought to cure myself by cold-water baths, in 
which I persevered through a winter season; and, subse¬ 
quently, I hurt myself by hot baths. Late, hours at night 
were not mended by lying in bed of a morning; nor incessant 
reading and writing, by weeks in which I did little but stroll 
and visit. It is true, I can hardly be said to have ever been 
without a book; for if not in my hand, it was at my side, 
or in my pocket; but what I needed was ordinary, regular 
habits, accompanied with a more than ordinary amount 
pi exercise. 1 was never either so happy or so tranquil, as 
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when I was in a state the most active. I could very well 
understand the character of an unknown individual, described 
in the prose works of Ben Jonson, who would sit writing day 
and night till he fainted, and then so entirely give himself up 
to diversion, that people despaired of getting him to work 
again. But I sympathized still more with one of the Rucellai 
family, who was so devoted tc a sedentary life, that he could 
not endure the thought of being taken from it; till being 
forced, in a manner, to accept a diplomatic mission, he became 
as vehement for a life of action as he had before been absorbed 
in indolence, and was never satisfied till he was driving every¬ 
thing before him, and spinning, with his chariot-wheels, from 
one court to another. If I had not a reverence, indeed, for 
whatever has taken place in the ordinance of things, great 
and small, I should often have fancied that some such business 
of diplomacy would have been my proper vocation; for I 
delight in imagining conferences upon points that are to be 
carried, or scenes in which thrones are looked upon, and 
national compliments are to be conveyed; and I am sure 
that a great deal of action would have kept me in the finest 
health. Whatever dries up the surface of my body, inti¬ 
midates me; but when the reverse has been effected by any¬ 
thing except the warm bath, fear has forsaken me, and my 
spirit has felt as broad and healthy as my shoulders. 

I did not discover this particular cause of healthy sensation 
till long after my recovery. I attributed it entirely to exer¬ 
cise in general; but by exercise, at all events (and I mention 
the whole circumstance for the benefit of the nervous), health 
was restored to me; and I maintained it as long as I per¬ 
severed in the means. 

Not long after convalescence, the good that had been done 
me was put further to the test. Some friends, among whom 
were two of my brothers and myself, had a day’s boating 
up the Thames. We were very merry and jovial, and not 
prepared to think any obstacle, in the way of our satisfaction, 
possible. On a sudden w r e perceive a line stretched across 
the river by some fishermen. We call out to them to lower, 
or take it away. They say they will not. One of us holds 
up a knife, and proclaims his intention to cut it. The fisher¬ 
men defy the knife. Forward goes the knife with the boat, 
and cuts the line in the most beautiful manner conceivable. 
The two halves of the line rushed asunder. 

“ Off,” cry the fishermen to one another, “ and duck ’em,” 
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They push out their boat. Their wives (I forget whence 
they issued) appear on the bank, echoing the cry of “ Duck 
’em!” We halt on our oars, and are come up with, the 
fishermen looking as savage as wild islanders, and swearing 
might and main. My brother and myself, not to let us all be 
run down (for the fishermen’s boat was much larger than 
ours, and we had ladies with us, who were terrified) told the 
enemy we would come among them. We did so, going from 
our boat into theirs. 

The determination to duck us now became manifest enough, 
and the fishermen’s wives (cruel with their husbands’ lust 
fishing) seemed equally determined not to let the intention 
remit. They screamed and yelled like so many furies. The 
fishermen seized my brother John, whom they took for the 
cutter of the line, and would have instantly effected their 
purpose, had he not boon clasped round the waist by my 
brother Robert, who kept him tight; down in a comer of tbe¬ 
hold. A violent struggle ensued, during which a ruffianly 
fellow aiming a blow at my brother John’s fact 1 , whose arms 
were pinioned, I had the good luck to intercept it. Moan- 
while the wives of the boaters were screaming as well as the 
wives of the fishermen; and it was asked our antagonists, 
whether it was befitting brave men to frighten women out of 
their senses. 

The fury seemed to relax a little at this. The word u pay¬ 
ment ” was mentioned, which seemed to relax it more; but 
it was still divided between threat and demand, when, in the 
midst of a fresh outbreak of the first resolution, beautiful 
evidence was furnished of the magical effects of the word 
“ law.” 

Luckily for our friends and ourselves (for the enemy had 
the advantage of us, both in strength and numbers), the 
owner of the boat, it seems, bad lately been worsted in f,onm 
action of trespass, probably of the very nature, of wlmt they 
had been doing with their lima I was then living with my 
brother Stephen, who was in the law. 1 happened to 
dressed in black; and I had gathered from some words winch 
fell from them during their rage, that, what they had been 
about with their fishing-net was in all probability illegal. I 
assumed it to be so. I mentioned the. dreaded word law;" 
my black coat corroborated its impression; and, to our equal 
relief and surprise, we found them on the sudden romerthc*: 
their rage and extortion into an assumption that we meant to 
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settle with, their master, and quietly permitting us to get back 
to our friends. 

Throughout this little rough adventure, which at one time 
threatened very distressing, if not serious consequences, I was 
glad to find that I underwent no apprehensions but such as 
became me. The pain and horror that used to be given me 
at sight- of human, antagonism never entered my head. I felt 
nothing but a flow of brotherhood and determination, and 
returned in fine breathing condition to the oar. I subse¬ 
quently found that all corporate occasions of excitement 
affected me in the same healthy manner. The mere fact of 
being in a crowd when their feelings were strongly moved, 
to whatever purpose, roused all that was strong in me; and 
from the alacrity, and even comfort and joy, into which I was 
warmed by the thought of resistance to whatever wrong 
might demand it, I learned plainly enough what a formid¬ 
able thing a human being might become if he took wrong 
for right, and what reverence was due to the training and 
just treatment of the myriads that compose a nation. 

I was now again in a state of perfect comfort and enjoy¬ 
ment, the gayer for the cloud which had gone, though occa¬ 
sionally looking back on it with gravity, and prepared, alas! 
or rather preparing myself by degrees, to undergo it again in 
^he course of a few years by relapsing into a sedentary life, 
buffer as I might have done, I had not, it seems, suffered 
-enough. However, the time was very delightful while it 
lasted. I thoroughly enjoyed my books, my walks, my cora¬ 
ls 1 .* 31 - 18 ’ my verses; and I had never ceased to be ready to 
~ fail m love with the first tender-hearted damsel that should 
encourage me. Now it was a fair charmer, and now a 
‘ brunette; now a girl who sang, or a girl who danced; now 
r; :| ne ™it was merry, or was melancholy, or seemed to care 

- “? r or f° r everything, or was a good friend, or good 

^ sister, or good daughter. With this last, who completed her 

- corniest by reading verses better than I had ever yet heard, 
*: ultimately became wedded for life; and she reads verses 

" better-than ever to this day, especially some that shall be 
.nameless.* 


ne , ar] y. te 3 n years before the present edition was pub- 

th £ £ e ? de i r xf ^ gone before author revised liis own 
writing, which he left unaltered.] y 


CHAPTER IX. 


THE “EXAMINEE.” 

At the beginning of the year 1808, my brother John and 
myself set up the weekly .paper of the Examiner in joint 
partnership. It was named alter the Examiner of Swift and 
Ids brother Tories. I did not think of their politics. I 
thought only of their wit and fine writing, which, in my 
youthful confidence, I proposed to myself to emulate; and I 
could find no previous political journal equally qualified to be 
its godfather. Even Addison had called his opposition paper 
the Whig Examiner . 

Some years afterwards I had an editorial successor, Mr. 
lonblanque, who had all the wit for which I toiled, without 
making any pretensions to it. He was, indeed, the genuine 
successor, not of me, but of the Swifts and Addisons them¬ 
selves; profuse of wit even beyond them, and superior in 
political knowledge. Yet, if I laboured hard for what was 
so easy to Mr. Fonblanque, I will not pretend to think that 
I did not sometimes find it; and the study of Addison and 
Steele, of Goldsmith and Voltaire, enabled me, when I was 
pleased with my subject, to give it the appearance of ease. 
At other times, especially on serious occasions, I too often got 
into a declamatory vein, full of what I thought fine turns and 
Johnsonian antitheses. The new office of editor conspired 
ivith my success as a critic to turn my head. I wrote, 
-though anonymously, in the first person, as if, in addition to 
my theatrical pretensions, I had suddenly become an oracle 
in politics; the words philosophy, poetry, criticism, states¬ 
manship, nay, even ethics and theology, all took a final tone, 
in my lips. When I remember the virtue as well as know¬ 
ledge which I demanded from everybody whom I had occasion 
“to notice, and how much charity my own juvenile errors 
ought to have considered themselves in need of (however they 
might have been warranted by conventional allowance), I will 
mot say I was a hypocrite in the odious -sense of the word, 
ior it was all done out of a spirit of foppery and “fine 
"writing,” and I never affected any formal virtues in private; 
—but when I consider all the nonsense and extravagance of 
-those assumptions, all the harm they must have done me 
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in <li.'*tvr»in<r owa, nml nil the reasonable amount of resent 
ment which it was prcjiiiring for me with adversaries, I bl lm ], 
to think what a simpleton l was, and how much of the. conse- 
<|uemvs I deserved. It is out of no “ostentation of candour” 
that I make this confession. It is extremely painful to me 
_ Nuilermjr gradually work.nl me out. of a good deal of this 
kind ot egotism I hope that even the present most invohm- 
tanly hook affords evidence that lain pretty well 

nil of it; and I must add* iu my behalf, that, in every other 
r *'T H '[> never, at that time or at any after time, wan 1 other- 
wt««* than an honest man, 1 overrated my claims to public 
attention; Jmt ^ sot mt perhaps with an''good an editorial 
amount ot qualification as most writers no older, I was 
fairly grounded in English history ; I had carefully read 
Ife Loliite and Waekstone; 1 had no mtavtmary view« what¬ 
soever, though I was a proprietor of the journal; and all the 
levity ot my animal spirits, and the foppery of the graver part 
ot mv pretensions, had not destroyed tlmt spirit of martyrdom 
wlneh had been inculcated In me from the cradle* I denied 
myself political as well as theatrical acquaintances; I was 
flit 4 reverse of a speculator upon patronage or employment* 
and I wan prepared, with my excellent brother, to suffer man- 
wily* should the time li»r Buffering arrive. 

The spirit of the criticism on the theatres continued the 
same an it hud been iu the A tars. In politics* from old family 
associations* I soon gut interested as a man* though 1 never 
could h*ve them m a writer. It was against flu* grain that 
l wan encouraged to begin them ; and against, tin* grain I ever 
afterwards mt down to write* except when the subject was 
of a very general description, and I could introduce philosophy 
and the belles left res, J 


I he main objects ot the /f/uwi/ier newspaper were to 
assist in producing Reform iu Parliament, liberality of opinion 
in general {especially freedom from superstition), ami a fusion 
nniterary taste into all subjects whatsoever. It; begun with 
being of no party; but lb form soon gave it one. It dis¬ 
claimed all knowledge of statistics; and the rest of its polities 
were Hither a sentiment, and a matter of general training* 
than founded on any particular political reflection, It pos- 
mmmal the benefit, however* of a good deal of reading* It never 
wanted example4 <mt of history and biography, or a kind 
ol adornment from tin* spirit of literature; and it gradually 
drew to its perusal many intelligent persona of both sexes, 
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who would, perhaps, never have attended to polities under 
other circumstances. 

In the course of its warfare with the Tories, the Examiner 
was charged with Bonapartism, with republicanism, with 
disaffection to Church and State, with conspiracy at the, tables 
of Burdett, and Cobbett, and Henry Hunt. Now, Sir Francis, 
though he was for a long time our hero, we. never exchanged 
a word with; and Cobbett and Henry Hunt (no relation of 
ours) we never beheld;—never so much as saw their laces. 
I was never even at a public dinner; nor do I believe my 
brother was. We had absolutely no views whatsoever but 
those of a decent competence and of the public good; and we 
thought, I dare affirm, a great deal more of the latter than 
of the former. Our competence wc allowed too much to 
shift for itself. Zeal for the public good was a family inheri¬ 
tance ; and this we thought ourselves bound to increase. As 
to myself, what I thought of, more than either, was the 
making of verses. I did nothing for the greater part of the 
week but write verses and read books. I then math* a rush 
at my editorial duties; took a world of superfluous pains in 
the writing ; sat up late at night, and was a very trying 
person to compositors and newsmen, I sometimes have before 
me the ghost of a pale and gouty printer whom l specially 
caused to suffer, and who never complained. I think of him 
and of some needy dramatist, and wish they had been worse 
men. 

The Examiner commenced at the time when Bonaparte was 
at the height of his power. lie had the continent at Ids lout; 
and three of his brothers were on thrones. 

I thought of Bonaparte at; that, time as i haw thought ever 
since; to wit, that he was a great soldier, and little else; that 
he was not a man of the highest order of intellect, much less 
a cosmopolite; that he was a retrospective rather than a 
prospective man, ambitious of old renown instead of new ; 
and would advance the age as far, and no farther, as suited 
his views of personal aggrandizement. Thu Examiner, how¬ 
ever much it differed with the military policy of Bonaparte’s 
antagonists, or however meanly it thought of their under¬ 
standings, never overrated his own, or was one of ids 
partisans, 

• 1 now look upon war as one of the fleeting necessities of 

things in the course of human progress; as an evil (like 
most other evils) to be regarded in relation to some other evil 
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that would have been worse without it, but always to be 

considered as an indication of comparative barbarism_as a 

necessity, the perpetuity of which is not to be assumed— 
or as a half-reasoning mode of adjustment, whether of dis- 
putes or of populations, which mankind, on arriving at years 
ot discretion, and coming to a better understanding with one 
another, may, and must of necessity, do away. It would 
be as ridiculous to associate the idea of war with an earth 
covered with railroads and commerce, as a fight between 
-tlolDom and the Strand, or between people met in sc drawing- 
room. Wars, like all other evils, have not been without 
meir good, they have pioneered human intercourse: have 
thus prepared even for their own eventual abolition: and 
their follies, losses, and horrors have been made the best of 
by adornments and music, and consoled by the eyhihj tjoTi 
o many noble qualities. There is no evil unmixed with, or 
unproductive of, good. It could not, in the nature of things, 
exist. Antagonism itself prevents it. But nature incites us 
to the diminution of evil; and while it is pious to make the 
best of what is inevitable, it is no less so to obey the im- 

otherwlse ^ ^ gimi ^ t0wards thiQ king and maKn g it 

With respect to the charge of republicanism against the 
Examiner it was as ridiculous as the rest. Both Napoleon 
and the Allies did, indeed, so conduct themselves on the high 
roads of empire and royalty, and the British sceptre was 
at. the same time so unfortunately wielded, that kings and 
princes were often treated with less respect in our pages than 

-frf We S eneraI1 y felt, and often expressed, a 
wish to treat them otherwise. The Examiner was always 
, q r ^ otl “® ^inst than the Alfreds and Antoninnses of old. 
Ihe Constitution,” with its King, Lords, and Commons, was 
its incessant watchword. The greatest political change which 
it desired was Keform in Parliament; and it helped to obtain 

VT 1? earnest - As to republics, the United 
States notwithstanding our family relationship, were no 
favourites with us, owing to what appeared to us to be an 
absoiption m the love of money, and to their then want of 

P® T a ,f naf ; lv ® and ornamental; and the excesses of the 
French Kevolution we held in abhorrence. 

course t0 9^°^ and State, the connection was of 

tati^ admirers of the English consti¬ 

tution. We desired, it is true, reform in both, being far 
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greater admirers of Christianity in its primitive than in any 
of its subsequent shapes, and hearty accorders with the dictum 
of the apostle, who said that the “ letter killeth, but the spirit 
giveth life.” Our version of religious faith was ever nearer 
to what M. Lamartine has called the “New Christianity,” 
than to that of Doctors Horsley and Philpotts. But -we 
heartily advocated the mild spirit of religious government, as 
exercised by the Church of England, in opposition to the 
bigoted part of dissent; and in furtherance of this advocacy, 
the first volume of the Examiner contained a series of Essays 
cn the Folly and Danger of Methodism , which were after¬ 
wards collected into a pamphlet. So “ orthodox ” were these 
essays, short of points from which common sense and 
humanity always appeared to us to revolt, and from which 
the deliverance of the Church itself is now, I believe, not 
far off, that in duty to our hope of that deliverance, I after¬ 
wards thought it necessary to guard against the conclusions 
which might have been drawn from them, as to the amount 
of our assent. A church appeared to me then, as it still 
does, an instinctive want in the human family. I never to 
this day pass one, even of a kind the most unreformed, 
without a wish to go into it and join my fellow-creatures 
in their affecting evidence of the necessity of an additional 
tie with Deity and Infinity, with this world and the next. 
But the wish is accompanied with an afflicting regret that 
I cannot recognize it, free from barbarisms derogatory to 
both; and I sigh for some good old country church, finally 
delivered from the corruptions of the Councils, and breathing 
nothing but the peace and love befitting the Sermon on the 
Mount. I believe that a time is coming, when such doctrine, 
and such only, will be preached; and my future grave, in 
a certain beloved and flowery cemetery, seems quieter for the 
consummation. But I anticipate. 

For a short period before and after the setting up of the 
Examiner , I was a clerk in the War Office. The situation 
was given me by Mr. Addington, then prime minister, after¬ 
wards Lord Sidmouth, who knew my father. My sorry stock 
of arithmetic, which I taught myself on purpose, was suffi¬ 
cient for the work which I had to do; but otherwise I made 
a bad clerk; wasting my time and that of others in perpetual 
jesting; going too late to office; and feeling conscious that 
if I did not quit the situation myself, nothing was more 
likely, or would have been more just, than a suggestion to 
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that effect from others. The establishment of the Examiner^ 
and the tone respecting the court and the ministry which 
I soon thought myself bound to adopt, increased the sense 
of the propriety of this measure; and, accordingly, I sent 
in my resignation. Mr. Addington had fortunately ceased 
to be minister before the Examiner was set up; and though 
I had occasion afterwards to differ extremely with the 
measures approved of by him as Lord Sidmouth, I never 
forgot the personal respect which I owed him for his kindness 
to myself, to his own amiable manners, and to his undoubted, 
though not wise, conscientiousness. He had been Speaker 
of the House of Commons, a situation for which his figure and 
deportment at that time of life admirably fitted him. I think 
I hear his fine voice, in his house at Richmond Park, good* 
naturedly expressing to me his hope, in the words of the 
poet, that it might be one day said of me,— 

“ — Not in fancy’s maze he wander’d long 1 , 

But stoop’d to truth, and moralized his song.” 

The sounding words, “ moralized his song,” came toning out 
of his dignified utterance like “ sonorous metal.” This was 
when I went to thank him for the clerkship. I afterwards 
sat on the grass in the park, feeling as if I were in a dream, 
and wondering how I should reconcile my propensity to verse- 
making with sums in addition. The minister, it was clear, 
thought them not incompatible: nor are they. Let nobody 
think otherwise, unless he is prepared to suffer for the mis¬ 
take, and, what is worse, to make others suffer. The body 
of the British Poets themselves shall confute him, with 
Chaucer at their head, who was a “ comptroller of wool” and 
li clerk of works.” 

“ Thou bearest neither that nor this” 

(says the eagle to him in the House of Fame 
“ For when thy labour all done is, 

And hast made all thy reckonings , 

Instead of rest and of new things, 

Thou goest home to thine house anon, 

And all so dumb as any stone 
Thou sittest at another book, 

Till fully dazed is thy look.” 

Lamb, it is true, though he stuck to it, has complained of 
“ The dry drudgery of the desk’s dead wood: ” 
and Chaucer was unable to attend to his accounts in the 
month of May, when, as he tells us, he could not help passing 
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whole days in the fields, looking at the daisies. The case, 
as in all other matters, can only be vindicated, or otherwise, 
by the consequences. But that is a perilous responsibility; 
and it involves assumptions which ought to be startling to 
the modesty of young rhyming gentlemen not in the receipt 
of an income. 

I did not give up, however, a certainty for an uncertainty. 
The Examiner was fully established when I quitted the office 
[in 1808]. My friends thought that X should be better able 
to attend to its editorship; and it was felt, at any rate, that 
I could not with propriety remain. So 1 left my fellow* clerks 
to their better behaviour and quieter rooms; and set my face 
in the direction of stormy politics. 


CHAPTER X. 

LITERARY ACQUAINTANCE. 

Just after this period I fell in with a new set of acquaintances, 
accounts of whom may not be uninteresting, I forget what 
it was that introduced me to Mr. Hill, proprietor of the 
Monthly Mirror; but at his house at Sydenham X used to 
meet his editor, Du Bois ; Thomas Campbell, who was his 
neighbour; and the two Smiths, authors of The Rejaied 
Addresses, I saw also Theodore Hook, and Mathews the 
comedian. Our host was a jovial bachelor, plump and rosy 
as an abbot; and no abbot could have presided over a more 
festive Sunday. The wine flowed merrily and 1<mg; the 
discourse kept pace with it; and next morning, in returning 
to town, we felt ourselves very thirsty, A pump by the road * 
side, with a plash round it, was a bewitching sight. 

Du Bois was one of those wits who, like Via* celebrated 
Eachard, have no faculty of gravity. His handsome hawk's 
eyes looked blank at a speculation; but set a joke or a piece 
of raillery in motion, and they sparkled with wit and malice. 
Nothing could be more trite or commonplace than his serious 
observations, Acquiesconces they should rather have, been 
called; for lie seldom ventured upon a gravity, but in echo 
of another's remark. If he did, it was in defence of ortho¬ 
doxy, of which he was a great advocate ; but Ida quips and 
cranks were infinite. He was also an excellent scholar. He, 
Dr. King, and Eachard would have made a capital trio over 

11 
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a table, for aclmlarahip, mirth, drinking, ami religron, He 

mm intimate with Sir Philip Francis, and gave the public 
a new edition of the litmus of Sir Philips father. The 
literary world knew him well aim m the miter of a popular 
novel m the genuine Fielding manner, entitled Old Kick 

Mr. Du BoD held his editorship of the Mmthhj Minor 
very cheap. He amused himself with writing notes on 
Athemrus, and was a lively critic on the ^ theatres ; hut half 
the jokes in Ids magazine were written for Ids friends, and 
must haw mystified the uninitiated. His notices to corns 
a|Hnideiita were often made up of tins by -play; and made Ida 
friends laugh, In proportion to their obscurity to everyone 
else. Mr. Du Ifois subsequently Immune a magistrate in the 
(four! of Requests ; mid died the other day at an advanced 
nge, in spite of Ids love of port. Hut then he was festive in 
good taste ; no gourmand ; and bad a at rung head withal I 
do not know whether such men ever last tta long ns teetotallers; 
but tiny certainly last m long, and look a great chid younger, 
than the narking anti severe. 

Tiny who knew Mr. Pnmpbett only an the author of £?«r- 

trade of B yrnm/u/, and the Plmsurts o/ //«yw, would not 
have tumpteted him to be ?i merry companion, overflowing 
with humour ami anecdote, and anything but fastidious. 
These Hootch poets have always something in reserve. It 
m the only point in which the major j«tt of them resemble 
their eouuttymem Tin* mistaken character which the lady 
fbrmetl of Timms* *u from Ida tiftwmx ta well known. He let 
part of the secret out in Ids Cmttc o/ tmMmcti} and the more 
he let out, the more honour it did to tin? simplicity and cor¬ 
diality of the poet's nature, though not always to the elegance 
of it, Allan Ramsay knew Ids friends Uay and Bomerville 
m well in their writings mi he did when he came to he per¬ 
sonally acquainted with them; but Allan, who had bustled 
up from a barber's shop into a IswtksellerV, wiw 44 a cunning 
shaver; *’ ami nob<*dy would have guessed the author of the 
{Untie JShejihml to be jienuriomn I#et none suppose that any 
insinuation to that effect is intended against Campbell He 
was one of the few men whom I could at any time have 
walked half a dozen miles through tin* snow to spend an 
evening with ; ami l could no more do this with a penurious 
man, than I could with a sulky one, l know but of one 
fault he had, lawlea an extreme cautiousness in his writings, 
and that one wm national, it matter of words, and amply 



LITERARY ACQUAINTANCE. 


168 


overpaid by a stream of conversation, lively, piquant, and 
liberal, not the less interesting for occasionally betraying an 
intimacy with pain, and for a high and somewhat strained 
tone of voice, like a man speaking with suspended breath, 
and in the habit of subduing his feelings. No man felt more 
kindly towards his fellow-creatures, or took less credit for it. 
When he indulged in doubt and sarcasm, and spoke con¬ 
temptuously of things in general, he did it partly, no doubt, 
out of actual dissatisfaction, but more, perhaps, than he sus¬ 
pected, out of a fear of being thought weak and sensitive ; 
which is a blind that the best men very commonly practise. 
He professed to be hopeless and sarcastic, and took pains all 
the while to set up a university (the London). 

When I first saw this eminent person, he gave, me the idea 
of a French Virgil. Not that lie was like a Frenchman, 
much less the French translator of Virgil. I found him as 
handsome as the Abbd Delille is said to have been ugly. 
But he seemed to me to embody a Frenehmau\s ideal notion 
of the Latin poet; something a little more cut and dry than 
I had looked for; compact and elegant, critical and acute, 
with a consciousness of authorship upon him ; a taste, over¬ 
anxious not to commit itself, and refining ami diminishing 
nature as in a drawing-room mirror. This limey was 
strengthened in the course of conversation, by his expa¬ 
tiating on the greatness of Racine. 1 think he bad a volume 
of the French poet in his hand. His skull was sharply rut 
and fine; with plenty, according to the phrenologists, both o* 
the reflective and amative organs: and his poetry will bra; 
them out. For a lettered solitude*, and a bridal properly 
up, both according to law and luxury, commend us to the 
lovely Gertrude of Wyoming. His face ami person were 
rather on a small scale; his features regular; his rye lively 
and penetrating; and when he spoke, dimples played about 
his mouth, which, nevertheless, had something restrained and 
close in it Some gentle puritan seemed to have crossed the 
breed, and to have left a stamp on his face, such irn we ofh n 
see in the female Scotch face rather than the male, lint hr 
appeared not at all grateful for this; and when his critiques 
and his Virgilianism were over, very unlike a puritan he 
talkedl He seemed to spite his restrictions ; and, out of the 
natural largeness of his sympathy with things high anti low, 
to break at once out of Delille’s Virgil into Cotton’s, like a boy 
let loose from school. When I had the pleasure of hem iim 
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h:m afterwards, I forgot Ida VmgthaniMns, and thought only 
of the delightful companion, the unaffected philanthropist, and 

the creator of a beauty worth all the heroines in Racine. 

Campbell tinted pretty Harply of the good and ill of the 
present state of society*, and, for a hook man, had beheld 
strange sights* He witnessed a battle in Germany from the 
top of a convent foil which battle he has left us a noble ode); 
and he saw the French cavalry enter a town, wiping their 
bloody swords on flit* horsed He wan In Germany a 

second timer-4 believe to purchase bo«*hs; for in addition to 
Ills classical seholamldp, and hm other languages, ho wan a 
reader cd’ German* The traders there, among whom he is 
popular, both for Ida poetry and his love of freedom, crowded 
about him with affectionate coat; and tiny gave him, what 
he slid not dislike, a good dinner, Jake many of the great 
men in Germany---Holbller, Wielnud, ansi others—he slid not 
scruple to become editor of a magazine ; and his name alone 
gave it a recommendation of the greatest value, and such as 
made it a grace to write under hint. 

I remember, one tiny at Sydenham, Mr* Theodore Hook 
rousing in unexpectedly to dinner, and amusing uh very much 
with Ids talent at extempore verse. He was then a youth, 
tall* dark, and of a good perron, with small eyes, and features 
more round than weak; a face that hud character and humour, 
but no refinement* Ilia extern jane verses were really sur¬ 
prising* It h eaay enough to extemporize in Italian—one 
only wonders hew, in a language in which everything con¬ 
spires to rmder verse-making easy, and it i*s difficult to avoid 

rhyming, fids talent should be sh much cried up.hufc in 

English it is another matter* I have known but one other 
person he/itdea Hook, who could exfempoiize in English, and 
lie wanted the confidence to do if hi public. Of course, I 
apeak of rhyming, Extempore I dank verse, with a little 
practice, would be found m euay In English m rhyming is ia 
Italian. In Hook the faculty wmi very tmtKjtdvomL He 
could n*4 have been ptr informed about all the visitors on 
tin* present occadon, ill le;ei of the subject of com emit Ion 
when he eatim in, and fm talked Ida full share fill called upon; 
yet lie ran bbi joket and hit emeu upon us all in the easiest 
manner, saying inMething characteristic of everybody, or 
avoiding it with a pirn; ami tie introduced so agreeably a 
piece of village scandal upon which tint party had been 
rallying Hampladl, that tie* ftoet, though not unjealous of hk 
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dignity, was, p.erhaps, the most pleased ot us all. I heodore 
afterwards sat clown to the pianoforte, and, enlarging upon 
this subject, made an extempore parody of a modem opera, in ¬ 
troducing sailors and their clap-traps, rustics, Occ., and making 
the poet and his supposed flame the hero and heroine. He 
parodied music as well as words, giving us the most received 
cadences and flourishes, and calling to mind (not without some 
hazard to his filial duties) the commonplaces of the pastoral 
songs and duets of the last half-cent.ury; so that if Mr. 
Dignum, the Damon of Vauxhall, had been present, he would 
have doubted whether to take it as an aftront or a compli¬ 
ment. Campbell certainly took the theme of the parody as 
a compliment; for having drunk a little more wine than 
usual that evening, and happening to wear a wig on account, 
of having lost his hair by a fever, he suddenly took ofi* the 
wig, and dashed it at the head of the performer, exclaiming, 
“ You dog ! I’ll throw my laurels at you.” 

I have since been unable to help wishing, perhaps not very 
wisely, that Campbell would have been a little less careful and 
fastidious in what he did for the public ; for, after all, an 
author may reasonably be supposed to do best that which In* 
is most inclined to do. It is our business to bo grateful fbr 
what a poet sets before us, rather than to be wishing that, hi* 
peaches were nectarines, or his Falemian champagne. Camp¬ 
bell, as an author, was all for refinement, and elas.deality, not, 
however, without a great deal of pathos and luxurious tauev. 
His merry jongleur, Theodore Hook, had as lit t It* propeu a tv, 
perhaps, as can be imagined, to any of those nineties; yet in 
the pleasure of recollecting the evening which 1 passed with 
him, I was unable to repress a wish, as little, wise, ax the 
other; to wit, that he had stuck to his humours and farces, 
for which he had rend talent, instead of writing polities. 
There was ability in the novels which he subsequently wrote ; 
but their worship of high life and attacks on vulgarity were 
themselves of the vulgarest description. 

Mathews, the comedian, 1 had the pleasure of seeing at 
Mr. Hill’s several times, and of witnessing his imitations 
which, admirable as they were on the stage, wen* still more 
so in private. IIis wifi* occasionally came with him, with her 
handsome eyes, and charitably made tea for us. Many year.i 
afterwards I had the pleasure of seeing them at their nui 
table ; and I thought; that, while Time, with unu tul room* ,y, 
had spared the sweet countenance of the lady, he had giv? n 



!f!6 AUToHltWilJ.V J'tlY OJ.' UUtiJI HUNT. 

”!*” v ’■ , . r ‘ v “'V 1 «“ <»“** ->f the lrnnhaml in the v*™ 

;.h.««l».n* ,t up. Strong line* had been cut, and the ^ 
i them well 1 had seldom been m.»ra surprised thanon 
o.,nm,r close to Mathews on that occasion, and sUng th e ^ 
«!u,-h ho possessed tn Ins gallery of his friend Liston. Soms 
Vt these eemn- actors, like comic writers, nr., as unfarcicala! 
nm U " •« ,h, ir iuterinr. The taste for bumom 

onues ... them by the three ,.f contrast. The last timeIhad 
m ' si Mutiny li},i tut**. t<* mo iithinulfirant. to whaHt 

w:u then. < *n the former occasion, he looked like an irritable 
*n door j.»>t ; on tin- latter, he seemed to have been grapnlintr 
with the world, and to have got vigour by it. Hia face had 
1. okrd ent upon the Atlantic,ami said to tlw old waves, “ Buffet 
on; 1 have smi tumble ns well as yon.” The paralytic 
aWerfmn, or whatever it »;w, that twisted his mouth when 
y»mw, had formerly appeared to he master of his face, and 
given it a character of indecision and alarm. It now seemed 
f mm»r thing: a twist in a pare of old oak. And what a 
hint was Linton’*! 't‘he month and ehin, with the throat 
tuah r it. linin' like an old hag; hut the upper part of the 
he.e, was OH Jute an possible. There was a sjiecnlation, a look¬ 
out, Mill even an elevation of character in it, as unlike the 
1/..? m oil the stage, as Lear is to King Pippin. One might 
Iiii.i.tute I.aheritM to have hint fiiielt a faee. 

The reasons why Mathews’ imitations were still better in 
| uvafe than in jmhlie were, that he was more at his ease ricr- 
more ;>»viitv of his audieuee (“ fit though few”), and 
a!,!e t.. inter.-.t them with trait; of private character, which 
eoiud n.-t have Ihh-h introduced on the stage. He gave, for 
•nntautv, to pef.iMUM who he thought eotdd take it rightly, a 
pi. ture «.f the maimers and eonver,nation of Sir Walter Scott, 
buddy efi'ditnble to that ee|ehruted person, and calculated to 
•eld teoasd to admiration. Ilia commonest imitations wore 
not mperft. ial. Something of the mind and character of the 
individual «a * always iirduimled, often with a dramatic dresa- 
in/, ate! plenty of sauce pitjuante. At Sydenham ho Uficd to 
give ui a dialogue among the actors, each of whom found 
f.ndt ttifh another for some defeet or excess of his own— 
K. mhle ohj,-.-.iu.< to ;itif!he.'i'i, Mtindeu to grimace, and so on. 
Hh lepivsu ntatn n >.f Jneledon wan extraordinary: his nose 
oertned actually t<« heroine tt'jtiiline. It is u pity 1 cannot put 
uj^»n jw»j.fr, u.s represented by Mr. Mathews, the singular 
gabbling* of that actor, the lax and sailor-Iiko twist of mind, 












LITERARY ACQUAINTANCE. 


167 

with which everything hung upon him ; ami his profane 
pieties in quoting the Bible ; for which, and swearing, he. 
seemed to have an equal reverence. He appeared to be. 
charitable to everybody but Braham. He would bo described 
as saying to his friend Holman, for instance, 44 My dear 
George, don’t be abusive, George 5 —don’t insult,-—don t be 
indecent, by G—d! You should take the beam out of your 
own eye,—what the devil is it—you know—in the Bible? 
something” (the a very broad) 44 about a beam, my dear 
George! and — and — and a mote ;— you 1 11 find it in ant/ part 
of the Bible: yes, George, my dear boy, the Bible, by G - d,” 
(and then with real fervour and reverence,) 44 the Holy Si'rip * 
ture, G—d d— me!” He swore as dreadfully as a devout 
knight-errant. Braham, whose trumpet blew down his wooden 
walls, he could not endure. He is represented as saying one 
day, with a strange mixture of imagination and matter-of tael, 
that “ he only wished his beloved master, Mr, Jackson, emdd 
come down from heaven, and take the Exeter stage to London 
to hear that d—cl Jew! ” 

As Hook made extempore verses on us, so Mathews one 
day gave an extempore imitation of us all round, with the 
exception of a young theatrical critic (1 rnldurt^ myself), in 
whose appearance and manner he. pronounced that there was 
no handle for mimicry. This, in all probability, was intended 
as a politeness towards a comparative* stranger, hut it might 
have been policy; and the laughter was not missed by it. At 
all events, the critic was both good-humoured enough, at id at 
that time self-satisfied enough, to have home tin* mimicry ; 
and no harm would have conn* of it. 

One morning, after stopping all night at this pi tenant 
house, I was getting up to breakfast, when I heard the tea -.*• 
of a little boy having his face washed. Our host wua ft, inmy 
bachelor, and to the mines# of a priest might, for aught f 
knew, have added the paternity; but I had never heard of it, 
and still less expected to find a child in las humse. M ov 
obvious and obstreperous proofs, however, of the existence of 
a boy with a dirty face could not have been met with. You 
heard the child crying and objecting ; then the woman irm^ie 
strating; then the cries of the child snubbed and wallowed 
up in the hard towel; and at intervals out came his voice 
bubbling and deploring, and was again swallowed up. At 
breakfast, the child being pitted, 1 ventured to speak about it, 
and was laughing and sympathising in perfect good faith, 


»<-*■' Vt'iNiMixju.U'HV OF LKlMt IUINT. 

- MM.-tvs ,•,*!)>.' in, amt 1 that the little urchin 

Wotfi IIP, 

P M*n.- uuwihw, In* ga\,» m \m immortal imitation of 
; ‘ 1 ><’* N hMn ^ n* patentee Ilf till* York Theatre. Tate had 
u<i Y‘ 1 tnn ' f y * m JvnttMiml wan wry melancholy 

i f i • M we. 11** bad a wandering mind and a decrepit body * 

; - W'* v < ^ r of n a huaband, and a ratcatcher 

‘; s e-d*, in hi 4 wandering, •* vuricty of wretchedness.’’ 
tk w *uM mi rue for mitauci*, all at once* the subjects of 
*- ., 4 A * Mmtmnf m hh tSrattv* tin* rats, a veal-pie, Garrick 
•*' ’• *• >4 ' 4 * h'Ui, and Mr**, late and the doctor, I do not 

5 » * '*•' I t' **i^e^-| k ;|wttiifii: Mathews alone could have done 
r. , ^ mi *•« >* tr,df I reeidiref, fh‘* t crtpfiw of Tate himself, which 
i /it** i tiethm of him. On coming into the room, 
iiutittrd the niti mmmmt'n appearance, and pro- 
r * u4 t*e% mh He* ’window, to reconnoitre the state of the 
wliiefi WiP a matter of great itnjHirttmce to him. 
l!i-‘ h»t w ii like a !i#it won the wrong way, side foremost, 

< Yi* > mT) rrisilji 4 ami old ; liw mouth was desponding, 

^ iun,% an I Id-* whole aspect moagie, querulous, and 
1 * r v* I * ■*' * Igortiicn Tltb mi.-ieralde object, grunting and 
' *''‘ r *.e m n. I b<*!p;m? himmlf with everything be can lay 

Y I ! "f he ereepa up to the window; and, giving a 

Y .n ■ at the rloidi, turns round with an ineffable look of 
4- c- v- I a* qtitr it'rui'm rj imlufittg* 44 Vh Christ!* 

Mf J moM .Smith, a fair* &h*ut, fresh eoloured man, with 
mu?, l I wndlivt IitU»% eteejii that heused to read to 

Hi p-i o-'i» wtdt ihymes m pat ;p butter, The heat of his 
tov-t atc » 4 i tie* f fc V;cc|^l d44r^nrn ■ * and they are excellent 
Ip. o* ii.iakim Ibowne, with hi * Pipr of Tubrnn^ and all the 
thy hung itfiprii In all the Traeta, are extinguished in 
b/- r-.uq mvn*n ; m*t excepting the Prttfmtimmry Ode$, Mr, 

1 :-*a, I f.auid lunpelf baiikrtipt in mmmpitur®; Crabbe 
-o 1 i !mi4]v to.t%e liiimvfi which waa which, himself or hh 
l **> - 4;v,; and Lot <1 II)ron cimtWopd to me, that the summing 
op of his jktlo^iphy, to wit, that 

** a t 4 rf) ilunif, and everything i» mnighV 1 

¥u%% I'oirng, Mr. Smith would sometimes repeat after 
ViiiSi Lp krt^le-r Ibunee, nn itiifiginary dialogue, 
§tuih4 Still of ini *ut*e% that made n i roll with laughter. 

Up sinewy tor ir and ptoftr wer« km full of the ridiyule q< 
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city pretensions. To bo superior to anything, it should not 
always be running in one's head. _ 

His brother Horace was delicious. Lord Byron xtsod to 
say that this epithet should be applied only to eatable* ; and 
that he wondered a friend of bis (I forget who) that was 
critical in matters of eating, should use it in any other sons**. 
I know not what the present usage may be in the circles, but 
classical authority is against Ins lordship, from ('ieero down¬ 
wards; and I am content with the modem warrant of another 
noble wit, the famous Lord Peterborough, who, in bis tine, 
open way, said of Fenelon, that he was such a “ delicious 
creature, he was forced to get away from him, else he would 
liave made him pious!” I grant there us something in the 
word delicious which may be said to comprise a reference to 
every species of pleasant taste. It ns at once a quintessence 
and a compound ; and a friend, to deserve the epithet, ought, 
perhaps, to be capable of delighting us as much over our wine, 
as on graver occasions, Fenelon himself could do this, with 
all his piety; or rather lie could do it because his piety was 
of the true sort, and relished of everything that was sweet and 
affectionate. A finer nature than Horace Smith's, except in 
the single instance of Shelley, I never mot with in man; nor 
even in that instance, all circumstances considered, have I a 
right to say that those, who knew him as intimately as 1 dal 
the other, would not have had the sum- reasons to love him. 
Shelley himself had the highest regard for Horace Smith, as 
maybe seen by the following verses, the initials in which the 
reader has here the pleasure of filling up : - 

a Wit ami sense, 

Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 

Arc all combined in II. S.” 

Horace Smith differed with Shelley on some points; but 
on others, which all the world agree to praise highly and to 
practise very little, he agreed so entirely, and showed un¬ 
equivocally that he did agree, that with the, exception of one 
person (Vincent Novello), too diffident to gain such an honour 
from lus friends, they wore the only two men I had then met 
with, from whom I could have received and did receive advice 
or remonstrance with perfect comfort, because I could be sure, 
of the unmixed motives and entire absence of self-reflection, 
with which it would come from them.* Shelley said to me 

* Notwithstanding his caprices of iemjx-r, l must add Ihcditt, who 
was quite capable, when he chose, of giving genuine advice, and 
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once, “ I know not what Horace Smith must take . 

sometimes: I am afraid he must think me a strange 
but is it not odd, that the only truly generous person I ® a 
knew, who had money to be generous with, should iT -tr 
stockbroker ? And he writes poetry too,” continued 
his voice rising in a fervour of astonishment—“he ' v6rrl 
poetry and pastoral dramas, and yet knows how to 
money, and does make it, and is still generous!” SH e ~: I 
had reason to like him. Horace Smith was one of tH e ■*** . 
men, who, through a cloud of detraction, and through all 
difference of conduct from the rest of the world wH* c 
naturally excites obloquy, discerned the greatness of* xx y 
friend’s character. Indeed, he became a witness to ^ 
unequivocal proof of it, which I shall mention by-and-h^y- 
The mutual esteem was accordingly very great, and 
from circumstances most honourable to both parties. ** I 
lieve,” said Shelley on another occasion, “ that I have only 
say to Horace Smith that I want a hundred pounds or two, 
and he would send it me without any eye to its 
returned; such faith has he that I have something witHin 
beyond what the world supposes, and that I could only 
his money for a good purpose.” And Shelley would 
sent for it accordingly, if the person for whom it was intended 
had not said Nay. I will now mention the circurns't^ 0 ^® 
which first gave my friend a regard for Horace SmitH. dl 
concerns the person just mentioned, who is a man of letters. 
It came to Mr. Smith’s knowledge, many yeaTs ago, that; 
person was suffering under a pecuniary trouble. He knew 
little of him at the time, but had met him occasionally ? and 
he availed himself of this circumstance to write him a. letter 
as full of delicacy and cordiality as it could hold, making it a 
matter of grace to accept a bank-note of 100Z., which 1le en¬ 
closed. I speak on the best authority, that of the olpliged 
person himself; who adds that he not only did accept tfihfc 
money, but felt as light and happy under the obligation, *w 
he has f$lt miserable under the very report of being o"fc>liged 
to some ; and he says that nothing could induce him to wi t h~ 
hold his name, but a reason which the generous, during His 
lifetime, would think becoming. 

I have said that Horace Smith was a stockbroker. II© 
left business with a fortune, and went to live in Franoe, 

making yon sensible of his disinterestedness. Lamb could have cion© 
it, too; but for interference of any sort he had an abhorrence. 
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where, if he did not increase, he did not seriously diminish 
it; and France added to the pleasant stock of his knowledge. 

On returning to England, he set about exerting himself in 
a manner equally creditable to his talents and interesting to 
the public. 1 would not insult either the modesty or the 
understanding of my friend while he was alive, by comparing 
him with the author of Old Mortality and Guy Mannvrimj: 
but I ventured to say, and 1 repeat, that the earliest of his 
novels, Bramhktye lions c, ran a hard race with the novel of 
Woodstock, and that it; contained more than one eharaeter not 
unworthy of the best; volumes of Sir Walter. I allude to the 
ghastly troubles of the Regicide in bis lone house; the out¬ 
ward phlegm and merry inward malice of Winky I buss (a 
happy name), who gravely smoked a pipe with his mouth, and 
laughed with 3ns eyes ; and, above all, to the character of the 
princely Dutch merchant, who would cry out; that ho should 
be ruined, at seeing a few nutmegs dropped from a bag, ami 
then go and give a thousand ducats for an antique. This is 
hitting the high mercantile* character to a nicety-minute ami 
careful in its means, princely in its ends. If the ultimate 
effect of commerce (pemulti tranaihunt, &o.) were not some¬ 
thing very different from what its pursuers imagine, the 
character would be. a dangerous one to society at large, 
because it; throws a gloss over the spirit of money-get ting;; 
but, meanwhile, nobody could paint it better, or has a greater 
right to recommend it, than lie who has been the first to 
make it a handsome portrait. 

The personal appearance of Horace Smith, like that of 
moat of the individuals I haw met with, was highly indicative 
of his character. His figure was good and manly, inclining to 
the robust; and Ids countenance extremely frank and cordial; 
sweet without; weakness. I have been told he was irascible. 
If so, it must have been no common offence that could have 
irritated him. He, had not a jot of it in his appearance. 

Another set; of acquaintances whirh I made at this time, 
used to assemble at the hospitable table of Mr. Hunter the 
bookseller, in St. Paul’s Churchyard. Tiny were the sur¬ 
vivors of the literary party that won* accustomed to dine with 
his predecessor, Mr. Johnson. They came, as of old, on tin* 
Friday. The most regular were. Fuseli ami Bouuyea*;t|e. 
Now and them, Godwin was present: oftener Mr. Kiunaird 
the magistrate, a great lover of Horace. 

Fuseli was a small man, with energetic features, and a 
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'white load of hair. Our host's (laughter, then a little girl 
used to call him the white-headed lion. Ho. combed his hair 
up from the forehead ; and as his whiskers were large, his 
fare was set in a kind of hairy frame, which, in addition to 
the fierceness of his look, really gave him an aspect of that 
sort. Otherwise, Ids feature's were rather sharp than round. 
He would have looked mneh like an old military officer if 
his face, besides its real energy, had not affected more. There 
was^the same defect in it as in his pictures. Conscious of not 
having all the strength lm wished, he endeavoured to make 
up for it by violence and pretension. lie carried this so far 
as to look fiercer than usual when he sat for his picture. His 
friend and engraver, Mr. Houghton, drew an admirable like¬ 
ness of him in this state of dignified extravagance. He is 
sitting hack in his chair, leaning on Ins hand, hut looking 
ready to pounce withal. His notion of repose was like that 
of Pistol: 

** Now, Pistol, lay thy head m Furies’ lap.” 

Agreeably to this over-wrought manner, he was reckoned, I 
believe, not quite so bold as he might have been. He painted 
h (, n if»ie pictures, as children tell horrible stories; and was 
frightened at his own lay-figures. Yet he would hardly have 
balked as he ditl about his terrors, had he been as timid as 
some supposed him. With the. affected, impression is the 
wain thing, let it be produced how it may. A student of the 
Academy told me, that Mr* Fuseli coming in one night, when 
a solitary candle had been put on the floor in a comer of the 
room, to product* some effect or other, he said it looked u like 
a damned Mml, n This was by way of being Danteaque, as 
Michael Angelo was. Fuseli was an ingenious caricaturist of 
ihat master, making great bodily displays of mental energy, 
ami being ostentatious with Ins limbs and muscles, in propor¬ 
tion as he could not draw them. A leg or an arm was to be 
thrust down one’s throat, because he knew we should dispute 
the truth of h. In the indulgence of thin wilfulnoHH of pur¬ 
pose, generated partly by impatience of study, partly by want 
of sufficient genius, and no doubt, also, by a sense, of supe¬ 
riority to artists who could do nothing but draw correctly, he 
eared tor no time, place, or eiroumsfanee in Ids pictures. A 
net of prints, after Ids designs, for Shakspeare and Oowper, 
exhibit a chaos of mingled genius and absurdity, such as, 
perhafiH, was never before seem He endeavoured to bring 
Michael Angulo’* ujpsties and prophets, with their super- 
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human ponderousness of intention, into the commonplaces 
of modern life. A student reading in a garden, is nil over 
intensity of muscle; and the quiet tea-table scene in CWper, 
lie has turned into a preposterous conspiracy of huge men 
and women, all bent on showing their thews and postures, 
with dresses as fantastical as their minds. One gentleman, of 
the existence of whose trousers you an* not aware till you see 
the terminating line at the ankle, is sitting and looking grim 
on a soft, with his hat on and no waistcoat. Yet there is real 
genius in his designs for Milton, though disturbed, as usual, by 
strainings after the energetic. His most extraordinary mistake, 
after all, is said to have been on tin* subject of his colouring. 
It was a sort of livid green, like brass diseased. Yet they say, 
that when praised for one of his pictures, lu* would imMostly 
observe, “ It is a pretty colour.' 7 This might have been 
thought a jest on his part, if remarkable stories were not told 
of the mistakes made by other people with regard to colour. 
Sight seems the least agreed upon of all the senses. 

Fuseli was lively and interesting in conversation, but not 
without his usual faults of violence and pretension. Nor wan 
he always as decorous as an old man ought to be; especially 
one whose turn of mind is not of the lighter and more 
pleasurable cast. The licences he took were re arse, and had 
not sufficient regard to his company. <Vrtuinly they went 
a great deal beyond his friend Armstrong;; to who.se am mar, 
I believe, Fuseli’s passion for swearing was laid. The poet 
condescended to be a great, swearer, and Ku oli thought it 
energetic to swear like him, 11 is friendship with UonnyeuMle 
had something childlike* and agieeable in it. They canto and 
went away together, for years, like a couple of old school* 
boys. They, also, like boys, rallied one another, and some¬ 
times made a singular display of it, Fuseli, at least; f«»r it 
was he that was the aggressor. 

Bonnycastle was a good fellow, He was a tall, gmmf, 
long-headed man, with large features and spectacles, and a 
deep internal voice, with a twang of rusticity in it; and he 
goggled over his plan*, like; a horse, l often thought that a 
bag of corn would have hung well on him. Ills laugh wan 
equine, and showed his teeth upwards at the sides, Words¬ 
worth, who notices similar mysterious manifestations on the 
part of donkeys, would have thought it ominous, Jimmy- 
castle was extremely fond of quoting Bhakspeare and telling 
stories; and if the Edinhurtjh Review had just emim out, 
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won!, gm* us at th.* jokt-a m it. lh had once a h™. 
chnmlniit'al .lisnnhr bug duration; and ho told us, Tt 
Ik* tn-v.-r hnift tin- comfortable sensation riven hi™ 

on.* ur.rht during thin disorder, Uy Ida knocking a landlord 
that was juAii.-nt to him, down the man's staircase On the 
stiviurth ..f this pi.*,v of rnorgy (having first ascertained that 
tin* ort.-ndof was nut killed! In* wont to bod, and had a sleen 
j' ! . ' 1 1 uu '' u % •“■‘ “ttdno'W. Perhaps Ikmnycastle thought more 
Sujddv of hi* talents than tin* amount of thorn strictly war- 
ratitod; a mistake to which seientitic men appear to be more 
habit* than others, the universe they work in being so lame 
utiil their mdvenulity fill Ilaeotfi sense ef the word) being 
oflrii .«.* snuiih Bn! the delusion was not only pardonable^ 
lniMlrMir4il»l*% in a man ho zeahnw in the |ieribramueo of his 
tinti on. Mini S4i much of a human being to ail about him as 
IhmnyeaiHe was. It wim delightful one day to hoar him 
»pnik with mitjiluwucjr of a tmudathm which had appeared 
of one of Im books in Amide, and which began by saying 
«*u flu* part of the translator, that 44 It had pleased God, for 
tin- ad\amviiM'Uf oflmmau knowledge, to raise m up a Boimy- 
Some of Ids stories were a little romantic, and no 
h*rvi authentic, Ho hud an anecdote of a Scotchman, who 
bo4*4yd of bring descended from the Admirable Crichton; in 
proof of which, the Scotchman said he had a a grit quantity 
*4" table leeiien in Ida possaashm, marked A, Cl, Admirable 
tVmditoiiA 


Kinmuid, the magistrate, was a sanguine man, under the 
twiddle bight, with a fine lamping black eye, lively to the 
Li.U f and a body that 44 had increased, wtt% increasing, and 
ought to have been diminished; ** which Li by no means what 
lie thought of tie* prerogative. Next to Ida bottle he was 
fond of Ida Horace; and, in the intervals of buiinesa at the 
polkv <41101% would enjoy both In his arm-cludr, Between 
the vulgar milk of this kind of magistracy, imd the perusal 
of tie* urbane Horace* there must have been a gusto of con¬ 
tradiction, which the bottle, primps, was required to render 
quite palatable. Fielding did not love hb bottle the less 
for Wing obliged to lecture the drunken. Nor did his son, 
who mireeedcd him in taste ami tifllce* I know not how a 


former poetdaureat, Mr, Pye, managed,—* another man of 
letter** who was fain to accept it situation of this kind. 
I laving been a man of fortune and a member of Parliament, 
mul loving hit Horace to boot, lie could hardly have done 
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without his wine. I saw him once; in a state of scornful 
indignation at being interrupted in the perusal of a manu¬ 
script by the monitions of his poliee-oilieors, who were 
obliged to remind him over and over again that he was a 
magistrate, and that the criminal multitude wore in waiting. 
Every time the door opened, lie threatened and implored. 
t( Otium divos rogat in patenti 
JPrensus iKgaso.” 

Had you quoted this to Mr. Kinnaird, his eyes would have 
sparkled with good-fellowship : he would have finished the 
verse and the bottle with you 7 and proceeded to as many 
more as your head could stand. Poor fellow 1 the last time 
I saw him, he was an apparition formidably substantial. The 
door of our host’s dining-room opened without my bearing 
it, and, happening to turn round, i saw a figure in a great¬ 
coat, literally almost as broad as it was long, and scarcely 
able to articulate. He was dying of a dropsy, ami was 
obliged to revive himself, before he was fit to converse, by 
the wine that was killing him. But he had cares besides, 
and cares of no ordinary description; and, for my part, 1 will 
not blame even his wine for killing him, unless Ids cares 
could have done it more agreeably. After dinner that day, 
lie was comparatively himself again, quoted his Horace as 
usual, talked of lords and courts with a relish, and begged 
that God save the King might be played to him oa the piano¬ 
forte ; to which he listened, as if his soul had taken its hat 
off. I believe he would have liked to die to (Uni save the 
King, and to have u waked ami found those visions trite. 1 ’ 


GHAPTKU XL 

POUTIUAL UUAiUtTKUS. 

The Examiner had been set up towards the dose of the 
reign of George the Third, three years before, flu* appoint¬ 
ment of the regency. Pitt and Fox had died two yews 
before; the one, in middle life, of constant ill*success, preying 
on a sincere but proud, and not. v**ry large mind, and unwisely 
supported by a habit of drinking; the other, of older but 
ijaore genial habits of a like sort, and of demands bey mol 
his strength by a sudden aceossh m to office. The king a 
conscientious but narrow-minded man, obstinate to a degree 
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(which had lost him America), and not always dealing 
ingenuously, even with his advisers — had lately got rid of 
Mr. Fox’s successors, on account of their urging the Catholic 
claims. He had summoned to office in their stead Lords 
Castlereagh, Liverpool, and others, who had been the clerks 
of Mr. Pitt; and Bonaparte was at the height of his power 
as French Emperor, setting his brothers on thrones, and com¬ 
pelling our Bussian and German allies to side with him under 
the most mortifying circumstances of tergiversation. 

It is a melancholy period for the potentates of the earth 
when they fancy themselves obliged to resort to the shabbiest 
measures of the feeble; siding against a friend with his 
enemy; joining in accusations against him at the latter’s 
dictation; believed by nobody on either side; returning to 
the friend, and retreating from him, according to the fortunes 
of war; secretly hoping that the friend will excuse them by 
reason of the pauper’s plea, necessity; and at no time able 
to give better apologies for their conduct than those “ myste¬ 
rious ordinations of Providence ” which are the last refuge 
of the destitute in morals, and a reference to which they 
contemptuously deny to the thief and the u king’s evidence.” 
It proves to them, “ with a vengeance," the “ something 
rotten in the state of Denmark;” and will continue to prove 
it, and to be despicable, whether in bad or good fortune, till 
the world find out a cure for the rottenness. 

Yet this is what the allies of England were in the habit of 
doing, through the whole contest of England with France. 
When England succeeded in getting up a coalition against 
Napoleon, they denounced him for his ambition, and set out 
to fight him. When the coalition was broken by his armies, 
they turned round at his bidding, denounced England, and 
joined him in fighting against their ally. And this was the 
round of their history : a coalition and a tergiversation alter¬ 
nately ; now a speech and a fight against Bonaparte, who 
beat them; then a speech and a fight against England, who 
bought them off; then, again, a speech and a fight against 
Bonaparte, who beat them again; and then, as before, a 
speech and fight against England, who again bought them off. 
Meanwhile, they took everything they could get, whether from 
enemy or friend, seizing with no less greediness whatever bits 
of territory Bonaparte threw to them for their meanness, than 
pocketing the millions of Pitt, for which we are paying to 
this day. 
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It becomes us to bow, and to bow humbly, to the u myste¬ 
rious dispensations of Providence but in furtherance of 
those very dispensations, it has pleased Providence so to con¬ 
stitute us, as to render ns incapable of admiring such conduct, 
whether in king’s evidences or in kings; and some of the 
meanest figures that present themselves to the imagination, in 
looking back on the events of those times, are the Kmperors 
of Austria and Russia, and the King of Prussia. It is salu¬ 
tary to bear this in mind, for the sake of royalty itself. What 
has since ruined Louis Philippe, in spite of all his ability, is 
his confounding royal privileges with base ones, and his not 
keeping his word as a gentleman. 

If it be still asked, what are kings to do under such eir - 
cumstances as those in which they were placet! with Bona¬ 
parte? what is their alternative? it is to he. replied, firstly, 
that the question lias been answered already, by the mode in 
which the charge is put; and, secondly, that whatever they 
do, they must either cease to act basely, and like the meanest 
of mankind, or be content to be regarded as such, and to 
leave such stains on their order as tend to produee its down¬ 
fall, and to exasperate the world into the creation of repul dies. 
Republics, in the first instance, are never desired for their own 
sakes. I do not think they will be finally deshed at all ; 
certainly not unaccompanied by curtly graces and good 
breeding, and whatever can tend to seen re to them ornament 
as well as utility. I do not think if, is in human nature to 
be content with a different settlement of the old question, any 
more than it is in nature physical hi dispense with her pomp 
of flowers and colours. Rut sure I am, that the first cravings 
for republics always originate in some despair created by the 
conduct of kings. 

It might be amusing to bring together a few of the exor¬ 
diums of those same speeches, or state jutpers, of the allies of 
George the Third ; but l have not time to look tor them ; 
and perhaps they would prove tiresome. R is more interest ** 
ing to consider the “ state” which Bonaparte kept in tho .e 
days, and to compare it with his exile in Ht« Helena. There 
are more persons, perhaps, in the present generation w ho 
think of Bonaparte as the captive of Great Britain, defeated 
by Wellington, than as the maker of kings and queens, reign¬ 
ing in Paris, and bringing monarehs about his footstool. 

. But the fortunes of Napoleon were on the decline wh«*u 
they appeared to be at their height The year IHOH beheld 
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at once their culmination and their descent; and it was the 
feeblest of his vassals who, by the very excess of his ser¬ 
vility, gave the signal for the change. Fortunately, too, for 
the interests of mankind, the change was caused by a violation 
of the most obvious principles of justice and good sense. It 
was owing to the unblushing seizure of Spain. It was owing 
to the gross and unfeeling farce of a pretended sympathy with 
the Spanish king’s quarrel with his son; to the acceptance of a 
throne which the ridiculous father had no right to give away; 
and to the endeavour to force the accession on a country, 
which, instead of tranquilly admitting it on the new principles 
of indifference to religion and zeal for advancement (as he 
had ignorantly expected), opposed it with the united vehe¬ 
mence of dogged bigotry and an honest patriotism. 

Spain was henceforth the millstone hung round the neck 
of the conqueror; and his marriage with a princess of Austria, 
which was thought such a wonderful piece of success, only 
furnished him with a like impediment; for it added to the 
weight of his unpopularity with all honest and prospective 
minds. It was well said by Cobbett, that he had much 
better have assembled a hundred of the prettiest girls in 
France, and selected the prettiest of them all for his wife. 
The heads and hearts of the “ Young Continent” were hence¬ 
forward against the self-seeker, ambitious of the old “ shows of 
things,” in contradiction to the honest “ desires of the mind.” 
Want of sympathy was prepared for him in ease of a reverse; 
and when, partly in the confidence of his military pride, 
partly by way of making a final set-off against his difficulties 
in Spain, and partly in very ignorance of what Russian 
natures and Russian winters could effect, he, went and ran his 
head against the great northern wall of ice and snow, he came 
back a ruined man, masterly and surprising as his efforts to rein¬ 
state himself might thereafter be. Nothing remained for him 
but to fume and fret in spirit, get fatter with a vitiated state 
of body, and see reverse on reverse coming round him, which 
he was to face to no purpose. The grandest thing he did was 
to return from Elba: the next, to fight the battle of Waterloo; 
but* he went to the field, bloated and half asleep, in a carriage. 
He had already, in body, become one of the commonest of 
those “emperors” whom he had first laughed at and then 
leagued with: no great principle stood near him, as it did in 
the times of the republic, when armies of shoeless youths beat 
the veteran troops of Austria; and thus, deserted by every- 
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thing but liis veterans and his generalship, which came to 
nothing before the unyieldingness of English, and the advent 
of Prussian soldiers, he became a fugitive in the u belle 
France” which he had fancied his own, and died a prisoner 
in the hands of a man of the name of Lowe. 

I do not believe that George the Third, or Ins minister, 
Mr. Pitt, speculated at all upon a catastrophe like this. I 
mean, that I do not believe they reckoned upon Napoleons 
destroying himself by his own ambition. They looked, it is 
true, to the chance of u something turning up;” but it was 
to be of the ordinary kind. They thought to put him down 
by paid coalitions, and in the regular course of war. Hence, 
on repeated failures, the minister's broken heart, and probably 
the final extinguishment of the king’s reason. The, latter 
calamity, by a most unfortunate climax of unflmelmess, took 
place a little before his enemy's reverses. 

George the Third was a very brave and honest man. He 
feared nothing on earth, and he acted according to his eon ■ 
victions. But, unfortunately, his convictions were ut the 
mercy of a will far greater than his understanding; and hemv 
his courage became obstinacy, and his honesty the dupe of 
his inclinations. He was the son of a father wi'th little brain, 
and of a mother who had a diseased blood; indeed, neither 
of his parents was healthy. He was brought up in redd 
principles of morality on certain points, by persons who are 
supposed to have, evaded them in their own conduct ; he wa i 
taught undue notions of kingly prerogative; he was ?a bib rod 
to grow up, nevertheless, in homely m well .shy and moody 
habits; and while acquiring a love of power tending to tho 
violent and uncontrollable, he was not permitted t<* ha\e a 
taste of it till he became his own master. The con ; .e<pie*nv * 
of this training were an extraordinary mixture of domestic 
virtue with official duplicity ; of rustical, mechanical fasten 
And popular manners, with tin* most exalted ideas of authority; 
of a childish and self betraying cunning, with the most stui, 
born reserves; of fearlessness with sordidness; good nab arc 
with unforgivingness; and of the health awl strength of tem¬ 
perance and self-denial, with the last weaknesses of under*' 
standing, and jmssions that exasperated it out of lu reimun. 
Iho English nation were pleased to see m him a crowning 
specimen of themselves—a royal John Hull They did xM 
discover till too late (perhaps have not v«*t disci >vrred j, lew 
much of the objectionable, as well as the respectable, lie* 
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hidden in tlie sturdy nickname invented for them by Arbutli* 
not: how much the animal predominates in it over the 
intellectual; and how terribly the bearer of it may be over¬ 
ridden, whether in a royal or a national shape. They had 
much better get some new name for themselves, worthy of 
the days of Queen Victoria and of the hopes of the world. 

In every shape I reverence calamity, and would not be 
thought to speak of it with levity, -especially in connection 
with a dynasty which has since become estimable, as well as 
reasonable, in every respect. 

If the histories of private as well as public families were 
known, the race of the Guelphs would only be found, in the 
person of one of their ancestors, to have shared, in common 
perhaps with every family in the world, the sorrows of occa¬ 
sional deterioration. But in the greatest and most tragical 
examples of human suffering, the homeliest, as well as the 
loftiest images, are too often forced on the mind together. 
George the Third, with all his faults, was a more estimable 
man than many of his enemies, and, certainly, than any of 
his wholesale revilers; and the memory of his last days is 
sanctified by whatever can render the loss of sight and of 
reason affecting. 

Whatever of any kind has taken place in the world, may 
have been best for all of us in the long run. Nature permits 
us, retrospectively and for comfort’s sake, though not in a dif¬ 
ferent spirit, to entertain that conclusion among others. But 
meantime, either because the world is not yet old enough to 
know better, or because we yet live but in the tuning of its 
instruments, and have not learned to play the harmonies of 
the earth sweetly, men feel incited by what is good as well as 
bad in them, to object and to oppose; and youth being^ the 
season of inexperience and of vanity, as well as of enthusiasm 
otherwise the most disinterested, the Examiner , which began 
its career, like most papers, with thinking the worst of those 
from whom it differed, and expressing its mind accordingly 
with fearless sincerity (which was not equally the case with 
those papers), speedily excited the anger of Government. It 
did this the more, inasmuch as, according to what has been 
stated of its opinions on foreign politics, and in matters of 
church government, it did not fall into the common and half- 
conciliating because degrading error of antagonists, by siding, 
as a matter of course, with the rest of its enemies. 

I need not reopen the questions of foreign and domestic 
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policy which were mooted with the ruling powers in those 
days, Reform in particular. The result is well known, and 
the details in general have ceased to he intertvsting. 1 would 
repeat none of them at all, if personal history did not give a 
new zest to almost any kind of relation. As such, however, 
is the case, I shall proceed to observe that the Examiner 
had not been established a year when Government insti¬ 
tuted a prosecution against it, in consequence of some ro- 
marks on a pamphlet by a Major Hogan, who accused tin* 
Duke of York, as Commander-in-chief, of favouritism and 
corruption. 

Major Hogan was a furious but honest Irishman, who had 
been in the army seventeen years. He hud served and suf* 
fered bitterly; in the West, Indies he possessed the highest, 
testimonials to his character, had been a very active recruit * 
ing officer, had seen forty captains promoted over his head in 
spite of repeated applications and promises, and he desired, 
after all, nothing but the permission to purchase his advance 
ment, agreeably to every custom. 

Provoked out of Ids patience by these fruitless endeavours 
to buy what others who had done nothing obtained for nothing, 
and being particularly disgusted at being told, for the sixth 
time, that he had been u noted for promotion, and would be 
duly considered as favourable opportunities offered/’ the 
gallant Hibernian went straight, without any further ado, to 
the office of the Oommanderbn chief, and* there, with a 
vivacity and plain-speaking which must have looked like a 
scene in a play, addressed Ids Royal lliglmevi in a speech 
that astounded him. 

The Major explained to the royal Goni wander in chief Ituw 
more than forty captains hail been promoted without pur * 
chase, who had been Ids juniors when he was a captain, and 
how it had been suggested to him that he might obtain «t 
majority without purchase by paying six hundred pounds in 
a bribe to certain persons. The Iltike of York made no 
reply, asked no questions, hut looked abounded. 41 IW 
fmcihm h(H$iL n The Major proceeded to state hot ease in t 
pamphlet for publication. The flay idler Ids bur advent **■ 
ment, a lady in a barouche, with two footmen, catted at the 
newspaper office for Ids address, and on the following rMuting 
an anonymous letter was left at his lodging, telling him that 
to maintain secrecy would benefit him with the royal ilomiv, 
and hoping that H the enclosed n (notes for dll Hi) \umU i }„«. 
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vent the publication of his intended pamphlet. The receint 
of this letter was properly attested by several witnesses 
Major Hogan declined to be influenced by such agencies and 
instantly announced that the money should be returned. ’ 

The Examiner made comments on these disclosures of a 
nature that was to be expected from its ardour in the cause of 
.Reform; not omitting, however, to draw a distinction between 
the rights of domestic privacy and the claims to indulgence 
set up by traffickers in public corruption. The Government 
however, cared nothing for this distinction; neither would it 
have had the corruption inquired into. Its prosecutions were 
of a nature that did not allow truth to be investigated • and 
one of these was accordingly instituted against us, when it 
was unexpectedly turned aside by a member of Parliament, 
Colonel Ward I e, who was resolved to bring the. female alluded 
to by Major Hogan before the notice of that, tribunal. 

. 1 ^ “ unexpectedly,” because neither then, nor at any 
time, had I the least knowledge of Colonel Wardle. The 
Examiner , so to speak, lived quite atone. It sought nobody • 
and its principles in this respect had already become so well 
understood that few sought it, and no mu; succeeded in 
making its acquaintance. The colonel’s motion for an investi¬ 
gation came upon us, therefore, like a god-send. The pro¬ 
secution against the paper was dropped; and the whole 
attention of the country was drawn to the strange spectacle of 
a impudent woman, brought to the bar of the House 

of Commons, and forcing them to laugh in their turn at the 
effrontery of her answers. The poor Duke of York had 
parted with her, and she. had turned against him. 

The upshot, of the investigation was, that, Mrs. Clarke had 
evidently made money by the. seekers of military promotion, 
but that the duke was pronounced innocent, of connivance.’ 
His Koyal Highness withdrew, however, from office for a 
time,(for he was not long afterwards reinstated), mid public 
opinion, as to his innocence or guilt, went meanwhile pretty 
much according to that of party. 

My own impression, at this distance of time, and after 
better knowledge of the duke’s private history and prevailing 
character, is, that there was some connivance on his part, but 
not of a systematic nature, or beyond what lie may have 
considered as warrantable towards a few special friends of his 
mistress, on the assumption that she would cany her influence 
r,o farther. His own letters proved that he allowed her to 
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talk to him of people with a view to promotion. He even let 
her recommend him a clergyman, who (as ho phrased it) had 
an ambition to u preach before royalty.” He said he would 
do what he could to bring it about; probably thinking nothing 
whatsoever—I mean, never having the thought outer his head 

_of the secret scandal of the thing, or not regarding his 

consent as anything but a piece of good-natured patroniam# 
acquiescence, after the ordinary fashion of the u ways of the 
world.” 

For, in truth, the Duke of York was as good natured a 
man as he was far from being a wise one. Tin* investigation 
gave him a salutary caution ; hut I really believe, on the 
whole, that he had already been, 21s he was afterwards a very 
good, conscientious war-oftiee clerk. Ib* was a brave man, 
though no general; a very filial, if not a very thinking p 4i • 
tician (for he 2 d ways voted to please hi* lather); and if lie 
had no idea of economy, it is to he reeolleeted h*nv easily 
princes 1 debts are incurred,—how often encouraged by the 
creditors who complain of them; and how often, and lam 
temptingly to the debtor, they are paid off by govemownta, 

As to Ins amours, the temptations of royalty that way are 
still greater; the duke seem* to have regarded a mistress m 
a very tender and conjugal point of view, as long as the lady 
chose to be equally considerate; and if people wi unbred \* hy 
such a loving man did not love* his dueling > win* appears t > 
have been as good-natured ns himself the wonder erased 
when they discovered that Iter Itoyal Highmcu was a lady 
of so whimsical a taste, and possessed such an overflowing 
amount of benevolence towards the m»ja*enible race of being* 
hight dogs, that in the constant occupation id’ looking after 
the welfare of some score* of her canine friends, utie had 
no leisure to cultivate the society of those human ones that 
could better dispense with her attentions. 

The ministers naturally grudged tin* fclmminrr ltd escape 
from the Hogan prevention, especially as tiny gained nothing 
with the paper, in consequence of their involuntary forlorn* ■ 
ance. Accordingly, 1 afore another year was out, they insfi 
tuted a second prosecution ; and ho eager were they to bung 
it, that, in their haste, they again overleujied th*dr prmbne*\ 
Headers yn the present times, when more libels have brm 
written in a week by Toryism itself against rovaftv, in the 
most irreverent style, than appwrd in those lh\n in th« 
epiyrse of a year from ptmit the mmt radical, and moutnf 
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princes the most provoking, are astonished to hear that the 
offence we had committed consisted of the following sentence: 

4 ' Of all monarchs since the Revolution, the successor of 
George the Third will have the finest opportunity of becoming 
nobly popular.” 6 

But the real offence was the contempt displayed towards 
the ministers themselves. The article in which the sentence 
appeared, was entitled u Change of Ministrythe Duke of 
Portland had just retired from the premiership; and the 
Uxaminer had been long girding him and his associates on 
the score of general incompetency, as well as their particular 
unfitness for constitutional government. The ministers cared 
nothing for the king, in any sense of personal zeal, or of a 
particular wish to vindicate or exalt him. The tempers, 
caprices, and strange notions of sincerity and cralt to which 
he was subject, by neutralizing in a great measure his ordi¬ 
nary good nature and somewhat exuberant style of inter¬ 
course on the side of familiarity and gossiping, did not render 
him a very desirable person to deal with, even among friends. 
But he was essentially a Tory king, and so far a favourite of 
Tories; he was now terminating the fiftieth year of his reign; 
there was to be a jubilee in consequence; and the ministers 
thought to turn the loyalty of the holiday into an instrument 
of personal revenge. 

The passage in that article charged with being libellous 
was the following [reproduced now as a specimen of what 
was considered libel in those days]:*— 

Whatever may be the truth of these statements, it is generally 
supposed that the mutilated administration, in spite of its tenacity of 
life, cannot exist much longer; and the Foxites, of course, are begin¬ 
ning to rally round their leaders, in order to give it the coup de grace, 
A more respectable set of men they certainly are,—with more general 
information, more attention to the encouragement of intellect, and 
altogether a more enlightened policy; and if his Majesty could be 
persuaded to enter into their conciliatory views with regard to Ire- 
land, a most important and most necessary benefit would be obtained 
for this country. The subject of Ireland, next to the difficulty of 
coalition, is no doubt the great trouble in the election of his Majesty’s 
servants; and it is this, most probably, which has given rise to the 
talk of a regency, a measure to which the court would never resort 
while it felt a possibility of acting upon its own principles. What 
a crowd of blessings rush upon one’s mind, that might be bestowed 
upon the country in the event of such a change! Of ail monarchs, 
indeed, since the revolution, the successor of George the Third will 
have the finest opportunity of becoming nobly popular.” 

The framer# of the indictment evidently calculated on the 
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usual identification of a special with a Tory jurv. They ht^l 
reckoned, at the same time, so confidently on the fl(1 
produced with that class of persons hy any to !he 

old king, that the proprietor oMhe A/eraiie; C Mi. 

Perry, was prosecuted for having extracted only the «**• 
concluding sentences; and as the thwrnment «aa sfili tioac 
angered with the Whigs who hoped to displace them, nun 
with the Radicals who wished to see^them dmpUm*. Mr. 
Perry’s prosecution preceded ours. This waa fortunate j h;f 
though the proprietor of the Mommy ( Vmwie/c {‘leaded hn 
own cause, an occasion in which a man is said to hate M a h*d 
for his client” (that is to say, in the opinion of lawter >i im 
pleaded it so well, and the judge ( Klleuhoioitghk wht* aft-* 
wards showed himself so asenlou* a Whig, gave him a liming 
and construction ho favourable, that he nbtamnt an aeguemh 
and the prosecution against the Ktiimimi* ae^rdhtyby P'U *■« 

the ground. . , >t , , 

I had the pleasure of a visit from fhm genumtuu wmb* lo'i 
indictment was pending, lie came to tell me tmw hr meant 
to conduct his defence. He w*w a lively, go,4 tiiifnied man, 
with a shrewd expression of countenance, and twmtrimg 
which he not unwillingly turned upon the hidiivs^ I had lately 
married, and happened to be sitting with my wife, A Ham 
was given him dose to us; hut m he wan wty nm o.d.o-d, 
and yet could not well put up Ids tyrglme* h> Wh at la*? ? who U 
purpose, nevertheless, he was dearly bent *-u Hf-'U;;-> 1 , b- 
took occasion, while speaking of the Hay in nbi- h hr d *uM 
address the jury, to thrust ltd face rime npm le-i a aa uua 
at the same rime, with hi 1 ! liveliest, rtopfeun, and, a* ti r% 
pressly for her information, ** I nmm to be wry ne-dr-4/* 

The unexpectedness of this utumuncemeur, fwyrioo w 
the equivocal turn given to if by the >u*»*vy <■ t le * u» 
ment, had all the effect of a dramatic autpnm, and ti w a * 
with difficulty we kept our emmtruaneei. 

Mr. Perry subsequently Iwrmur one of my warned h *+md n 
and, among other services, would have done two on#* of a %*-y 
curious nature, which £ will mention byuiitd by,* 


* [This is the first mention that the writer make* of hi# mhm 
and it is a striking example of the manner m who to Ut mn »• 
reasons, hut principally out of tfefkitey to living 
himself bound to pass over, with wry atight ihr 

part of his personal nnri private life, In the present in slam »• *?. *** 
was no practical reason tor this reserve, imln* « was tints 4 io>, 
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Of the ministers, whom a young journalist, thus treated f 
with contempt, I learned afterwards to think better. Not as 
ministers: for I still consider them, in that respect, as the 
luckiest, and the least deserving their luck, of any statesmen 
that have been employed by the House of Brunswick. I speak 
not only of the section at that moment reigning, but of the 
whole of what was called Air. Pitt's successors. But with 
the inexperience and presumption of youth, I was too much 
in the habit of confounding difference of opinion with dis¬ 
honest motives. I did not see (and it is strange how people 
not otherwise wanting in common sense or modesty, can 
pass whole lives without seeing!) that if I had a right to have 

author had entered upon domestic matters, he might, with his almost 
exaggerated sense of the active obligations which truth-speaking 
involved, have felt bound to enter into personal questions and per¬ 
haps judgments, which he thought it better to waive. The dominating 
motives for this characteristic reserve are treated iu the dosing chapter 
of the volume. Leigh Hunt was married in 1800, to Marianne the 
daughter of Thomas and Ann Kent. Mr. Kent lmd died compara¬ 
tively young. His widow had obtained an independent livelihood as 
a dressmaker in rather a “ high 71 connection; amongst her acquaint¬ 
ance was the young editor, who fell in love with the eldest daughter 
and married her after a long courtship. The bride was the reverse of 
handsome, and without accomplishments; but she had a pretty figure 
beautiful black hair which readied down to her knees, magnificent 
eyes, and a very unusual natural turn for plastic art. She was an 
active and thrifty housewife, until the curious malady with which she 
was seized totally undermined her strength. Mrs. Kent, her mother 
who had perhaps acquired some harshness of character in a very 
hard school of adversity, never quite succeeded iu retaining the 
regard of her son-in-law, ■ -one reason, perhaps, for the reserve which 
has been noticed. Mrs. Kent made, indeed, some fearful mistakes in 
her sternness; but she was really a very kind-hearted woman, only 
too anxious to please, and faithful in the attachments which she 
formed, even when disappointed. She subsequently married Mr, 
Howland Hunter, a man of keen observation and simple mind, who 
has survived to a great age, and whose hearty friendship was cor¬ 
dially appreciated by Leigh Hunt, as they both advanced in years. 
Howland Hunter was the nephew and successor of Johnson, the well- 
known bookseller in St. Paul 7 # Churchyard, and the early patron of 
the poet Cowper. Johnson acquired celebrity for his success in busi¬ 
ness, his intelligence, and his peculiar hospitality; and Mr. Hunter 
continued his custom of keeping open house weekly for literary men, 
the friends of literature, and persons of any individual mark. At 
his house, the young author encountered a great variety of minds, 
and most unquestionably derived great advantage from the opportu¬ 
nity. His conversation frequently turned upon his recollections of 
these gatherings, and it was iu this house that he formed many of 
his literary aud personal acquaintances.] 
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ff ood motives Attributed to myself by those who ditleml witJi 

me in opinion, I was bound to reciprocate the emiceomm 
I did not reflect that political antagonist# have geirtali) b**n 
born and bred in a state of antagonism, llyit 
one of them to demand identify of opinion troni am‘din vn 
pain of bis being thought a roan of hud wao to 

demand that he should have had the antogmuaf a fattier amt 
mother as well as lm own—the same ttidmug, the mm* 
direction of conscience, the «ame prtHlUectam* ;«mi very !»*••)«• 
dices; not to mention, that good motives flmm^Iu^ might 
have induced a man to go counter to all these, even bad 
he been bred in them; which, in one or two nereis wo * ftw 


case with myself. , t 

Canning, indeed, was not a man to be treated wifti e*m 
tempt under any ciremnstauets, by those who admiral wn 
and rhetoric; though, compared with wli.tr he .mrtnd) 
achieved in either, I cannot help flunking tint hu pemern 
procured him an undue measure of fame, Wfuf lew he Mt 
us to perpetuate the amount of if? _A spin eh or two, and 
the Ode ou the A^ii/e-f/wwlei*. This will loudly demount* 
with the next ages, for the statue that occti{4i« flio lii ; ?iiwvv 
in Westminster; a compliment, too, tmbpm of in bmd; 
monopolizing the parliamentary paveumuf, mi though lb** 
original had been flu? only man tit to go ho fit »■* fW ie-pr 
sentative of Parliament itself, and to challenge flie udimufn-o 


of the passengers, The liberal of I'onomfj l r-t 

days renewed his claim on the pttbbe reomh » f* in .e* 
was left, by the jealousy and rermitmut of lm e-*d*\* \ f » 

carry them by himself: jeatotpy, b-vott e*, mud *n lm wie 
was for a great fame, they had nope «*f then 1 own t>* r.pi,il it, 
and resentment, because in ita indberenmn an I ta<Minb* 
rateness, it had niekmuned or bantered firm all s*mmt, sue 


real cause, 1 have no doubt, of that amemtuab ,*f 4*m*hou 
of his ascendancy which broke hit heart nt itm vrty *4" 

his fortunes* But at the tune I speak oh I to* k inm $ u 
nothing but a great sort of impudent limit boy, with nr* tin 
feelingness that surpassed tun ability, Wimr*ni*$ lie wmi a arm 
of much natural sensibility, a gutwl tnbbaod and hultrf, oo I 
an admirable son* <’aiming continued, m h»ng m lie hvrj 4 to 


write a letter every week to his muftmr, who fuel brv?i 
actress, and whom he treated, iit every rmj* of, wuh .* » o 
sideration and Umdcnnosi that may be pton-mm »* I !< h 
been perfect* u Good mm" should have been wuc- u nu hot 
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Iih stat«i‘. It would haw given the somewhat pert look of 
ms handsome huv a pleasanter efteet; ami have done Lima 
thousand times more good with the coming generations than 

Ii h tme o« the Knife-Grinder* 

Th« Burl of Liverpool* wlumi Madame tie Stael is said 
hi have described as having a “ talent for silence,” and to 
haw askvd, In company, what had became of « that dull 
wpnikcr* Lord IJnwkeshury ” (Ids title during his father’s 
lifetime), was assuredly n very dull minister;“hut I believe 
he w;u II very good mmu His father had been so much in 
the confidence of tlu* Burl of Bute at the accession of 
tbwge IIL, m to have succeeded to his invidious reputation 
of hrit\% the sreret adviser of the king; and he continued 
iii eiyaf favour during the whole of the reign. The son, 
with little interval* uas in otHce during the whole of the war 
with Napoleon; and after partaking of all the hitter draughts 
of dUupjmiutment which ended in killing Pitt, had the luck 
of tasting the sweets of triumph* 1 met him one day, not 
loftg afterwards, driving his barouche in a beautiful spot 
where he lived* and was so struck with the melancholy of his 
aspect, that, jus l did not know him by sight, I asked a 
passenger who he was. 

dim same triumph did not hinder poor Lord Caatlereagh 
troiii dying by hit* own hand. The long burden of respon¬ 
sibility had been too much, even for him; though, to all 
apparatus, he was iv man of a stronger temperament than 
L**rd Liverpool, and had* indeed, a very noble aspect. Ho 
fdiotdd have led a private life, and been counted one of the 
models of tlu* aristocracy; for though a ridiculous speaker, 
mat a cruel politician (out of imptienee of seeing constant 
trouble, and not knowing otherwise how to end it), ho was 
nn intelligent ami kindly man In private life, and could be 
superior to his position as a statesman,* He delighted in 
the political satire of the Iktjgar't Opera; has been seen 
applauding it from a stage box; and Lady Morgan tells us, 
would ask her in company to play him the songs on the 
pmnofmte, and good-humouredly accompany them with a bad 
voice. How pleasant it is thus to find oneself reconciled 
to mm whom we have ignorantly undervalued 1 and how 
fortunate to have lived long enough to say so 1 

* [Tlict amount* and even existence, of the cruelty here attributed 
to Lord Ciitlereagh, have since been denied, and apparently not 

without reason#] 
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The Jtemntr, though it i^rn-d the Whig* to th« 
kW . o Whiir ot the Htin*i4 thou e\o4unu Itu 

^Tohieet was a reform i» 1‘miimucm, which the wider 
fj JoL influential Whig* did not adunmn. winch the 
younger ones (the father* «>*’ ‘»*;r «" w *™»p «Ovoeutcd but 
Sully and misgiving, and which hud lately been auilered 
” Vl en tirely into the hands *'t those newer and more 
Jorough-going Whigs, which were l.m by the. name of 
Kadicats, and have suav been cdh d V\ lug Ka.l teal* , uud 
Liberals. The opinions of the hrxmusny m tact, both as 
to State' and (’lunch gm- i um. nt, allowing, <«f course, for 
difference of position in the panics, and tone in their numi- 
festation were those that have cinee swayed the destin'iea 
of the country, in the pefsoiu of (Junm Victoria and her 
ministers. I do not presume to mv.- r Majesty tie- name 
of a partisan; m- to imply that, under any ritcmieuaueoM, 
she'would condescend to ac'eept it Hot- ho mtev,, as she well 

knows and admirably deiinmatiatoM. is. not. {.. m 4 >- with any 

of the disputants among her eliddteii, but to act lovingly mid 
dispassionately for them all, im rirc«m*tm t e,,< render expe- 

dient But the extraordinary events ^Ittefi twt-% fdwn un flt« 
Continent during her ehddh^d, tite imir^w {wdifituit view* 
of most of her immediate hvr umn Uuw mol 

more gonial understanding, awl 4e; M num^ *>( a \wv iimilier* 
all these cmnimsmtttms i» eemUnaUpn haw ml her 

what no prince of her hen ** h*< ^ n h*‘t« w ln*t\ 
to the demands not only of the ui®mai and Urn 44%, ton *4 
the days to com**, and*the |^|.t4.is‘ »I’ ?t$e until. 

So, at leant, l enumve, I d' tmi penm I to any pvud 
knowledge of the court or if ^ mhivu », I al srion w hat 
I have seen of her Mojwtyk webm- t to skit in uith evny 
great and liberal measure tor th»* r 4tn atmu * th»^ rountty, 
the freedom of trade, mid tiw indeyrreimre *4" tathtiiv, and 
I spoke in the same m;mw*r, heMe I madd Bo mrtp*rf»d 
of confounding esteem with gran t tide, Sh«< Imnv.i how* uud 
nobly dares, to let the mint of »•■**trwtion in tie*' of 

individuals he loosened before tie 4 vt^Wifut »f.?eiig?h uud -*»>dt * 
government of the many; and lie* toy at lion a* that heat know 4 
how to do this, uud neither to tk?htefi tho*»* tviim in a liner 
nor abandon them out of four* will to* flm In r *t to nntb t* 

in any eonvulshm whioh othrii iu.*y |U'4*%# j hO| uud tbo Ut ’*t 
to be reaHsunni in tinir tvNiUe >n f m mi ^ h-41 

exist May it exist, ittidit tlr in mliirb I cmii piotni# 
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it to my imagination, m long as reasonableness can outlive 

envy s and ornament bo known to be one of nature’s desires! 
K\et’v^ neither of riches nor poverty, would then endanger 
it. i mu no republican, nor over was, though I have lived 
during a period of history when kings themselves tried hard 
Co make hem-st men republicans by their apparent unteach- 
ableimcw. Hut my own education, the love, perhaps of 
poetic ornament, and the dislike which I had conceived at 
that time of an existing republic, even of British origin, kept 
tiio within the pale of the loyal. 1 might prefer, perhaps 
n %uiT!%-»riou of qms ns to kings, and a simple fillet on their 
Suews to the most gorgemw diadeim I think that men more 
willimrty obey the one, and I am sun* that nobody could 
mistake the cost of the oilier. But paceful and reasonable 
jnevjUiott fbr the progress of mankind towards all the good 
fmjwtlde to their nature, from orderly good maimers up to 
disinterested sentiments, is tin* great desideratum in govern¬ 
ment; and thinking this more securely and handsomely main¬ 
tained in limited monarchies than republics, l am for English 
permanence in this lespeet, hi ptelerence to French muta¬ 
bility, and American elect iveuess; though, at the same time, 
I cannot but consider the two great nations of France and 
the bnited States as setting m enviable examples m regard to 
the more amiable sociality of the one and the special and 
eoimtatit eon mlr ration for women in the other. 

The Tory (hu eminent having tailed in its two attacks on 
the could not. he content* fur any length of time, 

till if had failed tit a third, For such was the ease. The new 
charge was again on the subject of the army—-that of military 
ffomqitg. An excellent article on the absurd and cruel nature 
of flat punishment, from flu* pen of the late Mr. John Scott 
|who afterwards fell in a dud with one of the writers in 
Uhifkmmd), hint apj*eared in a country jtaper, the Stamford 
Aheq of which lie was editor. The most striking passages 
of thh article wen* copied hit** the Kramimr, and it is a 
fTiwirtadde eiteunmUmee in the history of juries, that after 
the journal which copied it hud been acquitted in London, the 
jama! which originated tin* copied matter was ibund guilty 
in Mtmuibrd; and thii* too, though the counsel was the same 
in both iuaiinee.v 'the pr**,ienf Lord Brougham. 

din* amor ney-general at that time wtw Sir Vicary Gibbs } 
u mime which it appears nomowhnt ludicrous to ine to write 
at pi* eon adei log what a bugbear it wits to politicians, 
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and how insignificant it 1mm since ];ocwm«. Sir Vicary was 
a little, irritable, sharp-featured, bilious -leek mg man (so at 
least he was described, for 1 never saw him); very wot thy, I 
believe, in private; and said to he so fond ot nouds, tlut ho 
would read them after the labours ot the day. till the wax- 
lights guttered without his knowing it. I had a secret teg.ud 

for him on this account, and wished he would not haunt me 

in a spirit so unlike Tom -limes. I know not. what sort <• 
lawyer he was; probably none the worse for imbuing lumseit 
with the knowledge of Fielding and Smollett ; but lie iu- a 
bad reasoner, and made half-witted charges. He used those 
edge-tools of accusation which cut a man’s own huger*. H- 
assumed that we could have no motive* for writing but mer¬ 
cenary ones; and he argued, that because Mr. Scott (who 
had no more regard for Bonniwirte than we had) endeavoured 
to shame down the practice of military Hogging by pointing 
to the disuse of it in the armies of France, he only wanted to 
subject his native country to invasion. He also hud the sim¬ 
plicity to ask, why we did not, “ speak privately on the sub¬ 
ject to some member of Parliament,” ami get him to notice it 
in a proper manner, instead of bringing it More the public 
in a newspaper? We laughed at him; and the event of his 
accusations enabled us to laugh more. 

The charge of being friends of Bonaparte against all who 
differed with Lord Oastlereagh and Mr. funning was a r.,m 
mon, and, for too long a time, a successful friek. with such <<f 
the public as did not read the writings of the per*ms accused. 
I have often been surprised, much later in lib*, both in re 
lation to this and to other charges, at the credulity into which 
many excellent persons had owned they had been thus 
beguiled, and at the surprise which they expressed in turn at 
finding the cluirges the. reverse of time, To the leaden of 
the Examiner tiny caused only indignation or merriment, 

The last and moat formidable prosecution against us remains 
to be told; but some intermediate circumstances must bn re¬ 
lated first. 
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CHAPTER XII 

MTEEAEY W Alt F ABE. 

Tin; HvtiHiino* had been established between two and three 
viui.h wli**n [m IN 10] my brother projected a quarterly ma- 
gnrme of Itmtamte and polities, entitled the Reflector, which 
I edited, Lamb. Dyer, Barney Mitchell, the Greek Professor 
S»diiees]eI4 tall Christ -Hospital men), together with Dr. Aikiu 
and hn family* wrote in it; and it wan rising in sale every 

♦ {Haflrf, when it Mt**pj»ed at the ele.se of the fourth number for 
want of funds. Its termination was nut owing to want of 
bhmahty iu the |*uymeuta. But the radical reformers in 
the** day a wore se4 sufficiently rich or numerous to support 
leieli a publication. 

Some of the liveliest effusions of Lamb first appeared in 
tliH iimoiodiie; and in order that I might retain no influential 
i-din fbr my y*« n\ withers* after having angered the stage, dis- 
•. .On tied the Church, otlhuded the State, not very well pleased 
th»* Wmew and exasperated the Tories, I must needs com- 
sioir-a* the inafurer part of my vem 1 -making with contributing 

to it‘4 tilt* ifl ikf PtH'tn* 

The fitmt 0 / #JW fWla was (perhaps, I may say, is) a jeu~ 
*|V tpn'l suggested by the aSV&uo;* 0 / lht\ l } mt$ of Sir John 
,H»f ( /fd$f$ r y Apollo gives the pets a dinner; and many verse- 
ffoihrrm wise have m» claim to the title, present themselves, 

me I air rejected, 

With fltD effudon, while thinking of nothing hut showing 
my wit, and reposing under the shadow of my u laurels” (of 
whhdi I expected 11 harvest iw abundant as my self-esteem), I 
made almost every living poet anil poetaster my enemy, and 
particularly rwpramd those among the Tories. I speak of 
the idtiijr* 111 which it first appeared, before time and reflection 
had moderated iu judgment. It drew upon my head all the 
p-remal hostility which had hitherto been held in a state of 
miq-etrie by the vaguer daring of the Kxtmimr % and I have 
xr&hutx to behove that its inconsiderate, and I am hound to 
rein# vu wt ^oine ir.ipecui, unwarrantable levity, was the origin 

* f the v'rave a* and far leoi warrantable attacks which I after¬ 
ward*! sustained frmu fsditieal antagonists, and which caused 
the mo.U aertuu* mischief to my fortunes. Let the young 
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satirist take warning*; ami consider how much self-love he U 
rroin«* to wound, by'tlm indulgence of his own. 

Not that I have to apologize to the memory of every < m 
whom I attacked. 1 am sorry to have had occasion to dnier 
with any of my fellow-creatures, knowing the mistakes to 
which we are all liable, and the circumstances that help to 
cause them. But I can only regret it, personally, in propor¬ 
tion to the worth or personal regret on tin* side of the nuiny. 

The Quarterly Ilevieu\ for instance, had lately been sot up, 
and its editor was Gifford, the, author of the Ihtrtad and 
Mcemad . I had been invited, nay, pressed by the publisher, 
to write in the new review ; which surprised me, conddemig 
its politics and the great difference of my own. I wa s not 
aware of the little faith that was held in the politic; of any 
beginner of the world: and 1 have no doubt that tho units 
tion had been made at tlte, instance of Gifford himself of 
whom, as the dictum of a u man of vigorous learning/' and 
the u first satirist of his time/ 1 1 hat! <juotod m the (ViViWiI 
Essays the gentle observation, that 11 all tlse fouls in the 
kingdom seemed to have risen up with one aeeord, amt ex 
claimed , 1 Let m write for the theatres !’" 

Strange must have been Gifford’s feelings, when, in the 
Feast of the iV/s, he found Im culogiaer falling as trenchantly 
on the author of the Uarhuf ami M<rriad as the l h triad and 
Mmiad had fallen on the dramatists, Tim T»»ry v hmr di * 
cerned plainly enough, that if a man’s polities were of no 
consideration with the Quarterly AVriVtig prmided the pod 
tician was Ida critical admirer, they were very dtfleienf thing 4 
with the editor Radical. lie found also, that the new satisi a 
had ceased to regard the old one as a u critical antlm*try ; " 
and he might not have unwarrantably concluded that l had 
conceived some persona! disgust against him m a man j for 
such, indeed, was the secret of my attack. 

The reader is, perhaps, aware, that George the Foin th, 
when he was Prince of Wales, had a mistress of the name of 
Robinson. She was the wife of a man of no great character, 
had taken to the stage for a livelihood, was very handsome, 
wrote veisos, and is said to have excited a tender emotion in 
the bosom of Charles Fox. The prince allured her from the 
stage, and lived with la*r for some yean. After tladr nrp * 
ration, and during her decline, which took place b.jbre nhe 
was old, she became afflicted with rheumatism; and iei Gm 
solaced her pains, and perhaps added to Iter iuiImi item***, by 





I'.'i ,\rm!U<«iU,VS'HY <»K i.khui hunt. 

: 1*-! ;t!»l it.t ltt-r ver:,.vt tnnu"l uj«m l W r affections 

4i«! - W lift <lt hi-r old vein of love and senti- 

jo nf, sill mitit-v tin- Mt iff this nutvuliius and gallant 
. !i;; ( »i.m. Mr. PillO-il, who, in his ihtciad and Mmiad 
..my . -4 hini-i-ll’ with trijtj'iiij! 141 her « mitdtoK,”particularly 
riiuirj.i hri- Mihfr w.iv to her last lumie. This he con- 

* Hi ?m! the **! 41*141 % t‘f flu* f’tlil, 

" N ; •” * Sms after n hit nr two at other women 

lit*- a my thr *>\s ing Atoti**s in the afreet—- 1 

** «• Uoi*i?i son torsefc Iter »tate, and move 

f h ft»ft bh 1 ilu* ijmitf to * Light o’ Love.* ” 

- P the paomm* wit it* h put all tin* gall into anything 
v. hmh I >ant, llini or atfmvatd.s of CJitFord, tilt he attacked 
my*4f anti tn> ft hiitU At hud, it dlsjwmed mo to think the 
wm *» <4 whatever ho wrote; ami us reflection did not improve 
son *nt?i i no* Mdfeit bitti* ho is tin 1 only man i ever attacked, 
|r t oofim; whom I have felt no regret* 

It wmifd ho emy f*r mm at tlibi distance of time, to own 
i!t if milled |‘o. *r oed eeuims hat! such been the ease* It 
v» nM 1 ia\o bwn easy for me at any time. Hut lie had not a 
m h\ The , OMiu>»'i*r of jmHusfrra was hinwelf a potato, 
\\ m-u h»* had d^iio with Ins whip, evoryltody had a right to 
s»rJ - if tip, aod lay if ever the seourgerV shoulders; for 
do-nsh hr had m-imo enough to discern glaring faults, he 
abounded in coguttMUtpluetw, Ills satire itself which at its 
t" • * iirur wmt l«wend miartne/i-s warn full of them* 

Tho to.idoi ,4 m 1I have a .specimen or two, in order that 
Mi. ttill*-i*t may rpeuh for InuiMdf; for Ids hook has long 
♦ ,i ,•< I o- hr is-ad, lie r.lmll ore with how little a stock of his 
ma'j a io in may set up thr a judge of others* 

f do /*orio4 nmi MWimf ,<* railed from two had poets 
!?r rf?* ord by Viroil was a safir«% imitatecl from Persian, on 
4 ,m of iiic waiters who ha<l made their apparance 
n.’,do{ ihr title of India (’rUNcans, The coterie originated in 
f f .u i.oous,* of ,oino of them at- Ftorenre, the seat of the 
o,, I H-iU t’Mme.m Academy, Mr. Merry, their leader, 
nl». v.a-, a lariiihrr of that academy* am! who wrote under its 
v oiatuie, rave * ceu- ion t** the name. They first published 
a o!!nS'*ii of p**?my railed the /^/umice M'm'i'lhtnif, and 
tfou a-M ,»» * 1 io fio" hftiidoii uewMpapori, whieh oeeasiomd 
an oi>jlira »| » nUi ihtitioii» in the like tmte* 'Flu* taste wss 
m hpt can hr iiioi'.pip ft; full of ftowetinw, conceits, and 
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affectation; and, in attempting to wape from a-mim<iip!,it-»-, 
it evaporated into nonwnse 

“ Was it the shuttle of the morn 
That- wove upon the eobwehbM thorn 
Thy airy lay? ” 

“ Hang o’er las eye the gossamery tear,** 

“ Gauzy zephyrs, fluttering oVr the plain, 

On twilight's bosom drop their lihnv rain/* 

8a\ <&<\ 

It was impossible that such absurditie.s could have had any 
lasting effect on fin* publie taste 1 . They would have died of 
inanition. 

11 is satin 1 consists, not in a critical exposure in showing 
why die objects of his contempt are wrong but in simply 
asserting that tinware so. He turns a commonplace 0 f hfs 
own in Ida verses, quotes a passage from his author in a note, 
expresses his amazement at it, and tints thinks he has proved 
his case, when In 1 has made out inditing hut an overweening 
assumption at tint expense of wind was nut worth iioltehtg! 

‘‘ I was horn,” says he, - 

“ To brand obtrusive ignorance with scorn, 

On bloated pedantry to jr mat my 

And hisH prrpmtmtm Jmimn from the stage/’ 

Wliat coimixmpIatT tiilking i* that? II,-,,- iawmn' m*-n; ,.f 

the same stuff; - 

“ Then let your style he brief your meaning chair. 

Nor, like Lorenzo, tire the kitwmrmg ear 

With a wild waste of words; sound without ai*p«e 

And all the florid glare of impotence. 

Still, with your diameters your language change, 

Irorn grave to guy, m mitmt dkiak% t range; 

Now droop in all the pliUnfivrnew of woe, , <»»i 
Now in glad number* light and uirv ft«w ; 

Now shake the atnge with guilt’* alarming imt, f m 
And make the aching bosom aU year hum/* 

Was tliere ever a fonder set of complacent old pbmwei. 
such as any schoolboy might utter ? Yet thin U t lie non wtm 

undertook to despise Charles Lamb, and to tramp!* on Keith 
and Shelley! * 

I have mentioned the Uoxburgh aide uf Looks. I wan 
Kfatuimg among the biddera with my friend the late Mr, 
Jhtmut lucid, when he jogged my elbow, nnd laid* 11 Then* lh 
toflord over the way, looking at you with -me/# a face j" l 
m ' x , P™ 4,f ; u >' hehold«. r , and raw a Lnfe man, with n 
warped lramu and a count,enimee tiHwccu, the quemtomi nnd 
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the angry, gazing at me with all his might. It was, truly 
enough, the satirist who could not bear to be satirized—the 
denouncer of incompetencies, who could not bear to be told 
of his own. He had now learnt, as I was myself to learn, 
what it was to taste of his own bitter medicaments; and he 
never profited by it, for his Review spared neither age nor 
sex as long as he lived. What he did at first out of a self- 
satisfied incompetence, he did at last out of an envious and 
angry one ; and he was, all the while, the humble servant of 
power, and never expressed one word of regret for his in¬ 
humanity. The mixture of implacability and servility is the 
sole reason, as I have said before, why I still speak of him as 
I do. If he secretly felt regret for it, I am sorry—especially 
if he retained any love for his “ Anna, 5 ’ whom I take to have 
been not only the good servant and friend he describes her, 
but such a one as he could wish that he had married. Why 
did he not marry her, and remain a humbler and a happier 
man ? or how was it, that the power to have any love at all 
could not teach him that other people might have feelings as 
well as himself, especially women and the sick ? 

Such were the causes of my disfavour with the Tory critics 
in England. 

To those in Scotland I gave, in like manner, the first cause 
of offence, and they had better right to complain of me; 
though they ended, as far as regards the mode of resentment, 
in being still more in the wrong. I had taken a dislike to 
Walter Scott, on account of a solitary passage in his edition 
of Dryden —nay, on account of a single word. The word, it 
must be allowed, was an extraordinary one, and such as he 
must have regretted writing; for a more dastardly or delibe¬ 
rate piece of wickedness than allowing a ship with its crew to 
go to sea, knowing the vessel to be leaky, believing it likely 
to founder, and on purpose to destroy one of the passengers, 
it is not so easy to conceive ; yet, because this was done by 
a Tory king, the relator could find no severer term for it than 
“ ungenerous.” Here is the passage:— 

« His political principles (the Earl of Mulgrave ? s) were those of a 
staunch Tory, which he maintained through his whole life; and he 
was zealous for the royal prerogative, although he had no small reason 
to complain of Charles the Second, who, to avenge himself of Mul- 
grave, for a supposed attachment to the Princess Anne, sent him to 
Tangiers, at the head of some troops, in a leaky vessel, which it was 
supposed must have perished in the voyage . Though Mulgrave was 
apprised of the danger, h§ seprned to shra its and the Earl of Ply- 
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mnntli ft favourite son of the kin.tr, Bomwusly insisted upon Muivms 
with him This unqi-nerous attempt to destroy _him in tl e 
it along, ],i a duty, with the refusal of a regiment, made 

“r"’t - . 

Achithophcl in Dnjden a JVtwA.v, vol ix. \\ 304. 


This passage, was the reason why the ftiture great, novelist 
was introduced to Apollo, iu the Femt of the JWt.% alter a 
very irreverent fashion. 

I believe that with reference to high standards oi poetry 
and criticism, superior to mere description, however lively, to 
the demands of rhyme for its own sake, to prosaieal ground - 
works of style, metaphors of common property* convention¬ 
alities in general, and the prevalence of a material over a 
spiritual treatment, my estimate of Waltor Scott s Hum pub¬ 
lications, making allowance for the manner of it, will still he 
found not far from tin* truth, by those who have profited by 
a more advanced age of mstheticai culture. 

There is as much difference, for instance, poetically speak- 
ing between Coleridge's brief poem, (//iriVitM, ami all the 
narrative poems of Walter Scott, or, a» Wordsworth called 
them, u novels in verse,” as between a precious essence nnd it 
coarse imitation of it, got up for sale. Indeed, Coleridge, not 
unnaturally, though not with entire reason (tor the story and 
characters in Scott were the real charm), lamented that an 
endeavour, unavowed, hud been made to eatch his tone, and 
had succeeded just far enough to recommend b» unbounded 
popularity what had nothing iu common with it. 

But though Walter Scott was no novelist at that tune 
except iu verse, flu* tone id peisoiud asmmpti*»u tmvmdi him 
in the Feast of the /Wto formed a jmd ground of idfnice. 
Not that I had not as much right to differ with any man on 
any subject, as Ini had to dlller with of hop*, but would 
have become me, especduliy at that tunc of life, and in apeak * 
ing of a living person, to express the difference with jmodivrty* 
I ought to have taken care also not to fall into one of the very 
prejudices I was reproving, nnd think ill or well of people in 
proportion as they differed or agreed with me in polities 
Waiter Scott saw the good of mankind in a Tory m*. retro-* 
speefcive point of view. I saw it from a \\ big, a ftadieat, or 
prospective one ; and though l tilth think he was mintakeu, 
and though circumstances have shown that the world think m 
too, I ought to haves discovered, even by the writings which t 
condemned, that ho was a man of a kindly nature ; and it 
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would have become me to have given him credit for the same 
good motives, which I arrogated exclusively for my own side 
of the question. It is true, it might be supposed, that I 
should have advocated that side, with less ardour, had I been 
more temperate in this kind of judgment ; but I do not think 
so. Or if I had, the want of ardour would probably have 
been compensated by the presence of qualities, the absence of 
which was injurious to its good effect. At all events, I am 
now of opinion, that whatever may be the immediate impres¬ 
sion, a cause is advocated to the most; permanent advantage 
by persuasive, instead of provoking manners; and certain I 
am, that whether this be the case or not, no human being, be 
he the best and wisest; of his kind, much less a confident 
young man, can be so sure of tin* result of his confidence, as 
to warrant the, substitution of his will and pleasure, in that 
direction, for the charity which befits bis common modesty 
ami his partieqKition of error. 

It is impossible for me, in other respects, to regret the war 
I had with the Tories. I rejoice in it as far as I can rejoice 
at anvthing painful to myself ami others, and 1 am paid for 
the consequences in what 1 have lived to set*; nay, in the 
respect ami regrets of tin* best of my enemies. But I am 
sorrv that in aiming wounds which l had no light to give, I 
cannot deny that I brought on myself others which they had 
still less right to inflict; and I make the amends of this con¬ 
fession, not only in return for what they have expressed 
themselves, but in justice to tin 1 feelings whieh honest men of 
nil parties experience as they advance in life, and when they 
look back calmly upon their common errors. 

u I shall put this book in. my pocket,” said Walter Scott to 
Murray, after he had been standing a while at his counter, 
reading the Stan/ of 

a Pray do,” said the publisher. The copy of the hook was 
ret down to the author in the bookseller's account as a present 
to Walter Scott. Walter Scott was beloved by bis friends; 
tin* author of the Ston/ of Rimini was an old offender, per¬ 
sonal as well as political ; and lienee the fury with which they 
fell on him in their muv publication. 

Kvery party has a right side am! a wrong. The right side 
of Whtgirism, Radicalism, nr the love of liberty, is the love 
of justice—the wish to set* fair play to all men, and the ad¬ 
vancement of knowledge and competence. The wrong side is 
the wish to pull down those above us, instead of the. desire of 




















TJTPJUIIY WARP ARK. 


199 

raisin** those who are lx‘low. The right side of Toryism is 
the love of order and the disposition lo reverence and personal 
attachment; the wrong sitle is the love of power for power’s 
sake and the determination to maintain it in the teeth of all 
thatLs reasonable and humane. A strong spirt* of supers! t * 
tion, generated by the habit of success, tended to confuse the 
r i«ht and wrong sides of Toryism, in minds not. otherwise 
unjust or ungenerous. They seemed to imagine that heaven 
and earth would u come together,” if the supposed favourites 
of Providence were to be considered as tavourites no longer ; 
and hence the unbounded licence which they gave to their 
resentment, and (be strange self-permission of a man like 
Walter Scott, not. only to lament, over tin* prepress of society, 
as if the future hud been ordained only to carry on the past, 
but to countenance the Border like forages of his friends into 
provinces which thoy had no business to invade, and to 
speculate upon still greater organisations of them, whieh etr 
cumstances, luckily for his fame, prevented, 1 allude to the 
intended establishment of a journal, whieh, as it never «*\i-Red, 
it is no longer necessary to name. 

Readers in these kindlier days of criticism have no eoneep 
tion of the extent to which personal hostility allowed itself to 
be transported, in the periodicals of those times, IVrmnal 
habits, appearances, connections, domesticities, nothing w,i < 
safe from misrepresentations, begun, perhaps in the gaiety oi 
a saturnalian licence, but gradually carried to an e\ce ,5 whieh 
would have been ludicrous, bad it not sometimes produced 
tragical consequences. It threatened a great many more, and 
ficattered, meantime, a great deal of wretehedne-u among nn * 
offending as well as offending persons, sometimes in proportion 
to the delicacy winch hindered them from exculpating them 
selves, and which could only have vindicated one portion of a 
family by sacrificing another. I was so caricatured, it seems, 
among the rest, upon matters great and small {for l did not 
see a tenth part of what, was said of me), that person on 
subsequently becoming acquainted with me, sometimes ex- 
pressed their surprise at finding me no other than l was in 
face, dress, manners, and very walk ; to say nothing of the 
conjugality which they found at my fireside, and the affection 
which I had tin*, happiness of enjoying among my friend; in 
general. I never retaliated in the same way ; first, beeatt u* 1 
had never been taught to respect it, even by the jest * of 
Aristophanes; secondly, because 1 observed the or row which 
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it caused both to right and wrong; thirdly, because it is im¬ 
possible to know the truth of any story related of a person, 
without hearing all the parties concerned; and fourthly, 
because, while people thought me busy with politics and con¬ 
tention, I was almost always absorbed in my books and verses, 
and did not, perhaps, sufficiently consider the worldly conse¬ 
quences of the indulgence. 

To return to the Feast of the Poets . . I offended all the 
critics oLthe old or French school by objecting to the mono¬ 
tony of Pope’s versification, and all the critics of the new or 
German school, by laughing at Wordsworth, with whose 
writings I was then unacquainted, except through the medium 
of his deriders. On reading him for myself, I became such 
an admirer, that Lord Byron accused me of making him 
popular upon town. I had not very well pleased Lord Byron 
himself, by counting him inferior to Wordsworth. Indeed, I 
offended almost everybody whom I noticed : some by finding 
any fault at all with them ; some, by not praising them, on 
their favourite points ; some, by praising others on any point; 
and some, I am afraid, and those amongst the most good- 
natured, by needlessly bringing them on the carpet, and 
turning their very good-nature into a subject of caricature. 
Thus I introduced Mr. Hayley, whom I need not have noticed 
at all, as he belonged to a bygone generation. He had been 
brought up in the courtesies of the old school of manners, 
which he ultra-polished and rendered caressing, after the 
fashion of my Arcadian friends of Italy ; and as the poetry of 
the Triumphs of Temper was not as vigorous in style as it was 
amiable in its moral and elegant in point of fancy, I chose to 
sink his fancy and his amiableness, and to represent him as 
nothing but an effeminate parader of phrases of endearment 
and pickthank adulation. I looked upon him as a sort of 
powder-puff of a man, with no real manhood in him, but fit 
only to suffocate people with his frivolous vanity, and be struck 
aside with contempt. I had not yet learned, that writers may 
be very “ strong” and huffing on paper, while feeble on other 
points, and, vice versdj weak in their metres, while they.are 
strong enough as regards muscle. I remember my astonish¬ 
ment, years afterwards, on finding that the “gentle Mr. Hay- 
ley,” whom I had taken for 

“ A puny insect, shivering at a breeze,” 

was a strong-built man, famous for walking in the snow 














LITERARY WARFARE* 


201 


before daylight, and possessed of an intrepidity ns a horseman 
amounting to the reckless. U is not ^improbable that the 
feeble Hay ley, during one of his equestrian passes, could have 
snatched up the “vigorous” Uifford, and pitched him over 
the hedge into the next held. 

Having thus secured the enmity of the Tory critics north 
and south, and the indifference (to say the least uf it) the 
gentlest lookers on, it fell to the lot of the better part of my 
impulses to lose me. the only counteracting influence which 
was offered me in the friendship of the Whig*. t had par ¬ 
taken deeply of Whig indignation at the desertion of limit* 
party by the Prince Regent. The Ifrjfoiar contained an 
article on his Royal Highness, latter accordingly^which ban¬ 
tered, among other absurdities, u famous dinner given by him 
to “one hundred and fitly particular friends.” There was a 
real stream of water running down the table at thin dinner, 
stocked with golden fish. It lmd banks of m <m and bridges 
of pasteboard; the salt-cellars were pamueis home by “golden 
asses;” every Sung, In short, was as unlike the dinners new 
given by the sovereign, In point of taste and good rnrnae, as 
effeminacy is different from womanhood ; and tin* Ar/Actor, in 
a parody of the complaint of the shepherd, described how 

u Despairing, beside a clear stream, 

The bust of a cod-fish wm hthlj 
And while a false taste was his theme, 

A drainer supported his head.” 

A day or two after the appearance iff this article, I met in 
the street the late estimable Blanco White, whom 1 had the 
pleasure of being acquainted with. He told me of the tttmt'to ■ 
merit It had given at Holland Home ; and added, that lend 
Holland would be glad to see me among his tiietidi there, and 
that he (Blanco White) was tommUmoned to my an, 

I did not doubt for an instant that anything but the nurd 
disinterested kindness and good mature dictated the invitation 
which was thus made to me. It was imjausible, at any subse* 
quent time, that l could iqieak with greater respect and adfttt- 
ration of his lordship, than I had been In the habit of doing 
already. Never had an uneomditutional or illiberal nnwame 
taken place in the IIouho of Lorda, hut Idi pmtent wau mire to 
appear against it ; and tins, and Ida elegant literature and ie • 
putation for hospitality, had completely won my heart. At the 
same time, I did not look upon the invitation tin itny return for 
tins enthusiasm* I considered hitt lordship (anti now at tin# 
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moment consider him) as having been as free from every per¬ 
sonal motive as myself; and this absence of all suspicion, 
prospective or retrospective, enabled me to feel the more 
confident and consoled in the answer which I felt bound to 
make to his courtesy. 

I said to Mr. Blanco White, that I could not sufficiently 
express my sense of the honour that his lordship was pleased 
to do me; and there was not a man in England at whose 
table I should be prouder or happier to sit; and I was fortu¬ 
nate in having a conveyer of the invitation, who would know, 
how to believe what 1 said, and to make a true representation 
of it; and that with almost any other person, I should fear 
to he thought guilty of immodesty and presumption, in not 
hastening to avail myself of so great a kindness; but that 
the more I admired and loved the character of Lord Holland, 
the less I dared to become personally acquainted with him; 
that being a far weaker person than he gave me credit for 
being, it would be difficult, for me to eat the mutton and 
drink the claret of such a man, without falling into any 
opinion into which his conscience might; induce, him to lead’ 
me; and that not having a single personal acquaintance, even 
among what was called my own party (the Radicals), his 
lordship's goodness would bo the more easily enabled to put 
its kindest and most indulgent construction on tin* misfortune 
which I was obliged to undergo, in denying myself the delight 
of his society. 

I do not say that these were tin 4 very words, but they 
convey the spirit of what, 1 said to Mr. Blanco White; and 
I should not have, doubted ids giving them a correct report, 
even bad no evidence, of it followed. But then 4 did; for 
Lord Holland courteously sent, me his publications, and never 
ceased, while he lived, to show me all the kindness in his 
j lower. 

Of high life in ordinary, it, is little for me to say that I 
might have had a surfeit, of it, if I pleased. Circumstances, 
had 1 given way to them, might have rendered half my 
existence a round of it. I might also have, 4 partaken no mean 
portion of high life extraordinary. And very charming is its 
mixture of softness ami strength, of the manliness of its 
tasto. and tin* urbanity of its intercourse. I have tasted, if 
not much of it, yet some of its very essence, and I cherish, 
and am grateful for it at this moment. What I have said, 
therefore, of Holland House, is mentioned under no feelings, 
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either of assumption or servility. The invit.'ituui was mad**, 
and declined, with an equal .spirit of faith on both aides in 
better impulses. 

Far, therefore, am I from supposing that the silence of the 
Whig critics respecting me was owing to any hostile influence 
which Lord Holland would have condescended to exerri ;e. 


Not being among the visitors at Holland House, l dare say I 
was not thought of; or if 1 was thought of, l was regarded as 
a person who, in shunning Whig connection, and, perhaps, in 
persisting to advocate a reform towards which flow wen* 
cooling, might he supposed indillerent to Whig advuoaey, 
And, indeed, such was the easts till 1 felt tin* want of it. 
Accordingly, the Edinburgh Review took no notice of tie* 
Feast of the Poets, though my verses praised it at the 
expense of the Quarter!//, and though some of the review, tv, 
to my knowledge, liked it, and it echoed the opinions of «*th*T a 
It took no notice of the pamphlet on the AW/7/ ami ihim/er a/ 
Methodism , though the opinions in it were, perhaps* identical 
with its own. And it took us little of the Reformist's Jiwmr 
to an Article in the Edinburgh Review^ a pamphlet which I 
wrote in defence of its own reforming principles, which it had 
lately taken it into its head to renounce as impracticable, He* 
form had been apparently given up for ever by its originators; 
the Tories were increasing in strength every day; and I w.-n 
left to battle with them as 1 enuhi. Little did 1 suppi-.o, f hut 
a time would come when I should bean Kdiuburdt LVvteaer 
myself; when its former editor, agreeably to the dietafeu.f in i 
heart, would be one of the kindest of my friends ; and whm* 
a cadet of one of the greatest of the Whig h*»u,»<■>*, too young 
at that time to |Htsscss more than a prospective mihViasg 
would carry the reform from which his elder.* mvtkd, ami 
gift the prince-opposing Whbg Radical with a pen den, under 
the gracious countenance of a queen wlmui the Radical love-c 
I think the Edinburgh Review might have tiuiieed mv 
a little oftener. 1 am sure it'would have dune me'.* 
deal of worldly good by it, and itself no haitn in these'pro¬ 
gressing days of criticism. But i said nothing <*« the Mibjeer, 
and may have been thought iudilhuvur. 


Of All. Blanco White, thus brought to mv recidleefion, n 

good dead is known in certain politital mid iv'li-d.m. .mart.-, ’• 
but it may bo now to many midors, that ho'iu.i an An-lo 
Spaniard, wlm was forced I., quit tl».* iVnin sdn for Id . |,i„ , 
opinions, and who died in Ids adopted oouutrv not n,» 
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after many years 1 endeavour to come to some positive faith 
within the ('hristian pale. At the time I knew him he had 
not loin*' arrived from Spain, and was engaged, or about to be 
engaged, as tutor to the present Lord Holland. Though 
English by name and origin, he was more of the Spaniard in 
appearance, being very unlike the portrait prefixed to his 
Life and Correspondence. At least, lie must have greatly 
altered from what he was when 1 knew him, if that portrait 
over resembled him. He, had a long pale face, with prominent 
drooping nose, anxious and somewhat staring eyes, and a 
mouth turning down at the corners. I believe there was not 
an honestor man in the world, or one of an neuter intellect, 
short of the mischief that had been done it by a melancholy 
temperament and a superstitious training. It is distressing, 
in the work alluded to, to see what a torment the intellect 
may be rendered to itself by its own sharpness, in its efforts 
to make its way to conclusions, equally unnecessary to discover 
and impossible to be arrived at. 

But, perhaps, there was something naturally self- tormenting 
in the state of Mr. White’s blood. The first time 1 met him 
at a friend’s house, he was suffering under the calumnies of 
hU countrymen; and though of extremely gentle manners in 
ordinary, he almost startled me by suddenly turning round, and 
wing/in one of those incorrect foreign sentences which force 
one to be relieved while they startle, a If they proceed more, 

I will go nmtlA 

In like manner, while he was giving me the Holland-House 
invitation, anil telling me of the amusement derived from the 
pathetic eud’s h**ad ami shoulders, he looked so like the pisca¬ 
tory bust which he was describing, that with all my respect 
for*Ids patriotism mid his sorrows, I could not help partaking 
of tie* unlucky tendency of my country men to be amused, in 
jnpite of myself, with the involuntary burlesque. 

Mr. White, on his arrival in England, was so anxious a 
student of tint language, that he noted down in a pocket-book 
every phrase which htruek as remarkable. Observing the 
word*! 4 * Oannon Brewery” on premises then standing in 
; Rnhdtfsbi idg*\ and taking the figure of a cannon which was 

over them, as the sign of the commodity dealt In, he put down 
m a nicety of speech, u The English brew eannoa.” 

Another time, seeing maid-servants walking with children 
In n mirsery-garden, In* rejoiced in the progeny-loving cha- 
j raster of the people among whom he had come, and wrote 

I 

1 
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aown, “ Public garden provided lor nurses, in which they 

take the children to walk.” * 

This gentleman, who had I icon culled u hlaneo ui S|»,un 
which was a’translation of his family name “White,” ami 
who afterwards wrote an excellent English hook enter 
taming letters on the Peninsula, under the (huvo Sp.mmh 
appellation of Don Leueadto Dohludo (White Doubled) uai 
author of a sonnet which Coleridge pronounced to he the he-.t 
in the English language. I know not what Mr- Wordsworth 
said on this judgment’ Perhaps he wrote fitly sonnets on the 
spot to disprove it And in truth it was a bold sentence, and 
probably spoken out of a kindly, though not emr-vimra r j it it 
of exaggeration, The sonnet, nevertheless, is truly beautiful* 


CHAPTER XI1L 

THE REGENT AND THE u EXAMINER*” 

Everything having been thus prepared, by myself m well m 
by others, for a good blow at the Examine the mmhtera did 
not fail to strike it. 

There was an annual dinner of the Irish on Saint Patrick* i 
Day, at which the Prince of Wales's nattw tt^d to bo tIn- 
reigning and rapturous toast, as that of the greuHv.t blend time 
possessed in the United Kingdom, lie wa^ held to be the 
jovial advocate of liberality in all things and <»fwm\or in pm 
ticitlar lor concession to the Cttfholte eiihu k Pott tie* Pt so* * 
of Wales, now become Prince Ueyestf, had retained do* doty 
ministers of his father; he had Inolu tt life long en/ae*nu» nh >; 
had violated his promises* |artieular as well ai cornual tic w 
to the Catholics among them; and led in Mo a ddlbi* nf p?dn 
tical life from what had been expected. Tin* name* fttmefore* 
which used to he hailed with rapture, suu\ now, at the dinner 
in question, received with hi mm 

An article appeared on the subject in the Examiner; the 
attorney-generals eye wan swiftly upon tin 4 article; and the 
result to the proprietors was two years’ huptimmnent, wPSt n 
fine, to each, of five hundred pounds l ahull relate tin* story 
of my imprisonment a few pages onward. Much ai if itijnmul 
me, I cannot wish that I ’had evaded it, for i believe that at 

* It is the one kegmmng * 

** Mysterious night! when our flnit parent knew.* 1 
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did good, and I should have suffered far worse in the self- 
abasement. Neither have I any quarrel, at this distance of 
time, with the Prince Regent,; for though his frivolity, his 
tergiversation, and his treatment of his wife, will not allow 
me to respect his memory, I am hound to pardon it as I do 
my own faults, in consideration of the circumstances which 
mould the character of every human being. Could I meet 
him in some odd corner of the Elysian fields, where charity 
had room for both of us, I should first apologize to him for 
having been the instrument in the hand of events for attacking 
a fellow-creature, and then expect to hear him avow as hearty a 
regret for having injured myself, and unjustly treated his wile. 

[The author repeated the article in the first edition of 
his Autobiography; but in revising the present edition he 
marked the whole of it for omission. The greater por¬ 
tion, indeed, is completely out of date, as so often happens 
with political writing ; the facts, the allusions, the very turn 
of the phrases, belong to circumstances long since forgotten; 
and the effect of the composition, even as a work of art, could 
not now be appreciated. But since so much has turned upon 
the purport of this paper, and especially upon one passage, it 
may be as well to preserve that portion. The occurrence 
which prompted the article was a public dinner on Saint 
Patrick’s Pay, at which the Chairman, Lord Moira, a gene¬ 
rous man, made not the slightest, allusion to the Prince 
Regent, and Mr. Sheridan, who manfully stood up for his 
royal friend, declaring that ho still sustained the principles 
of the Prince* Regent, was saluted by angry shouts and cries 
of “ Change the subject! ” The Whig Morning Chronicle 
moralized this theme; and tlie* Morning /Wf, which then 
affected to be the organ of the. Court, in a strain of un¬ 
qualified admiration, replied to tin* fV/re/uWr, partly in vapid 
prose objurgation, and partly in a wretched poem, graced with 
epithets intended to Is* extravagantly flatteiiug to the Prince. 
To this reply the Exmninvr rejoined in a paper of con¬ 
siderable. length, analyzing flu* whole facts, and translating 
tin*. language of adulation into that of truth. The close of 
tin* article shows its spirit and purpose, and is a fair specimen 
of Leigh Hunts political writing at that time. ] 

44 What person, unacquainted with the true state of tin* east*, would 
imagine, in reading these astounding eulogies, that this *(<lory of the 
people’ was the subject of millions of shrubs and reproaches !— that 
this *Protector of the arts’ tunl named a wretched foreigner his his- 























THE REGENT AND THE u EXAMINER.” 


207 


torical painter, in disparagement or in ignorance of the merits of his 
own countrymen ’—that this *Mecamas of the age* patronized not a 
single deserving writer I—that this ‘Breather of eloquence’ could not 
say a few decent extempore words, if we are to judge, at least, from 
what he said to his regiment on its embarkation for Portugal!—that 
this ‘Conqueror of hearts’ was the disappoiuter of hopes’—that this 
‘ Exciter of desire ’ [bravo I Messieurs of the /to.']— this ‘Adonis in 
loveliness/ was a corpulent man of fifty!—in short, tins ddiqhtfut, 
blissful , wise, pleasurable , honourable * virtuous, true , and immortal 
prince, was a violator of his word, a libertine over head and ears in 
disgrace, a despiser of domestics ties, the companion of gamblers and 
demireps, a man who has just closed half a century without one 
single claim on the gratitude of his country, or the respect of posterity! 

“ These are hard truths; but are they not truths ? And have we 
not suffered enough—are we not now suffering bitterly—from the dis¬ 
gusting flatteries of which the above is a repetition? The ministers 
may talk of the shocking boldness of the press, and mav throw out 
their wretched warnings about interviews between Mr. iVreival and 
Sir Vieary Gibbs; but let ns inform them, that such vices as have 
just been enumerated are shocking to all Englishmen who have a just 
sense of the state of Europe; and that he is a holder man, who, in 
times like the present, dares to afford reason for the description. 
Would to God, the Rvumincr could ascertain that difficult, and per¬ 
haps undiseoverahle, point which enables a public writer to keep 
clear of an appearance o t the love of scandal, while he is hunting out 
the vices of those in power ’ Then should one paper, at least, in this 
metropolis help to rescue tlu* nation from the charge of silently 
encouraging what it must publiely rue; and the Sardiuiupalus who is 
now afraid of none but informers, be taught to shake, in the midst ot 
his minions, in the very drunkenness of his heart, at the voice of 
honesty. But if this he impossible, still there is one benefit which 
truth may derive from adulation -one benefit which is favourable to 
the former in proportion to the grossness of the latter, and ot' which 
none of his flatterers seem to bo aware -the opportunity of contra¬ 
dicting its assertions. Let us never forget this advantage, which 
adulation cannot help giving us; and let such of our readers as are 
inclined to deal insincerely with the great from a false notion of 
policy and of knowledge of the world, take warning from what we 
now sec of the miserable efleets of courtly disguise, paltering, and 
profligacy, Flattery in any shape is unworthy a matt ami a gentle-, 
man; but political flattery is almost a request'to he made slaves. If 
wc would have the groat to be what they ought, we must find some 
means or other to speak of them as they are.'* 

Ibis article, no doubt, was very bitter ami contemptuous; 
therefore, in tin' legal sense of the term, very libellous; the. 
more so, inasmuch as it was very tine. There will be no 
question about tlw truth of if, at. this distance of time, with 
any class of persons, unless, possibly, with some few of the 
old I Dries, who may think it was a patriotic a* d t< »n in tie* 

11 ince to displace the \\ bigs ho* their opponents. But I 
believe, that under all the circumstances, there art* few prisons 
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indeed nowadays, of my class, who will not be of opinion 
that, bitter as the article was, it was more than sufficiently 
avenged by two years’ imprisonment and a fine of a thousand 
pounds. For it did but express what all the world were 
feeling, with the exception of the Prince’s once bitterest 
enemies, the Tories themselves, then newly become his 
friends; and its very sincerity and rashness, had the Prince 
possessed greatness of mind to think so, might have furnished 
him such a. ground for pardoning it, as would have been the 
best proof he could have given us of our having mistaken 
him, and turned us into blushing and grateful friends. An 
attempt to bribe us on the side of fear did but further disgust 
us. A free and noble waiving of the punishment, would have 
bowed our hearts into regret. We. should have found in it 
the evidence of that true, generosity of nature paramount to 
whatsoever was frivolous or appeared to be mean, which his 
flatterers claimed for him, and which would have made us 
doubly blush for the formal virtues to which we seemed to 
be attached, when, in reality, nothing would have better 
pleased us than such a combination of the gay and the mag¬ 
nanimous. 1 say doubly blush, for 1 now blush at ever 
having been considered, or rather been willing to be con¬ 
sidered, an advocate of any sort of conventionality, unquali¬ 
fied by liberal except urns and prospective enlargement 5 and 
l am mire that my brother, had he been living, who was one 
of the best-natured and most indulgent, of men, would have 
joined with me in making the. same concession; though X am 
bound to add that, with all his indulgence of others, I have 
no reason to believe that he had over stood in need of that 
pardon for even conventional licence, from the, necessity of 
which I cannot, pretend to have been exempt. 

I have, spoken of an attempt to bribe* u* We were given 
to understand, through the medium ot a third person, but in 
a manner emphatically serious and potential, that it wo would 
abstain in future from commenting upon the actions of the 
royal personage, means would be found to prevent our going 
to' prison. The same offer was afterwards repeated, as far as 
the payment, of a fine, was concerned, upon our going thithei. 
I need not add that, we declined both. 

The expectation of a prison was, in one respect, very 
formidable to me; for l had been a hmg time in a bad state 
of health. I was suffering under the worst of those hypo¬ 
chondriacal attacks which X have described in a turner 
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chapter; and when notice was given that we were to bo 
brought up for judgment, I had just been advised by the 
physician to take exercise every day on horseback, and go 
down to the sea-side. I was resolved, however, to clo no 
disgrace either to the courage which I really possessed, or to 
the example set me by my excellent brother. I accordingly 
put my countenance in its best trim; I made a point of 
wearing my best apparel; and descended into the legal arena 
to be sentenced gallantly. As an instance of the imagination 
which I am accustomed to mingle with everything, I was at 
that time reading a little work, to which Milton is indebted, 
the Comus of Erycius Puteanus; and this, which is a satire 
on “ Bacchuses and their revellers,” 1 pleased myself with 
having in my pocket. 

It is necessary, on passing sentence for a libel, to read over 
again the words that composed it. This was the business of 
Lord Ellenborough, who baffled the attentive audience in a 
very ingenious manner by affecting every instant to hear a 
noise, and calling upon the officers of the court to prevent 
it. Mr. Garrow, the attorney-general (who had succeeded 
Sir Vicary Gibbs at a very cruel moment, for the indictment 
had been brought by that irritable person, and was the first 
against us which took effect), behaved to us with a politeness 
that was considered extraordinary. Not so Mr. Justice Grose, 
who delivered the sentence. To be didactic and old-womanish 
seemed to belong to his nature; but to lecture us on pander¬ 
ing to the public appetite for scandal was what wc could not 
so easily bear. My brother, as I had been the. writer, expected 
me, perhaps, to be the spokesman; and speak I certainly should 
have done, had I not been prevented by the. diend of that- 
hesitation in my speech to which I had been subject when a 
boy, and the fear of which (perhaps, idly, lor I hesitated at 
that time least among strangers, and veiy rarely do so at all) 
has been the main cause why I have appeared and acted in 
public less than any other public man. There is reason to think 
that Lord Ellenborough was still less easy than ourselves. 
He knew that we were acquainted with his visits to Carl toll¬ 
house and Brighton (sympathies not eminently decent in a 
judge), and with the good things which he had obtained for 
his kinsmen; and we could not help preferring our feelings 
at the moment to those which induced him to keep lus eyes 
fixed oft his papers, which he did almost the whole time 
of our being in court, never turning them once to the place 
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mi which wo sdood. There were Givers other points too, oti 
whieh he hud some reason to fear that we might choose to 
return the lecture of the bench, lie did not even look at us 
when he asked, in the course of his duty, whether it was our 
wish to make any remarks? 1 answered, that we did not 
wish to make any there; and Mr. Justice Grose proceeded to 
pass sentence. At the sound of two years" imprisonment in 
separate gaols, my brother and myself instinctively pressed 
each other's arm. It was a heavy blow; but the pressure 
that acknowledged it encouraged tin* resolution to bear it; 
and i do not believe that either of us interchanged a word 
afterwards on the subject. We knew that we had the respect 
of each other, and that we stood together in the hearts of the 
people, ; 

dust before our boing brought up for judgment, the. friendly 
circumstance took place on the part of Mr. Perry, of the Morning 
('hroniele, to whieh allusion has been made in the eleventh 
chapter, and which I forgot to supply in the first edition of 
this work* It was an offer made us to give Whig sanc¬ 
tion, and therefore certain and immediate influence, to |ke 
anuouucomout of a manuscript for publication, connected with 
outlie important state ami court secrets, and well known and 
dreaded by the Regent, under the appellation of The Boot 
I forget whether Mr, Perry spoke of its appearance, or of ita 
announcement only; but the offer was made for the express 
purpose of saving us from going to prison. We heartily 
thanked the kind man; but knowing that what it is very 
proper sometimes, and handsome for persons to offer, it may 
not be equally .so fbr other persons to accept, and not liking 
to owe our deliverance, to a threat or a ruse de yum*e f we 
were li romantic,” ami declined the favour. 


CHAPTER XIV, 

mPlUHONMKNT. 

Wi, parted in hackney-coaches to our respective abodes, 
accompanied by two tipstaves apiece, and myself by my 
friend Barron Iriehh 

The tipstaves prepared me for a singular character in my 
gmdor, Him name was Ives. 1 was told he was a very self- 
willed iiervmage, not the more accommodating for being in a 
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bad state of health; and that lie called everybody Mister. 
“In short,” said one of the tipstaves, “ho is one as may be 
led, but he’ll never be druv.” 

The sight of the prison-gate and the high wall was a 
d f« r y business. I thought of my horseback and the downs 
of Brightonbut congratulated myself, at all events, that I 
had come thither with a good conscience. Alter waiting in 
the prison-yard as long as if it had been the anteroom of a 
minister, I was ushered into the presence of the great man.’ 
He was in liis parlour, which was decently furnished, and -lie 
had a basin of broth before him, which he quitted on my 
appearance, and rose with much solemnity to meet me lie 
seemed about fifty years of age. He had a white night-can 
on, as if he was going to be hanged, and a great red face, which 
looked as if he had been hanged already, or were ready to 
burst with blood. Indeed, lie was not allowed by his physi¬ 
cian to speak in a tone above a whisper. 

^ The first thing which this dignified person said was, 
Mister, Id ha given a matter of a hundred pounds, that 
you had not come to this place—a hundred pounds ! ” The 
emphasis which he had laid on the word u hundred” was 
ominous. 


I forgot what I answered. I endeavoured to make the 
best of the matter; but lie recurred over and over again to 
t le hundred pounds ; and said he wondered, for his part, 
what the Government meant by sending me there, for the 
prison was not a prison fit for a gentleman. He often 
repeated this opinion afterwards, adding, with a peculiar ned 
of Ins head, And, Mister, they knows it.” 

I sjtid, that if a gentleman deserved to be sent to prison, he 
ought not to be treated with a greater nicety than any one 
else: upon winch he corrected me, observing very properly 
(though as the phrase is, it was one word for the gentleman 
and two for the letter of prison-lodgings), that a person who 
had been used to a better mode of living than “ low people” 
was not treated with the same justice; if forced to 
exactly as they did. ° 

I told him his observation was very true; which gave him 
a favourable opinion of my understanding; lbr I had many 
occasions of remarking, that lie looked upon nobody as his 
superior, speaking even of members of the royal family aw 

^SheJTt i nCW , Very W0, {’ md vhom lK! '^'bnated at 
l»o lujiu late than became him. One royal duke had 
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lunched in his parlour, and another he had laid under some 
polite obligation. “They knows me,” said he, “very well, 
Mister ; and, Mister, I knows them.” This concluding sen¬ 
tence he uttered with great particularity and precision. 

He was not proof, however, against a Greek Pindar, which 
he happened to light upon one day among my hooks. Its 
unintelligible character gave him a notion that he had got 
somebody to deal with, who might really know something 
which he did not- Perhaps the gilt leaves and red morocco 
binding had their share in the magic. The upshot was, that 
he always showed himself anxious to appear well with me, as 
a clever fellow, treating me with great civility on all occasions 
but one, when 1 made him very angry by disappointing him 
in a money amount. The Pindar was a mystery that stag¬ 
gered him. 1 remember very well, that giving me a long 
account, one day of something connected with his business, lie 
happened to catch with his eye the shelf that contained it, 
and, whether he saw it or not, abruptly finished by observing, 
“But, Mister, you knows all these things as well as I do.” 

Upon the whole, my new acquaintance, was as strange a 
person as 1 ever met with. A total want of education, toge¬ 
ther with a certain vulgar acuteness, conspired to render him 
insolent and pedantic. Disease sharpened his tendency to fits 
of passion, which threatened to suffocate him; and then in 
his intervals of better health he would issue forth, with his 
eock-up-nose and his hat on one side, as great a fop as a 
jockey. I remember his coming to my rooms, about the 
middle of my imprisonment, as if on purpose, to insult over 
my ill health with the contrast of his convalescence, putting his 
arms in n gay manner a-kimbo, and telling me 1 should never 
live to go out, whereas he was riding about as stout as ever, 
and bad just. been in the country. He died before I left prison. 

The word jail, in deference to the way in which it is some¬ 
times spelt, this accomplished individual pronounced gale; 
and Mr, Brougham he, always spoke of as Mr. Jlruffam. He 
one day aj>ologis!ed for this mode of pronunciation, or rather 
gave a s{teetmen of vanity and self-will, which will show the 
reader the high notions a jailer may entertain id' himself. “ I 
find," said he, “ that they calls him Broom; but, Mister" 
(assuming a look from which them was to be no appeal),“/ 
calls him llruffam !" 

Finding that my host did not think the prison fit for me, I 
a*k«l if lie could let me have an ajKirtmunt in his house. Ify 
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pronounced it impossible; which was a trick to enhance the 
price. I could not make an offer to please him; and he 
stood out so long, and, as he thought, so cunningly, that he 
subsequently overreached himself* by his trickery, as the 
reader will see. His object was to keep me among the 
prisoners, till he could at once sicken me of the place, and 
get the permission of the magistrates to receive me into his 
house; which was a thing he reckoned upon as a certainty. 
He thus hoped to secure himself in all quarters; for his 
vanity was almost as strong as his avarice. He was equally 
fond of getting money in private, and of the approbation of 
the great men whom he had to deal with in public; and it so 
happened, that there had been no prisoner, above the poorest 
condition, before my arrival, with the exception of Colonel 
Despard. From abusing the prison, he then suddenly fell to 
speaking well of it, or rather of the room occupied by the 
colonel; and said, that another corresponding with it would 
make me a capital apartment. 11 To be sure,” said he, “ there 
is nothing but bare walls, and I have no bed to put in it.” I 
replied, that of course I should not be hindered from having 
my own bed from home. He said, “No; and if it rains,” 
observed he, “ you have only to put up with want of light 
for a time.” “What!” exclaimed I, “ are there no win¬ 
dows ? “ Windows, Mister 1 ” cried he; “ no windows in a 

prison of this sort; no glass, Mister: hut excellent; shutters. 1 ’ 

It was finally agreed, that I should sleep for a night or two 
in a garret of the gaoler’s house, till my bed could be got 
ready in the prison and the windows glazed. A dreary even- 
ing followed, which, however, le.t me completely into the 
man’s character, and showed him in a variety of lights, some 
ludicrous, and others as melancholy. There was a full-length 
portrait in the room, of a little girl, dizened out in her best. 
This, he told me, was his daughter, whom lie had disinherited 
for her disobedience. 1 tried to suggest a tew reflections, 
capable of doing her service; but disobedience, I found, was 
an offence doubly irritating to his nature, on account of lain 
sovereign habits as a gaoler; and seeing his irritability likely 
to inflame the plethora of his countenance, I desist,ed. Though 
not allowed to speak above a whisper, he was extremely will¬ 
ing to talk; but at an early hour I pleaded my own state of 
health, and retired to bed. 

. 0n possession of my garret, I was treated with a 

piece of delicacy, which I never should have thought of find- 
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Ing in a prison. Wlien I first entered its walls, I had been 
received by the tinder-gaoler, a man who seemed an epitome 
cf all that was forbidding in his office. He was short and 
very thick, had a hook-nose, a great severe countenance, and 
a bunch of keys hanging on his arm. A friend stopped short 
at sight of him, and said, in a melancholy tone, “ And this 
is the gaoler! ” 

Honest old Cave ! thine outside would have been unworthy 
of thee, if upon further acquaintance I had not found it a 
very hearty outside—ay, and in my eyes, a very good-looking 
one, and as fit to contain the milk of human kindness that 
was in thee, as the husk of a cocoa. To show by one speci¬ 
men the character of this man—I could never prevail on him 
to accept any acknowledgment of his kindness, greater than 
a set of tea-things, and a piece or two of old furniture, which 
I could not well carry away. 1 I had, indeed, the pleasure of 
leaving him in possession of a room which I had papered; 
but this was a thing unexpected, and which neither of us had 
supposed could be done. Had I been a prince, I would have 
forced on him a pension; being a journalist, I made him accept 
an Examiner weekly, which he lived for some years to relish 
his Sunday pipe with. 

This man, in the interval between my arrival and my 
introduction to the head-gaoler, had found means to give me 
further information respecting my condition, and to express 
the interest he took in it. I thought little of his offers at the 
time. He behaved with the greatest air of deference to his 
principal; moving as fast as his body would allow him, to 
execute his least intimation; and holding the candle to him 
while he read, with an obsequious zeal. But he had spoken 
to his wife about me, and his wife I found to be as great a 
curiosity as himself. Both were more like the romantic 
gaolers drawn in some of our modern plays, than real Iiorse- 
monger-lane palpabilities. The wife, in her person, was as 
light and fragile as the husband was sturdy. She had the 
nerves of a fine lady, and yet went through the most unplea¬ 
sant duties with the patience of a martyr. Her voice and 
look seemed to plead for a softness like their own, as if a loud 
reply would have shattered her. Ill-health had made her a 
Methodist, but this did not hinder her from sympathizing 
with an invalid who was none, or from loving a husband who' 
was as little of a saint as need be. Upon the whole, such an 
extraordinary couple, so apparently unsuitable, and yet so, 
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fitted for one another; so apparently vulgar on one side and 
yet so naturally delicate on both; so misplaced in tlieir situa¬ 
tion, and yet for the good of others so admirably pul then* I 
have never met with before or since. J 

It was the business of this woman to lock me up in mv 
garret; but she did it so softly the first night, that I knew 
nothing of the matter. The night following, I thought I 

V a T ri ^ With ‘I 10 Iock - 1 tried ifc - and found 

d ' * & i he ‘ff? me as sllc was S oin ff down-stairs, and 

t] ' ,* 0 neXt da ^ Ah > Slr > 1 flight I should have turned 

Til ^ i° aS T } ’° U , not t0 ll0ar blU I found you did.” 

1st r rif C ° ndUCt - i tl , lis C0U P 1 ? towards first to 

last was of a piece with this singular delicacy. 

My bod was shortly put up, and I slept in my ntw room . 
It was on an upper story, and stood in a corner of the quad¬ 
rangle, on the right hand as you enter the prison-gate The 
endows (which had now been accommodated with gl oss in 
addition to their “excellent shutters”) were high up, ’and 

fireplace ’“ft w°,/°-T Ti Ia * 8 ? <md “*?’ and there was « 
ireplacc. It was intended to be a common room for the 

prisoners on that story; but the cells were then empty. The 

cells were ranged on either side of the arcade, of which the 

2 la foriaed ’ atld tbc room opened at the end of it. At 
ni D ht-time the d oor was locked; then another on the top 
of the staircase, then another on the middle of the stair- 
case then a fourth at the bottom, a fifth that shut up the 
httle yard belonging to that quarter, and how many more 
before you got out of the gates, I forget: but [ d"L, e 
nggerate when I say there wore ten or eleven. The first 
mght I slept there, I listened to them, one after the other till 
the weaker part of my heart died within no, Km ? ftv 
turning of the key seemed a malignant insult to my ££ 7 t 
ibaty. I was alone, and away from my family: I, who to 
dus day have never slept from home alnwe a d<lln weeks in 

wi m' 1 ' < ' a<h ' r wiI1 , "‘ ar iu '“hid that I 

to ft ' a ^ ruat dinv <d natural spirits, I was subject 

to fits of nervousness, which had latterly taken a more eon- 

W? d l f ape ;- - X fclt ° UCi of tbolu 00,u ‘ n « ««, and iiavino- 
learned to anticipate and break the force of it by exorcist' I 

a f °. ut walk l, y l );u: »ng haekwartls and forwards for the 

2s Th “ u , uw ,ii<i hit<) a a(at<! ia "M* 

rest, toi icsts sake, became pleasant. I got hastily into |„.d 
and slept without a dream till morning. ^ ’ 
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By the way, I never dreamt of prison but twice all the 
time I was there, and iny dream was the same on both occa¬ 
sions I fancied I was at the theatre, and that the whole 
house looked at me in surprise, as much as to say, “ How 
could he get out of prison? ” 

I saw my wife for a few minutes after I entered the gaol, 
hut she was not allowed on that day to stop longer. Ihe 
next day she was with me for some hours. To say that she 
never reproached me for these and the like taxes upon our 
family prospects, is to say little. A world of comfort for me 
was in her face. There is a note in the fifth volume of 
my Spenser , which X was then reading, in these words:— 

« February 4th, 1813." The line to which it refers is this 

“Much dearer he the things which come through hard distresse.” 

I now applied to the magistrates for permission to have 
my wife and children constantly with me, which was granted. 
Not so my request to move into the gaoler s house. Mi. 
Holme Sumner, on occasion ot a jielition iron) a subsequent 
prisoner, told the House of Commons that, my room had a 
view over the Surrey hills, ami that, I was very well content 
with if 1 could not Ah*! obliged to him lor this postliminouf) 
piece of enjoyment, especially when I remembered that he 
had done all in his you or to prevent my removal out of the 
room, precisely (as it appeared to us) because it looked upon 
nothing but the felons, and because l was not contented. In 
fact, you could not see out of the windows at all, without 
getting on a chair; and then, all that you saw was the 
miserable men whose chains had been clanking Iron) daylight. 
The perpetual sound of these chains won: upon my spirits m 
a manner to which my state of health allowed me reasonably 
to object. The vnrd, also, in which I took exercise, was 
very small. The gaoler proposed that, 1 should he allowed to 
occupy anartments in his house, and walk occasionally m the 
prison garden; adding, that I should certainly die it 1 did 
not; and his opinion was seconded by that ol the mejto 
man. Mine host, was sincere in this, it in nothing else, let - 
iiig us, one day, how warmly he had put it to the magistrates, 
ami how he insisted that, 1 should not survive, he turned 
round, upon me, ami, to the doctor’s astonishment,_ added, 
“ Nor, Mister, will you.” I believe it was the opinion of 
many; hut Mr. Holme Sumner argued otherwise; perhaps 
fuuu his own sensations, which were sulhciently iron. 
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Perhaps he concluded, also, like a proper old Tory, that if 
I did not think fit to flatter the magistrates a little, and play 
the courtier, my wants could not be very great. At all 
events, he came up one day with the rest of them, and alter 
bowing to my wife, and piteously pinching the cheek of an 
infant in her arms, went down and did all he could to prevent 
our being comfortably situated. 

The doctor then proposed that I should be removed into the 
prison infirmary ; and this proposal was granted. Infirmary 
had, I confess, an awkward sound, even to my ears. I fancied 
a room shared with other sick persons, not the best fitted for 
companions; but the good-natured doctor (his name was 
Dixon) undeceived me. The infirmary was divided into four 
wards, with as many small rooms attached to them. The two 
upper wards were occupied, but the two on the floor had never 
been used: and one of these, not very providently (for I had 
not yet learned to think of money), 1 turned into a noble room. 
I papered the walls with a trellis of roses; I had the ceiling 
coloured with clouds and sky; the barred windows I screened 
with Venetian blinds; and when my bookcases were set up 
with their busts, and flowers and a pianoforte made their ap- 
pearance, perhaps there was not a handsomer room on that 
side the water. I took a pleasure, when a stranger knocked 
at the door, to see him come in and stare about him. The 
surprise on issuing from the Borough, and passing through 
the avenues of a gaol, was dramatic. Charles Lamb declared 
there was no other such room, except in a fairy tab*. 

But I possessed another surprise; which was a garden. 
There was a little yard outside the room, railed off from an¬ 
other belonging to the neighbouring ward. This yard I shut- 
in with green palings, adorned it with a trellis, bordered it with 
a thick bed of earth from a nursery, and even contrived to 
have a grass-plot. The earth I filled with flowers and young 
trees. There was an apple-tree, from which we managed to 
get a pudding the second year. As to my flowers, tiny were 
allowed to be perfect. Thomas Moore, who came to see me 
with Lord Byron, told me he had seen no such heart's ease. I 
bought the Parnaso Italiano while in prison, and used often 
to think of a passage in it, while looking at this miniature 
piece of horticulture:— 

u Mio piedol or to. 

A me sei vigna, e eampo, e selva, o prato.”— Bamh. 

H My little garden, 

To me thou’rt vineyard, field, and meadow, and wood/’ 
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Here I wrote and read in line weather, sometimes under an 
awning. In autumn, my trellises were hung with scarlet-run¬ 
ners, which added to the llowerv invest meat, I used to shut 
my eyes in my arm-chair, and atlect to think myself hundreds 
of miles off. 

But my triumph was in issuing forth of a morning* A 
wicket out of the garden led into the large one belonging to 
the prison. The latter was only lor vegetables; but it con¬ 
tained a cherry-tree, which I saw twice in blossom. T parcelled 
out tin* ground in my imagination into favourite districts. I 
made a point of dressing myself as if for a long walk ; and 
then, putting on my gloves, ami taking my hook under my 
arm, stepped forth, requesting my wife not. to wait dinner if I 
was too late. My eldest little hoy, to whom Lamb addressed 
stunt* charming verses on tin* occasion, was my constant, com¬ 
panion, and wc used to play all sorts of juvenile games to¬ 
gether. It was, probably, in dreaming of one of these games 
(but the words had a more touching elfeet on my ear) that 
he exclaimed one night in his sleep, u No : Pm not lost; I’m 
found.” Neither he nor l were very strong at that time; hut 
I have lived to see him a man of eight and forty; and when¬ 
ever he is found, a generous hand and a great understanding 
will he found together.*' 

I entered prison the dr<l of February, 18Id, and removed 
to my new apartments the 1 fill of Mareh, happy to get out of 
the noise of (he chains. When I sat amidst tuy books, and 
saw the. imaginary sky overhead, and my paper roses about 
me, 1 drank in the quiet at my ears, as if they were thirsty. 
The little room was my bedroom. I afterwards made the two 

* [’A kind relative supplies uu anecdote of this period. ** Mrs. Iadgh 
Hunt, having occasion to make sarnie purchases in town, went, accom¬ 
panied by her sister, and by this little hoy, then in pettieouta. She 
returned in a coach; and when it stopped at tin* prison gates, tin; 
driver opened the <s >aeh-door, and, apologizing f »r the liberty he was 
taking, said that, as it seemed unlikely that ladies should he visiting 
any one < Ac in that prison, he presumed we came to see Mr, heigh 
Hunt, When answered that he spoke to Mrs, Hunt, he became 
agitated, asked tier if that was her child, anil, learning that it 
was, he caught tin* child up In his arms and kissed it passionately. 
He explained his agitation hy saying, that what Mr, laugh Hunt had 
wud about military Hogging, had \m*n the mean# of saving his son 
from the infliction; and that he should for ever bless his name* IIo 
would not hear of taking any payment. This circumstance was' 
naturally most grateful to Mr, laugh Hunt's findings. He had 
BUllereif tor hh advocacy of the soldier's cause 5 but he had not 
•uttered in viiin.'*J 
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rooms change characters, when my ivife lay in. Permission 
for her continuance with me at that period was easily obtained 
of the magistrates, among whom a new-comer made his ap¬ 
pearance. This was another good-natured man, Lord Leslie, 
afterwards Earl of Kothes.* He heard me with kindness; ami 
his actions did not belie his countenance. My eldest girl 
(now, alas! no more) was born in prison. She was beautiful, 
and tor- the greatest part of an existence of thirty years, she 
was happy. She was christened Mary alter my mother, and 
Florimel after one of Spenser’s heroines. But Mary we calk'd 
her. Never shall I forget my sensations when she came into 
the world ; for I was obliged to play the physician myself, the 
hour having taken us by surprise. But her mother found 
many unexpected comforts: and during the whole time of her 
confinement, which happened to be in very fine weather, the 
garden door was set open, and she looked upon trees anti 
flowers. A thousand recollections rise within me at every 
fresh period of my imprisonment, such as 1 cannot trust my¬ 
self with dwelling upon. 

These rooms, and the visits of my friends, were the bright 
side of my captivity. I read verst's without end, anti wrote 
almost as many. I had also the pleasure of hearing that my 
brother had found comfortable rooms in Ooldbath-iiolds, and 
a host who really deserved that name as much as a gaoler 
could. The first year of my imprisonment was a lung pull 
up-hill; but never was metaphor so literally verified, as by 
the sensation at the turning of the second. * In the first vear, 
all the prospect was that of the one coming: in the second, 
the days began to be scored off, like those of children at sellout 
preparing lor a holiday. When I was l-tirly settled in my new 
apartments, the gaoler could hardly give sufficient, venUo Ids 
spleen at my having escaped his elufehes, his astonishment 
was so great. Besides, though 1 treated him handsomely, fie 
had a little lurking fear of the Kxaminvr upon him ; so ho 
contented himself with getting as much out, of me as ho could, 
and boasting of the grand room which he would Jain have pre¬ 
vented my enjoying. 

_ My friends wore allowed to Iks with me till ten o’clock at 
night, when the under-turnkey, a young man with his lanmng 
and much ambitious gentility of*deportment, came to see them 
out. I believe we scattered an urbanity about the prison, fill 

* George William, twelfth carl of that name. He died a few years 
afterwards. 
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then unknown. Even William Hazlitt, who there first did ma 
the honour of a visit, would stand interchanging amenities at 
the threshold, which I had great difficulty in making him pass. 

I know not which kept his hat off with the greater pertinacity 
of deference, I to the diffident cutter-up of Tory dukes and 
kino-s, or he to the amazing prisoner and invalid who issued 
out°of a bower of roses. There, came my old friends and 
school-fellows, Pitman, whose wit and animal spirits have still 
kept him alive ; Mitchell, now no more, who translated Aristo¬ 
phanes; and Barnes, gone too, who always reminded me of 
Fielding. It was he that introduced me to the late Mr. Thomas 
Alsager, the kindest of neighbours, a man of business, who 
contrived to be a scholar and a musician. Alsager loved his 
leisure, and yet would start up at a moment’s notice to do the 

least of a prisoner’s biddings. 

My now old friend, Cowden Clarke, with Ins ever young 
and wise heart, was good enough to be his own introducer, 
paving his way, like a proper visitor of prisons, with baskets 
of fruit. 

The Lambs came to comfort, me in all weathers, hail or sun- 
shine, in daylight, and in darkness, even in the dreadful frost 
and snow of the beginning of 1814. 

My physician, curiously enough, was Dr. Knighton (after¬ 
wards Sir William), who had lately become physician to the 
prince, lie, therelore, could not, in decency, \ isit, me under 
the circumstances, though he did again afterwards, never fail¬ 
ing in the delicacies due either to his great friend or to his 
small. Meantime, another of his friends, the late estimable 
Dr. Gooch, came to me as his substitute, and he came often. 

Great disappointment and exceeding vie.iousness may talk 
as they please of ties badness of human nature. For my part, 

I am now in mv seventy-fourth year, and I have seen a good 
deal of the world, the dark side as well as the light, and 1 say 
that human nature is a very good ami kindly thing, and capable 
of all sorts of virtues. Art thou not. a refutation of all that 
can be. said against, it, excellent. Sir John Swinburne V another 
friend whom ! made in prison, and who subsequently cheered 
some, of my greatest, passes ot adversity. Health, as well as 
settse and generosity, has blessed him; atid he retains a }oung 
heart at the age of ninety-four. 

To evils l have owed .some of my greatest blessings. It WHS 
imprisonment that brought me acquainted with my liieud of 
friends, Shelley. I lmd seen little ofhim before; but he wrote 
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to me, making me a princely offer, which at that time I stood 
in no need of. 

Some other persons, not at all known to us, offered to raise 
money enough to pay the fine of 1,000£. We declined it, with 
proper thanks; and it became us to do so. But, as far as my 
own feelings were concerned, I have no merit; for I was de¬ 
stitute, at that time, of even a proper instinct with regard to 
money. It was not long afterwards that I was forced to call 
upon friendship for its assistance ; and nobly (as I shall show 
by and by) was it afforded me. 

To some other friends, near and dear, I may not even return 
thanks in this place for a thousand nameless attentions, which 
they make it a business of their existence to bestow on those 
they love. I might as soon thank my own heart. But one 
or two others, whom I have not seen for years, and who by 
some possibility (if, indeed, they ever think it worth their 
while to fancy anything on the subject) might suppose them¬ 
selves forgotten, I may be suffered to remind of the pleasure 
they gave me. M. S. [Michael Slegg ?], who afterwards saw 
us so often near London, has long, 1 hope, been enjoying tint 
tranquillity he so richly deserved; and so, I trust, is 0. S. 
[Caroline Scott?], whose face, or rather something like it 
(for it was not easy to match her own), I continually mot with 
afterwards in the land of her ancestors. Her veil, and her 
baskets of flowers, used to come through the portal, like light. 

I must not omit a visit from the venerable Bent ham, who 
was justly said to unite the wisdom of a sage with the sim¬ 
plicity of a child. I had had the honour of one from him 
before my imprisonment, when he came, he wild, to make my 
acquaintance, because the Examiner had spoken well of a 
new weekly paper. On the present occasion he found me 
playing at battledore, in which lie took a part; and, with his 
usual eye towards improvement, suggested an amendment, in 
the constitution of shuttlecocks. I remember the surprise* of 
the governor at his local knowledge and Ins vivacity. “ Why, 
Mister,” said he, u his eye is everywhere at 01101 '.” 

All these comforts were embittered by unceasing ill-health, 
and by certain melancholy reveries, which the nature of the 
place did not help to diminish. During the first six weeks 
the sound of the felons’ chains, mixed with what I took for 
horrid execrations or despairing laughter, was never out of 
my ears. When I went into the infirmary, which stood 
between the gaol and the prison walls, gallowses wen* oeea- 
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sionally put in order by the side of my windows, and after-* 
wards set up over the prison gates, where they remained 
visible. The beeper one day, with an air of mystery, took 
me into the upper ward, for the purpose, he said, of gratify¬ 
ing me with a view of the country from the roof. Some¬ 
thing prevented his showing me this; but the spectacle he 
did show me I shall never forget. It was a stout country 
girl, sitting in an absorbed manner, her eyes fixed on the 
lire. She was handsome, and had a little hectic spot in either 
cheek, the effect of some gnawing emotion. He told me, in 
a whisper, that she was there for the murder of her bastard 
child. I could have knocked the fellow down for his un¬ 
feelingness in making a show of her; but, after all, she did 
not see us. She heeded us not. There was no object before 
her but what produced the spot in her cheek. The gallows, 
on winch she was executed, must have been brought out 
within her hearing; but, perhaps, she. heard that as little. 

To relieve the reader's feelings I will here give him another 
instance of the delicacy of my friend the under-gaoler. He 
always used to carry up her food to this poor girl himself; be¬ 
cause, as he said, he did not think it a fit task for younger men. 

This was a melancholy cast*. In general, the crimes were 
not of such a staggering description, nor did the criminals 
appear to take their situation to heart. I found by degrees 
that fortune showed fairer play than I had supposed to all 
classes of men, and that those who seemed to have, most reason 
to be miserable were not always so. Their criminality was 
generally proportioned to their want of thought. My friend 
Gave, who had become a philosopher by the force of his 
situation, said to me one day when a new batch of criminals 
cat nc in, u Poor ignorant wretches, sir!" At evening, when 
they went to bed, I used to stand in the. prison garden, listen¬ 
ing to the, cheerful songs with which the felons entertained 
one another. The beaters of hemp were, a still merrier race. 
Doubtless the good hours and simple fare of the prison con¬ 
tributed to make the blood of its inmates run better, particu¬ 
larly those who were forced to take exercise. At last, I used 
to pity the debtors nmre than tin* criminals ; yet even the 
debtors bad their gay parties and jolly songs. Many a time 
(for tiny were my neighbours) have F heard them roar out 
the old ballad in Beaumont, a,rid Fletcher:-- 

u He that drinks, and goes to lad sober. 

Falls as the leaves do, and dies in October. 
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To say. the truth, there was an obstreperousness in their 
mirth .that looked more melancholy than the thoughtlessness 
of the lighter-feeding felons. 

.On the 3rd -of February, 1815, I was free. When my 
family, the preceding summer, had been obliged to go down 
to Brighton for their health, I felt ready to dash my head 
against the wall at not being able to follow them. 1 would 
sometimes sit in my chair with this thought upon me, till the 
agony of my impatience burst out at every pore. I would 
not speak of it if it did not enable me to show how this kind 
of suffering may be borne, and in what sort of way it termi¬ 
nates. I learnt to prevent it by violent exercise. All fits of 
nervousness ought to be anticipated as much as possible with 
exercise. Indeed, a proper healthy mode of life would save 
most people from these effeminate ills, and most likely cure 
even their inheritors. 

# was now thought that I should dart out of my cage 
like a bird, and feel no end in the delight of ranging. But, 
partly from ill-health, and partly from "habit, the day of my 
liberation brought a good deal of pain with it. An illness of 
a long standing, which required very different treatment, had 
by this time been burnt in upon me by the iron that enters 
into the soul of the captive, wrap it in flowers as he may; 
and I am ashamed to say, that after stopping a little at the 
house of my friend Alsager, I had not the courage to continue 
looking at the shoals of people passing to and fro, as the 
coach drove up the Strand. The whole, business of life seemed 
a hideous impertinence. The first pleasant sensation I expe¬ 
rienced was when, the coach turned into the New Bead, and 
I beheld the old hills of my affection standing where thc/usod 
to do, and breathing me a welcome. 

. -to was very slowly that 1 recovered anything like a sonwi- 
tion of health. I he bitterest evil I sutlered was in conse¬ 
quence of having been confined so long in one spot. The 
habit stuck to me on my return home, in a vary extraordi- 
naiy manner; and, I fear, some of my friends thought me 
ungrateful. They did me an injustice; hut it was not their 
fault; nor could l wish them the bitter experience which 
alone makes us acquainted with the existence of st, ranee 
things. I his weakness I outlived; but I have never thornm/hly 
recovered the shock given my constitution. My natural 
spirits, however, have always struggled hard to sec me reason- 
ftbly treated. Many things give me exquisite pleasure which 
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seem to affect other men in a very minor degree; and 1 
enjoyed, after all, such happy moments with my friends, even 
in prison, that in the midst of the beautiful climate which I 
afterwards visited, I was sometimes in doubt whether I would 
not rather have been in gaol than in Italy. 


CHAPTER XV. 

FREE AGAIN.—SHELLEY IN ENGLAND. 

On leaving prison I went to live in the Edgeware Eoad, 
because my brother’s house was in the neighbourhood. 
When we met, we rushed into each other’s arms, and tears 
of manhood bedewed our cheeks. 

Not that the idea of the Prince Regent had anything to do 
with such grave emotions. His Royal Highness continued to 
affect us with anything but solemnity, as we took care to 
make manifest in the Examiner . We had a hopeful and 
respectful word for every reigning prince but himself; and I 
must say, that with the exception of the Emperor Alexander, 
not one of them deserved it. 

The lodging which my family occupied (for the fine, and 
the state of my health, delayed my resumption of a house) 
was next door to a wealthy old gentleman, who kept a hand¬ 
some carriage, and spoke very bad grammar. My landlord, 
who was also a dignified personage after his fashion, pointed 
him out to me one day as he was getting into his carriage; 
adding, in a tone amounting to the awful, “ He is the greatest 
plumber in London.” The same landlord, who had a splendid 
turn for anti-climax, and who had gifted his children with 
names proportionate to his paternal sense of what became 
him, called out to one of them from his parlour window, 
« You, sir, there—Maximilian—come out of the gutter.” 
He was a good-natured sort of domineering individual; and 
would say to his wife, when he went out, “ Damn it, my love, 
I insist on having the pudding.” 

In this house Lord Byron continued the visits which he 
made me in prison. Unfortunately, I was too ill to return 
them. He pressed me very much to go to the theatre with 
him; but illness, and the dread of committing my critical 
independence, alike prevented me. His lordship was one of a 
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management that governed Drury-Iane Theatre at that time, 
and that were not successM. He got nothing by it but petty 
vexations and a good deal of scandal. 

Lord Byron’s appearance at that time was the finest I ever 
saw it. He was fatter than before his marriage, but only just 
enough so to complete the elegance of his person; and the 
turn of his head and countenance had a spirit and elevation 
in it which, though not unmixed with disquiet, gave him 
altogether a very noble look. His dress, which was black, 
with white trousers, and which he wore buttoned close over 
the body, completed the succinctness and gentlemanliness of 
his appearance. I remember one day, as he stood looking 
out of the window, he resembled, in a lively manner, the 
portrait of him by Phillips, by far the best that has appeared: 
I mean, the best of him at his best time of life, and the most 
like him in features as well as expression. He sat one morn¬ 
ing so long that Lady Byron sent up twice to let him know 
she was waiting. Her ladyship used to go on in the carriage 
to Henderson’s nursery-ground, to get flowers. I had not the 
honour of knowing her, nor ever saw her but once, when I 
caught a glimpse of her at the door. I thought she had a 
pretty, earnest look, with her “ pippin ” face; an epithet by 
which she playfully designated herself. 

I had a little study overlooking the fields to Wcstbourne—— 
a sequestered spot at that time embowered in trees. The 
study was draperied with white and green, having furniture 
to match; and as the noble poet had seen me during my 
imprisonment in a bower of roses, he might here be said, 
with no great stretch of imagination, to have found me in a 
box of lilies. I mention this, because he took pleasure in 
the look .of the little apartment. Also, because my wife’s 
fair cousin, Virtue Kent, now, alas! no more, who was as 
good as she was intelligent, and as resolute as gentle, extin¬ 
guished me there one morning when my dressing-gown had 
caught fire. She was all her life, indeed, taking painful tasks 
on herself, to save trouble to others. 

In a room at the end of the garden to this house was a 
magnificent rocking-horse, which a friend had given my little 
boy; and Lord Byron, with a childish glee becoming a poet, 
would ride upon it. Ah! why did he ever ride his Pegasus 
to less advantage? Poets should never give up their privi¬ 
lege of surmounting sorrow with joy. 

It was here also J had the honour of a visit from Mr. 
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Wordsworth. Ho came to thank me fox* the zeal I had 
shown in advocating the cause of his genius. I had the 
pleasure of showing him his book on my shelves by the side 
of Milton; a sight which must have been the more agreeable, 
inasmuch as the visit was unexpected. lie favouied me, in 
return, with Giving his opinion of some of the poets his con¬ 
temporaries, who would assuredly not have paid him a visit 
on the same grounds on which he was pleased to honour 
myself. Nor do I believe, that from that day to this, he 
thought it becoming in him to reciprocate the least part of 
any benefit which a word in good season may have done for 
him. Lord Byron, in resentment for my having called him 
the a prince of the bards of his time,” would not allow him 
to be even the u one-eyed monarch of the blind.” He said 
he was the “ blind monarch of the one-eyed ” I must still 
differ with his lordship on that point; but I must own, that 
after all which I have seen and read, posterity, m my opinion, 
will differ not a little with one person respecting the amount 
of merit to be ascribed to Mr. Wordsworth ; though who 
that one person is, I shall leave the reader to discover. 

Mr. Wordsworth, -whom Mr. Hazlitt designated as one that 
would have had the wide circle of his humanities made still 
wider, and a good deal more pleasant, by dividing a little 
more of his time between his lakes in Westmoreland and the 
hotels of the metropolis, had a dignified manner, with a deep 
and roughish but not unpleasing voice, and an exalted mode 
of speaking. He had a habit of keeping his left hand in the 
bosom of his waistcoat; and in this attitude, except when he 
turned round to take one of the subjects of his criticism from 
the shelves (for his contemporaries were there also), he sat 
dealing forth his eloquent but hardly catholic judgments. In 
Ids “ father’s house ” there were not “ many mansions.” lie 
was as sceptical on the merits of all kinds of poetry but one, 
as Richardson was on those of the novels of Fielding. 

Under the study in which my visitor and I were sitting 
was an archway, leading to a nursery-ground; a cart hap¬ 
pened to go through it while I was inquiring whether he 
would take any refreshment; and he uttered, in so lofty a 
voice, the words, “ Anything which is going forward” that I 
felt inclined to ask him whether he would take a piece of the 
cart. Lamb would certainly have done it. But this was a 
levity which would neither have been so proper on my part, 
after so short an acquaintance, nor very intelligible, perhaps, 
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in any sense of the word, to the serious poet. There are good- 
humoured warrants for smiling, which lie deeper even than 
Mr. Wordsworth’s thoughts for tears. 

I did not see this distinguished person again till thirty years 
afterwards; when, I should venture to say, his manner was 
greatly superior to what it was in the former instance; indeed, 
quite natural and nohle, with a cheerful air of animal as well 
as spiritual confidence; a gallant bearing, curiously remind¬ 
ing. me of the Duke of Wellington, as I saw him walking 
some eighteen years ago by a lady’s side, with no unbecoming 
oblivion of his time of life. I observed, also, that the poet 
no longer committed himself in scornful criticisms, or, indeed, 
in any criticisms whatever, at least as far as I knew. He had 
found out that he could, at least, afford to be silent. Indeed, 
he spoke very little of anything. The conversation turned 
upon Milton, and I fancied I had opened a subject that would 
have “ brought him out,” by remarking, that the most dia¬ 
bolical thing in all Paradise Lost was a feeling attributed to 
the angels. “ Ay I ” said Mr. Wordsworth, and iucpiired 
what it was. I said it was the passage in which the angels, 
when they observed Satan journeying through the empyrean, 
let down a set of steps out of heaven, on purpose to add to his 
misery—to his despair of ever being able to re-ascend them; 
they being angels in a state of bliss, and he a fallen spirit 
doomed to eternal punishment. The passage is as follows: — 

“Each stair was meant mysteriously, nor stood ^ 

There always, but, drawn up to heaven, sometimes 
"Viewless; and underneath a bright sea flow’d 
Of jasper, or of liquid pearl, whereon 
Who after came from earth sailing arriv’d 
Wafted by angels, or flew o’er the lake 
Rapt in a chariot drawn by flery steeds. 

The stairs were then let down, whether to daro 
The fiend by easy ascent, or aggravate 
Mis sad exclusion from the doors of blissJ * 

Mr. Wordsworth pondered, and said nothing. I thought to 
myself, what pity for the poor devil would not; good uncle 
Toby have expressed ! Into what indignation would not 
Bums have exploded 1 What knowledge of themselves would 
not have been forced upon those, same coxcombical a,ml malig¬ 
nant angels by Fielding or Shakspeare! 

Walter Scott said, that the. eyes of Burns were the finest, 
he ever saw. 1 cannot say the same of Mr. Wordsworth 1 :-; ; 
that is, not in the sense of the beautiful, or even of the* pn ~ 
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fennh Hue certainly I never beheld eyes tliat looked sg 
inspired or supernatural They were like fires half burning, 
half smouldering, with a sort of acrid fixture of regard, and 
seated at the further end of two caverns. One might imagine 
Kmddel or Isaiah to have had such eyes. The finest eyes, in 
eietw sense of the word, which I have ever seen in a man’s 
head (and I have seen many fine ones) are those of Thomas 
Catlyle. 

It win for a good while after leaving prison that I was 
unable to return the visits of the friends who saw me there. 
Two year* 1 confinement, and illness in combination, had acted 
s#* tofttriotidy upon a sensitive teniprament, that for many 
ttmtlti 1 could not leave home without a morbid wish to 
trfstrtn and a fear of being sensed with some fit or other in 
the Mreefs, primps with sudden death; and this was one of 
the iniods when my hyfwndtondria came hack. In company, 
tmwnrr, or at the sight of a friend, animal spirits would 
ntsigede own with that; awl few people, whatever ill-health 
1,4it'ttrd iii my facts hud the slightest idea of what I suffered, 
\V!i*‘n they thought 1 was simply jaundiced, I was puzzling 
$av* elf with the cosmogony. When they fancied me wholly 
* i copied iu vsm* conversation on a pern or a pot of flowers, 
t would be haunted with the question respecting the origin 
of evil What agonies, to bo sure—what horrible struggles 
i»HwrHt wonder and patience—! suffered then! and into 
win*! n heaven of reliance and of gladness have I been since 
bought by a tilth* better knowledge of the tuning of the in- 
^tuttirtif/ef this existence, whether bodily or mental, taking 
light healthy r.pirito iW the key-note, and harmonizing every- 
thing rhm with those! Hut i have treated this pint already. 
Hh mo iioaiii, hov\ever, advise any one who may he suffering 
molitedtofy of the same sort, or of any sort, to take this rccol- 
|r uou of mine to heart, and do his best to derive comfort 
to-m if. 1 thought t should tlie early, and in Buffering; and 
iir#r t nut Mil, tbs ty-two years utterwards, writing these words. 

** t^r ithlke ground, that beareth the wctdi wick, 
aim ttwne wholesome herbs a# oft; 

Am! »msU to the flail nettle, rough ami thick, 
tt?e n«e ywaxetti sweet, ami smooth, ami soft; 

And neat the vallev I§ the hilt aloft; 

And neat the durkc night is the glad morrow, 

Amt abojoy k nest Urn fine of Borrow.”—(hunoua. 

It tV quitig »f the year Wifi ! went to reside again'in 
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Hampstead, for tlie benefit of the air, and of my old field 
walks; and there I finished the Story of Rimini, which was 
forthwith published. I have spoken of a masque on the 
downfall of Napoleon, called the Descent of Liberty , which I 
wrote while in prison. Liberty descends in it from heaven 
to free the earth from the burden of an evil magician. It 
was a compliment to the Allies, which they deserved well 
enough, inasmuch as it was a failure; otherwise they did not 
deserve it all; for it was founded on a belief in promises 
which they never kept. There was a vein of somethin** true 
in the Descent of Liberty , particularly in passages where the 
domestic affections were touched upon; but the poetry was 
too much on the surface. Fancy (encouraged by the allego¬ 
rical nature of the masque) played her part too entirely in it 
at the expense of imagination. I had not yet got riel of 
the self-sufficiency caused by my editorial position, or by the 
credit, better deserved, which political courage had obtained 
for me. I had yet to learn in what the subtler spirit of poetry 
consisted. 

Nor had I discovered it when I wrote the Story of Rimini. 
It was written in what, perhaps, at my time of life, and after 
the degree of poetical reputation which had been conceded 
me, I may be allowed, after the fashion of painters, to call my 
u first manner; ” not the worst manner conceivable, though 
far from the best; as far from it (or at whatever greater dis¬ 
tance modesty may require it to be put) as Dryden’s Flower 
and the Leaf from the story in Chaucer which Dry den 
imitated. I must take leave, however, to regard it as a true 
picture, painted after a certain mode ; and I can never forget 
the comfort I enjoyed in painting it, though I think I have 
since executed some things with a more inward perception of 
poetical requirement. 

This poem, the greater part of which was written in prison, 
had been commenced a year or two before, while I was visit¬ 
ing the sea-coast at Hastings, with my wife and our first 
child. I was very happy; and looking among my books for 
some melancholy theme of verse, by which I could steady my 
felicity, I unfortunately chose the subject of Dante’s famous 
episode. I did not consider, indeed at the time was not criti¬ 
cally aware, that to enlarge upon a subject which had been 
treated with exquisite sufficiency, and to his immortal renown, 
by a great master, was not likely, by any merit of detail, to 
lave a tyro in the art from the cluuge of presumption, espe- 
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chilly one who had not yet even studied poetical mastery 
itself, except in a subordinate shape. Dry don, at that time 
in spite of my sense of Milton’s superiority, and my early love 
of Spenser, was the most delightful name to me in English 
poetry. I had found In him more vigour, and music too 
than in Pope, who had been my closest poetical acquaintance ; 
and I could not rest till I had played on his instrument. I 
brought, however, to my task a sympathy with the tender 
and the pathetic, which I did not find in my pattern; and 
there was also an impulsive difference now and then in tlm 
style, and a greater tendency to simplicity of words. My 
versification was far from being so vigorous as Ins. There 
were many weak lines in it. It succeeded best in catching 
the variety of his cadences; at least so far as they broke up 
the monotony of Pope. But I had a greater love for the 
beauties of external nature; 1 think also 1 partook of a more 
southern insight into the beauties of colour, of which I made 
abundant use in the procession which is described in the lirst 
canto; and if I invested my story with too many circum¬ 
stances of description, (‘specially on points not essential to its 
progress, and thus took leave. hi toto of the brevity, as well as 
the force of Dante, still the enjoyment, which led me into the 
superfluity was manifest, and so far became its warrant. I 
had the pleasure of supplying my friendly critic, Lord Byron, 
with a j>oint for his Panama (the incident of the heroine 
talking in her sleep); of seeing all the reigning poets, without 
exception, break up their own heroic couplets into freer mo¬ 
dulation (which they never afterwards abandoned) and being 
paid for tin* resentment of tin* Tory critics in one single 
Hrufenee from the lips of Mr. Rogers, who told me, when I 
mot him fur tin* first time at Lord Byron’s house, that he had 
u just h ft a bountiful woman sitting over my poem in tears.” 

I was thon hrtween twenty and thirty. Upwards of thirty 
yours afterwards 1 was told by a friend, that he had just 
hoard one of the most distinguished of living authoresses say 
Dm had shed u tours of vexation” on finding that I had recast 
tin* otmolu don of the poem, and taken away so much of the 
find, matter. Let it he allowed me to boast of tears of this 
kind, and to May what balm they have given me for many a 
wound. The portion of the poem taken away 1 have since 
restored, under a separate title, in the edition of my Poetical 
IVwbfii which has appeared in America. By the other 
alteration I have finally thought it best to abide; and I have 
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thus reconciled as well as I could the friends of the first form 
of the poem and those of the new. 

I need hardly advert, at the present time of day, to the 
objections which were made to this production when it first 
appeared, by the wrath of the Tory critics. In fact, it would 
have met with no such hostility, or indeed any hostility at all, 
if politics had not judged it. Critics might have differed 
about it, of course, and reasonably have found fault; but had 
it emanated from the circles, or been written by any person 
not obnoxious to political objection, I believe there is nobody 
at this time of day, who will not allow, that the criticism in' 
all quarters would have been very good-natured, and willing 
to hail whatever merit it possessed. I may, therefore, be 
warranted in having spoken of it without any greater allusion 
to quarrels which have long been over, and to winch I have 
confessed that I gave the first cause of provocation. 

The Story of Rimini had not long appeared when I received 
a copy of it, which looked like witchcraft. It was the iden¬ 
tical poem, in type and appearance, bound in calf, and sent 
me without any explanation 5 but it was a little smaller. I 
turned it over a dozen times, wondering what it could be, and 
how it could have originated. The simple solution of the 
puzzle I did not consider, till I had summoned other persons 
to partake my astonishment. At length we consulted the 
title-page, and there saw the names of “ Wells and Lilly, 
Boston; and M. Carey, Philadelphia.”—I thought how the 
sight would have pleased my father and mother. 

I now returned the visits which Lord Byron had made me 
in prison. 11 is wife’s separation from him had just taken 
place, and lie had become ill himself'; his taco was jaundiced 
with bile; he felt the attacks of the public .severely; ami, to 
crown all, he had an execution in his house. I was struck 
with the real trouble lie manifested, compared with what the 
public thought of it. The adherence of his old friends was 
also touching. I saw Mr. Hobhousc, now Lord Broughton, 
and Mr. beropo Davies (college friends of his) almost every 
time I called. Mr. Rogers was regular in his daily visits ; 
and Lord Holland, lie told me, was very kind. 

Lord Byron, at tins juncture, took the blame of the quarrel 
upon himself. He even enlisted the self-love of Ills new 
visitor so tar on the laily’s side, as to tell him u that she liked 
my poem, and had compared Ins temper to that of Giovanni, 
the heroine’s consort.” He also showed me a letter which she 
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la! written him after her departure from tlm house «,d»l, 
* 4 ;' ft h "‘- “• «!*•• relations who FmSdhSf 

> tuiH. It was utgned with th*) 4‘ititlu‘t before nJntfiuf a° 

t! V V‘'K«HHl4Lumr,and eCoSd 

n ,<vl » %% tfo’Wh <mlnmvj> nothin# but wh&fc si wi-fc ™ T" 
*- »»*-. and u tlm better forwriting I Wm" ^ 
*” '’ n ' ,w ;. . a certain“wr-cummunicath'enmwas 

, ■.I- l-«»» " ... of questionable 

1 fli.-.kjht 1 undent,,,4 tlm circumstances of this separation 
t2, '. nui ''' and *t ill l«*tt«*r some time afterwards; but I hays 

diri*' f r < n“'T'‘ m ■ '“‘I 1 K™» stronger every 

S.*y i M t tm d-mieshc dispute, even if it were desirable or 

* 3 ‘^ r «•*«*' »h can ever be thoroughly understood 

>*'“ «rr* ttttd knw tk ‘ ir >»tire relative 

wUh ,k intmtt * «* passions of those 
'"U imu al !U be sure of their statements, and 
•»•** w briber the atateineitts on all sides themselves are pre- 
r- d , r tor reverie. Indeed you cannot know individuals 
'' Vf ««*"•» you have lived with them; at all 
. iinsai >eu have ntndird them tong enough to know 

to ioji* .»! utc. a are realities; anti although you may, 

->,1 t-f a .vHant degree must, draw your own conclusions 
r -iitK' people from statements which they give to the 
>;'*• " il -'d« e tor t.r against themselves, yet it is safer, as 
toed j haunf. r, to leave that question as much as possible 
rn* t!<- sie-e where it ought ever to abide, unless brought for- 
» t.-d ■:» tie- budiest and noblest grounds; namely, in the 
•id it • •. t the heart that hti?i most suffered under its causes. 

I ihtfl, th' tcti.r*', nay nothing more of a business which 
f 5f !> on,;!,t to have heard of. Lord Byron soon afterwards 
i ;t fu.dan 1, and 1 did not see him again, or hear from him, 
•< *o <d' hint, til! he pn.jwwd my joining him in Italy. I 
mv 1* *ve of him, theudore, till that jieriod, and proceed 
»*. ij*--.*1 of the fii. nds with whom I became intimatoin the 
tie Uiwhile, -M t elloy ami KeaU. 

1 in .*t -.,tw Shelley tinting the early period of the Examiner, 
brti-**' it* indictment on i.eeouut of the Regent; but it was 
«<t>Jt for a few chert vitita, whieh did not produce intimacy, 
fit an indeed Mr. Rowland Hunter who first brought Leigh 
Hunt and bet most valued friend {tersoually together. Shelley 
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had brought a manuscript poem which proved by no means 
suited to the publishing house in St. Paul’s Churchyard. But 
Mr. Hunter sent the young reformer to seek the counsel of 
Leigh Hunt.] He was then a youth, not come to his full 
growth ; very gentlemanly, earnestly gazing at every object 
that interested him, and quoting the Greek dramatists. Not 
long afterwards he married his first wife; and he subsequently 
wrote to me while I was in prison, as I have before mentioned. 
I renewed the correspondence a year or two afterwards, dur¬ 
ing which period one of the earliest as well as most beautiful 
of his lyric poems, the Hymn to Intellectual Beauty , had ap¬ 
peared in the Examiner . Meantime, he and his wife had 
parted; and now he re-appeared before me at Hampstead, in 
consequence of the calamity which I am about to mention. 

But this circumstance it will be proper to introduce with 
some remarks, and a little previous biography. 

It is hardly necessary to inform the reader at this present 
day, that Percy Bysshe Shelley was the eldest son of Sir 
Timothy Shelley, Bart., of Castle-Goring, in Sussex. He was 
born at Field Place, in that county, the 4th of August, 1792. 

It is difficult, under any circumstances, to speak with pro¬ 
per delicacy of the living connections of the dead ; but it is 
no violation of decorum to observe, that the family con¬ 
nections of Mr. Shelley belonged to a small party in the House 
of Commons, itself belonging to another party. They were 
Whig Aristocrats, voting in the interest of the Duke of Nor¬ 
folk. To a man of genius, endowed with a metaphysical 
acuteness to discern truth and falsehood, and a strong sensi¬ 
bility to give way to his sense of it, such an origin, however 
respectable in the ordinary point of view, was not the very 
luckiest that could have happened for the purpose of keeping 
him within ordinary bounds. With what, feedings is Truth to 
open its eyes upon this world among the most respectable of 
our mere party gentry ? Among licensed contradictions of 
all sorts? among the Christian doctrines and the worldly 
practices? Among fox-hunters and their chaplains? among 
bcneficed loungers, rakish old gentlemen, and more startling 
young ones, who are old In the folly of lemming ness * people 
not indeed bad in themselves; not so bad as their wholesale 
and unthinking decriers, much less their hypocritical deciders; 
many excellent by nature, hut spoilt by those professed de¬ 
mands of what is right and noble, and those inculcations, at 
the same time, of what is false ami wrong, which have been 
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m tulmimhly nxpoatal by a late philosopher (Rentham), and 
which In* has fortunately helped moiim* of our best living 
statesmen to leave out of flit* catalogue of their ambitions, 

She Hoy began, to think at a vety early age, aiul to think T 
ftHa of these anomalies, lie saw that at every step in Mi 
some compromise was expeetetl between it truth which he was 
fold not to violate, amt a colouring amt double* meaning of it 
whirlt forced hint upon the violation. 

With this juuthle, f licit, of truth foul falsehood In his head, 
ittitl it genius born to detect it, Shelley was mnt to Eton, and 
afterward# to tin* University of Oxford. At Eton a Reviewer 
recollected him setting trees on fire with a burning-glass; a 
proceeding which the critic ret down to Ids natural taste for 
destruction. Perhaps the same Reviewer (if we are not mis■ 
taken rm ft* the percent would now* by the help of his own 
riper faint I ties, attribute it to the natural curioatty of genius. 
At the came school, tin* young reformer roie up in opposition 
to the aystem of tagging. A*'aioM thin eu 4oM In* formed it 
conspiracy; inul for a time he made it jmiwig at least as far as 
his own pern at was concerned, Hi t feelings at thin period of 
his. life ar«* touehin *ly and powerfully do *» lihcil in the dedi¬ 
cation of the He volt of isiiimi— 

** Thoughts of great deeds were mine, dour friend, when flnt 
The clouds which wrap this world from youth did pitii, 

I do remeinher writ the hour which hurst 

Mv rpirU'u deep a tool* M ty d i> if wng 
When I walk'd forth it|sm the glittering grass, 

Alld V*o|»t» I kltott U*4 tt hy, tliilii tilt IV fn 'i\ 

From'the near sclitHdrmmi, voices tlnit, ultiitt 
\\\ ie I?iu one horn ;t ttudd of uoe * •-< 

Tin* harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of foes. 

** A ltd ilsi-n I clieipM my hands, and look'd around,.— 

Dot none was near to nmek tuy streaming eyes, 

Which pair'd their warm drops «m the sunny groundt 

S t iwlb *ot *h coo I tp ike, * I H el he tt rst\ 

And lien, and free* and tinld, if w me lies 
burl, powi-r i !,. r 1 gn»w ifi’ifjt* lo Udndd 

‘Jle riledi and He* 4 fep * '»tdl H r.iiim/.e 

Without repr*»aeh or tdteck, 1 I then c*mtroll'd 

My ir u‘n nit, heart r,r* tt » Mitt* md 1 voi * im**k and hold* 

** And tr-ht fh U bear did I, Willi r ifw ii iSioisctit, 

ilr,i|i Mtottli'tf;** troll* torliiftdi II twtiiio *4' lorej 
V* t iiolluiiy 11? tt io> kiif'W or 

i eared to te,uu, tell Sioti* ttaf w i*t ntore 

Wrought linked armour l«r my *mh tHinn 

It niiclil walls Ids !ti to war ion* so* ui.n«Und ** 
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Shelley, I behove, was taken from Eton before the regular 
period for leaving school. Ilia unconventional spirit—pene¬ 
trating, sincere, and demanding the reason and justice of 
things—was found to be inconvenient. At Oxford if was 
worse. Logic was there put into his hands; and he used it, 
in the most uncompromising manner. The more important 
the proposition, the more he thought himself bound to inves¬ 
tigate it: the greater the demand upon his assent, the less, 
upon their own principle of reasoning, he thought himself 
bound to grant it : for the university, by its ordinances, in¬ 
vited scholars to ask questions which they found themselves 
unable to answer. Shelley did so ; ami the answer was ex¬ 
pulsion. It is true, the question he asked was a very hard 
oms It was upon the existence of (led. But could neither 
Faith, Hope, nor Charity find a better answer (ban that ? and 
in the. teeth, too, o( their own challenge to inquiry? Could 
not some gentle and loving nature have been found to speak 
to him in private, and beg him at least to consider ami pause 
over tin* question, tor reasons which might have had their 
corresponding effect? Thu Church of England lias been a 
blessing to mankind, inasmuch as it; 1ms discountenanced tin* 
worst superstitions, and given sense and improvement leave to 
grow; but; if it cannot learn still further to sacrilioe letter to 
spirit, and see the, danger of closing its lips on tin* greatest 
occasions and then proceeding to open them on the smallest, 
and dispute with its very self on points the most “ frivolous 
and vexatious,” it will do itself an injury it little dreams of 
with the new amt constantly growing intelligence of the 
masses; who are In thing tin-ward to the? noblest. version of 
Christianity, while their teachers art 1 thus lighting about the 
meanest. 

Foneeive a young man of Mr. Shelley's character, with no 
better experience of t he kindness and sincerity of those whom 
ho had perplexed, thus thrown forth into society, to torm his 
own judgments, and pursue his own career. It was Fmilinn 
mil in the Wurld, lmt formed by his own tutorship. There is 
a novel, under that title, written ly tin- Berman La, Fontaine, 
which has often reminded me of him, The hero of another, 
by the same author, called the AV/moiWr, s till umiv resembles 
him. His way of proceeding was entirely after the fashion of 
those guilele..;;, but- Vehement heart:;, which not. beiim 11 
/vphed to by their teaehers, and finding them hw..lih- to in 
quiry, add to a natural h*ye <»| truth all the pn-edonafe anhmr 
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of a generous and devoted protection of it. Shelley had met 
with Godwin’s Political Justice , and he seemed to breathe, for 
the first time, in an open and bright atmosphere. He resolved 
to square all his actions by what he conceived to be the 
strictest justice, without any consideration for the opinions of 
those whose little exercise of that virtue towards himself ill 
fitted them, he thought, for better teachers, and as ill warranted 
him in deferring to the opinions of the world whom they 
guided. That he did some extraordinary things in conse¬ 
quence is admitted: that he did many noble ones, and all with 
sincerity, is well known to his friends, and will be admitted 
by all sincere persons. Let those who are so fond of exposing 
their own natures, by attributing every departure from ordi¬ 
nary conduct to bad rhotives, ask themselves what conduct 
could be more extraordinary in their eyes, and at the same 
time less attributable to a bad motive, than the rejection of an 
estate for the love of a principle? Yet Shelley rejected one. 
He had only to become a yea and nay man in the House of 
Commons, to be one of the richest men in Sussex. He de¬ 
clined it, and lived upon a comparative pittance. Even the 
fortune that he would ultimately have inherited, as secured to 
his person, was petty in the comparison. 

So he went up to town. Had he now behaved himself par¬ 
donably in the eyes of the conventional in those days (for it 
is wonderful in how short a time honest discussion may be 
advanced by a court at once correct ,and unbigoted, and by a 
succession of calmly progressing ministries; and all classes 
are now beginning to permit the wisdom of every species of 
abuse to be doubted), Shelley would have gone to London 
with the resolution of sowing his wild oats, and becoming a 
decent member of society; that is to say, he would have 
seduced a few maid-servants, or at least haunted the lobbies 
of the theatre, and then bestowed the remnant of his consti¬ 
tution upon some young lady of his own rank in life, and 
settled into a proper church-and-king man of the old leaven, 
perhaps a member of the Society for the Suppression of Vice. 
This used to be the proper routine, and gave one a right to be 
didactic. Alas 1 Shelley did not do so ; and bitterly had he 
to repent, not that he did not do it, but that he married while 
yet a stripling, and that the wife whom he took was not of a 
nature to appreciate his understanding, or, perhaps, to come 
from contact with it uninjured in what she had of her own. 
They separated by mutual consent, after the birth of two 
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children. To tliis measure his enemies would hardly have 
demurred; especially as the marriage was disapproved by the 
husband s family, and the lady was of inferior rank. It might 
have been regarded even as something like making amends 
But to one thing they would strongly have objected. lie pro¬ 
ceeded, m the spirit of Milton’s doctrines, to pay his court to 
.mother My. I „M, I ^ 

tone but now came the greatest pang of his life. He was 

residing at Bath, when news came to him that his wife had 

totrojmd herself It was a heavy blow to him, and he never 

t tlonhf T a tlm ° , US bdng t0 P ioccs > nor ^ there 
a doubt that, however deeply he was accustomed to reason on 

the nature ami causes of evil, and on the steps necessary to be 
taken for opposing it, lie. was not without remorse for having 
to better exorcised Ins judgment; with regard to the degree of 
intellect be had allied Inmselt with, and for having given rise 
to a premature independence of conduct in one unequal to the 
task I he lady was greatly to be pitied; so was the survivor, 
.ict the collegiate refusers of argument, and the conventional 
sowers of their wild oats, with myriads of unhappy women 
be hind them, rise up in judgment against him 1 Hoi,ester men 
will not lie. hindered from doing justice to sincerity wherever 
they him it; nor bo induced to blast the memory of a man of 
genius and benevolence, for one painful passage, in bis life 
which he might have avoided had lie been no better than hi« 
calummatora. 


Ontbeib.aUi oH,is unfortunate lady, Shelley married the 
daughter of Mr. Ucxlwin, and muded at (Jreat Marlow, hi 
Inie.kinglmmHhm;, wlmrc my family ami myself paid him a 
vi.sit, and where he was a blessing to the poor. Ilia charity, 
f tough liberal, was not weak, ile inquired personally into 
the circumstances of bis petitioners, visited tin* sick in their 
H< s ( m he had g<me the mend of tin* hospitals on purpose* 
to be able to praetLse on oe.ea.sion), and kept a regular list of 
industrious poor, whom be assisted with small sums to make 
up their accounts. 


Here be, wrote, the lie roll of hlum and A Propound for 
putting lujorm to the. Vote through the. Country. He ofleml 
to give a tenth part of his income for a year towards the 
advancement of the project. He used t„ sit i„ a study adorned 
wi b casts, as large as life, of the Vatican Apollo anil the eeles- 
tiul Venus. Betweenwlules lie would walk in the garden, or 
take strolls about the country, or a sail in a boat, a diversion 
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of which he was passionately thud. Flowers, or the sight oi 
a happy face, or the hearing of a congenial remark, would 
make Ins eyes sparkle with delight. At other times he would 
suddenly droop into an aspect of dej? etiou, particularly when 

a wretched face passed lung or when lie saw the miserable" 
loolring children of a laee-muking village near him, or when 
he thought- of his own children, of whom he had been deprived 
by the Court of Chancery. He once said to me during a walk 
in the Strand, u Look at all these wmn and miserable faces 
that pass us, and tell me what is to bo thought of the world 
they appear in V” I said, 14 Air, but these fares are not all 
worn with grief You must take the wear and fear of plea¬ 
sure* into the account; of secret joys as well m sorrows; of 
merry-makings anti sittings up at night, n He owned that 
there was truth in the remark, lids was flic sort of eonsola* 
tien which 1 was in the habit of giving 1dm, ami for which he 
was thankful, because 1 was rineere. 

As to Ids children, the reader, perhaps, k in»t aware that in 
this country of England, so justly railed fiw on many accounts, 
ami so proud of its u Euglkhmaiik castle" -of the hou a* which 
in‘tiling can violate- a muuk offspring ran be taken from him 
to* morrow, who holds a ditfeivut opiidoti from the laird Chan¬ 
cellor in fifth and morals. HumeV, if he had any, might 
have been taken. Uibboifs might have been taken, 11m vir¬ 
tuous (hmdoreet, If lie had been an Kftgliritman and a father, 
would have stood no chance, tlafo, for 1st * AVpuWm, would 
have stood as little ; :tnd iMsdmuohrtle de (hatrnay might have 
been torn front the arms of Imr adoptim* hither, Montaigne, 
convicted beyond redemption of serine father than the walk 
of tin* Chant of tliaueery. That such f lute* > ate not done 
often, I believe ; that, they may be done “turner than people 
suspect, I belfi've also ; for tie*)* are Iran a» ted with closed 
doors, ami the details are forbidden to hairpin** 

Hmrn Mnh^ Hhelleyk eatlh A poefirat production, written 
before he was out of his teens, and regretted by him as a 
crude production, was publi »h»*d without hii e»aes*nt, Yet, he 
was convicted fr*an it of holding the opinion \s Inch Isk teachers 
at the tin versify hail not thought fit to reason him out of 
Hi* was aho ehareed with not bring of tin* received upinionH 
Wilts regard to flic inh*reonro of the -*•%*.g and hist children, 
a girl and a h«*y, wme talem from him, They were trans¬ 
fer ml to the cate of a ekng man of tie* ( Inn ri* of England, 
1 he ctreittftstaitee tleeply a|f*s ted Sltriley ; much no, that 
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he never afterwards dared to trust himself with iuci»ti«ni..., 
iheir names m my hearing, though l Jnd sfood -if v * i n 
throughout the bJLm ; pn.babi; , r ,hat r^s * SholfS 
manner of lift, suftered grLfly ir/it.s JJIuLhC 
.sLinct. He wax mill to he keeping a seraglio at Marlow • nml 
h.s friends partook of the .scandal.' Thin keener of a .sJno'. 
who, m tact, was extremely diflienlt. to he pleased in m o ! 

SiiMri^Vhi" Y 1U n th ' a i l0V -' u,10im,u ' c,( ' a with scnli- 

nunt, passed Ins days like a hermit. He rose early in the 
morning, walked and read bo.lbre. breakfast, took tLt ineal 
spanngly, wrote and studied the. greater part of the. morniii"- 
walked and read again, dined on vegetables (for he took neither 
meat nor wme).conversed with his frienils (to whom his house 
■ s i\u open), again walked out, and usually finished with 
e. ding to h,« with till ten o'clock, who., he went to bed 'Hiis 
as las daily existence. His hook was generally Plato or 
Homer or one of (lie (iroek tragedians, or the Iiibfe, in which 

teres U ‘ I! 'r?-'",-’ ''“"i"' 1 ' l"’ l ‘ uli:,r > aUl1 <*«“» admiring in¬ 
ti i;M. One ol Ins tavourite juirts was the hook of ,Job. The 

wiKings attributed to Solomon he thought too Kpieuroau in 
modern sense of (ho, word ; and in his notions'of S, >a 
hcagreod w, h the writ,.,- of the. work entitled, A W, Paul but 
; W - , »“* <'hnstianily, in the proper sense of tho word 

M r.' I / r‘- K, ’T' ‘‘ 0f , -‘ St ' ;m,! (o ,llt ' h'l'i’iiion on the 

Mou it hy ( ins,, himself, for whose heuelieent, i„le,iti,.„s 1,0 

. ; ;'" U ; I 1 h ." reverence. There was no, w |,ieh 

' itli 1 < Mus enemies against 1. 

Ilil e Ot tins laet. IIIK want, of tiiitli, imlee.l, in f!„. letter 
audhis exceeding (ailh m the spirit, of Christianity, formed 
.1 eommenl the o„e on the other, very Ibrmidahlo to .hose 

point,f " S, ' rill "" V iiMi ' <"> »l-ul 

As an instance of Shelley's extraordinary generosity, a 

vsssa .>U53ia!s«fl!,fisaj 

t bur tlut l«Uw kiikth, ln$fc tlm spirit #iveth Hk,” 
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friend of his, a man of letters, enjoyed from him at that 
period a pension of a hundred a year, though he had but a 
thousand of his own; and he continued to enjoy it till fortune 
rendered it superfluous. But the princeliness of his disposi¬ 
tion was seen most in his behaviour to another friend, the 
writer of this memoir, who is proud to relate, that with 
money raised by an effort, Shelley once made him a present 
of fourteen hundred pounds, to extricate him from debt. I 
was not extricated, for I had not yet learned to be careful; 
but the shame of not being so, after such generosity, and the 
pain which my friend afterwards underwent when I was in 
trouble and he was helpless, were the first causes of my 
thinking of money matters to any purpose. His last sixpence 
was ever at my service, had I chosen to share it. In a 
poetical epistle written some years afterwards, and published 
in the volume of Posthumous Poems , Shelley, in alluding to 
his friend’s circumstances, which for the second time were 
then straitened, only made an affectionate lamentation that he 
himself was poor ; never once hinting that he had already 
drained his purse for his friend. 

To return to Hampstead.—Shelley often came there to see 
me, sometimes to stop for several days. He delighted in the 
natural broken ground, and in the fresh air of the place, 
especially when the wind set in from the north-west, which 
ured to give him an intoxication of animal spirits. Here also 
he swam his paper boats on the ponds, and delighted to play 
with my children, particularly with my eldest boy, the serious¬ 
ness of whose imagination, and his susceptibility of a “grim” 
impression (a favourite epithet of Shelley’s), highly interested 
him. He would play at “ frightful creatures ” with him, from 
which the other would snatch “ a fearful joy,” only begging 
him occasionally “ not to do the horn,” which was a way that 
Shelley had of screwing up his hair in front, to imitate a 
weapon of that sort. This was the boy (now the man of 
forty-eight, and himself a fine writer) to whom Lamb took 
such a liking on similar accounts, and addressed some charm¬ 
ing verses as his “ favourite child.” I have already mentioned 
him during my imprisonment. 

As an instance of Shelley’s playfulness when he was in 
good spirits, he was once going to town with me in the 
Hampstead stage, when our only companion was an old lady, 
who sat silent and still after the English fashion. Shelley 
was fond of quoting a passage from Richard the Second } in 
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WU ° 1 *• “ "» <»*■%»» of 

"i«d «!'a' , ,ssi “fiUXtag?” 4 

Shelley, who had been moved into the ebullition bv som* 
thmg objectionable which he thought he saw in the face of 
our companion startled her into alook of the mostTuSous 
astomshment, by suddenly calling this passage to S and 
n his enthusiastic tone of voice, addressing me by name’ with 
the first two lines. “ Hunt! ” he exclaimed,- 7 

“ Ana^ii Te ^’ S f a] ^ e! let us sit upon the ground. 

And tell sad stones of the death of kings.” 

The old lady looked on the coach-floor, as if expecting to see 
us take our seats accordingly. P g 10 see 

m.5?* here foUows a and more characteristic anecdote 
SS ’S*? °" 13 ' *>» e«d of unkind S 

P^r “ ?'!'“* ile P™!”"-' 1 o» the subject of 

. m Parliament, and he was always very desirous of the 
national wdfere. It was a moot point when he entered your 
room, whether he would begin with some half-pleasant half- 

abouTpubhc rf*** ^ ° r * 

when ftd ! He 7° e Came npon me afc Hampstead, 

hen I had not seen him for some time; and after grasping 

my hands with both his, in his usual ferment maimefhesaf 
down, and looked at me very earnestly, with a deep, though 
not melancholy, interest in his face. We were sitting with 
our knees to the fire, to which we had been getting nearer and 
nearer, m the .comfort of finding ourselves together. The 

SdThe 6 afr ofT ?■ W 7 S n 7 feeling at the moment; 
“f alr of domesticity about us was so complete, that I 

thought he was going to speak of some family matter, either 
his or my own, when he asked me, at the close of an intensity 
of pause, what was “ the amount of the national debt.” 7 
used to rally him on the apparent inconsequentiality of his 
manner upon those occasions, and he was always ready to carrv 
on the jest, because he said that my laughter did not hinder 
my being m earnest. 

But here follows a crowning anecdote, with which I shall 
close my recollections of him at this period. We shall meet 
him again in Italy, and there, alas! I shall have to relate 
events graver still. 

I was returning home one night to Hampstead after the 

16 
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opera. As I approached the door, I heard strange and alarm¬ 
ing shrieks, mixed with the voice of a man. The next day it 
was reported by the gossips that Mr. Shelley, no Christian (for 
it was he who was there), had brought some “very strange 
female ” into the house, no better, of course, than she ought 
to be. The real Christian had puzzled them. Shelley, in 
coming to our house that night, had found a woman lying 
near the top of the hill, in fits. It was a fierce winter night, 
with snow upon the ground; and winter loses nothing of its 
fierceness at Hampstead. My friend, always the promptest as 
well as most pitying on these occasions, knocked at the first 
houses he could reach, in order to have the woman taken in. 
The invariable answer was, that they could not do it. He 
asked for an outhouse to put her in, while he went for a doctor. 
Impossible! In vain he assured them she was no impostor. 
They would not dispute the point with him ; but doors were 
closed, and windows were shut down. Had he lit upon 
worthy Mr. Park, the philologist, that gentleman would assur¬ 
edly have come, in spite of his Calvinism. But he lived too 
.far off. Had he lit upon my friend Armitage Brown, who 
lived on another side of the Heath; or on his friend and 
neighbour Dilke ; they ■would either of them have jumped up 
from amidst their books or their bed-clothes, and have gone 
out with him. But the paucity of Christians is astonishing, 
considering the number of them. Time flies; the poor 
woman is in convulsions; her son, a young man, lamenting 
over her. At last my friend sees a carriage driving up to a 
house at a little distance. The knock is given; the warm 
door opens; servants and lights pour forth. Now, thought 
he, is the time. He puts on his best address, which anybody 
-might recognize for that of the highest gentleman as well as 
of an interesting individual, and plants himself in the way of 
an elderly person, who is stepping out of the carriage with his 
family. He tells his story. They only press on the faster. 
“ Will you go and see her?” “ No, sir ; there’s no necessity 
for that sort of thing, depend on it. Impostors swarm every¬ 
where : the thing cannot be done ; sir, your conduct is extra¬ 
ordinary.” “ Sir,” cried Shelley, assuming a very different 
manner, and forcing the flourishing householder to stop out of 
astonishment, “ I am sorry to say that your conduct is not ex¬ 
traordinary ; and if my own seems to amaze you, I 'will tell 
you something which may amaze you a little more, and I hope 
will frighten you. It is such men as you who madden the 
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spirits and the patience of the poor and wretched ; and if ever 
a convulsion comes m this country (which is very probable') 
recollect what I tell yon you will have your house tint 
head r " fU <°r°orf) tlie mise r a ^e woman into, burnt over your 

noor * ivmi ? l , b GSS me ’ ®, lr Dear lue > Slr! ” exclaimed the 
| ’ * u ohtencd nian > a,1(1 fluttered into, his mansion. The 

woman was then brought to our house, which was at some 

d0 7 n i “ bleak path (i V Vas iu tIlc Vale of Heal*); 

and sheik y and her son were obliged to hold her till the 
doctor could arrive. It appeared that she had been attending 
this son iu Loudon, on a criminal charge made amiimt him° 

eUirf' a Tl ! 1 f f ich -! la ? tllr r Vn ll6r int0 tlle&1 ifs on her 

she -li’n tl , / ° r f 1 !^ t U , lt 810 WOl,ld havo Polished, had 

she lam there a short tune longer. The next day my friend 

sent mother and son comfortably home to Hendon wlime they 

gratitiSr™’ aml W 101100 * 10y returued llim tljauks lull of 


CHAPTER XVI. 

KEATS, LAMB, AND COLERIDGE. 

And now to speak of Keats, who was introduced to mo by his 
schoolmasters son, Charles Cowden Clarke, a man of a most 
genial nature and corresponding poetical taste, admirably well 
qualified to nourish the genius of* his pupil. J 

I had not known the young poet long, when Shelley and 
he became acquainted under my roof. Keats did not take 
to Shelley as kindly as Shelley did to him. Shelley’s only 
bought* of his new acquaintance were sued, as regarded his 
bad health with which lie sympathized, and his poetry, of 
winch he has left such a monument of his admiration in 
AdonaiK. Keats, being a little, too sensitive on the score of 
lus origin, tell, inclined to see in every man of birth a sort of 
natural enemy. Their styles iu writing also were very differ¬ 
ent; anil Keats, notwithstanding his unbounded sympathies 
with ordinary flesh and blood, and even the transcendental 
cos'inopolities of 1 taper ion, was so far inferior in universality 
to ns great acquaintance, that In* could not accompany him in 
_ i* rounds with nature, and his Archimedean endea¬ 

vours to move the globe with his own hands. I ain bound to 
state thus much; I localise, hopeless of recovering his health 
under circumstances that made the leoling extremely bitter! 

1C—if ’ 
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sufficient. I may have too much contented myself with 
panegyrizing his genius, and thinking the objections to it of 
no ultimate importance. Had he given me a hint to another 
elfect, I should have acted upon it. But in truth, as I have 
before intimated, I did not see a twentieth part of what was 
said against us; nor had I the slightest notion, at that period, 
that he took criticism so much to heart. I was in the habit) 
though a public man, of living in a world of abstractions of 
my own; and I regarded him as of a nature still more ab¬ 
stracted, and sure of renown. Though I was a politician (so 
to speak), I had scarcely a political work in my library. 
Spensers and Arabian Tales filled up the shelves; and Spenser 
himself was not remoter, in my eyes, from all the common¬ 
places of life, than my new friend. Our whole talk was made 
up of idealisms. In the streets we were in the thick of the 
old woods. I little suspected, as I did afterwards, that the 
hunters had struck him; and never at any time did I suspect 
that he could have imagined it desired by his friends. Let 
me quit the subject of so afflicting a delusion. 

In everything but this reserve, which was to a certain ex¬ 
tent encouraged by my own incuriousness (for I have no 
reserve myself with those whom I love)—in every other 
respect but this, Keats and I might have been taken lor friends 
of the old stamp, between whom there was no such thing even 
as obligation, except the pleasure of it. I could not love him 
as deeply as I did Shelley. That was impossible. But my 
affection was only second to the one which I entertained for 
that heart of hearts. Keats, like Shelley himself, enjoyed the 
usual privilege of greatness with all whom he knew, render¬ 
ing it delightful to be obliged by him, and an equal, hut not 
greater, delight to oblige. It was a pleasure to his friends to 
have him in their houses, and he did not grudge it. When 
Endymion was published, he was living at Hampstead with 
his friend, Charles Armitage Brown, who attended him most 
affectionately through a severe illness, and with whom, to 
their great mutual enjoyment, he had taken a journey into 
Scotland. The lakes and mountains of the north delighted 
him exceedingly. He beheld them with an epic eye. After¬ 
wards, he went into the south, and luxuriated in the Isle of 
Wight. On Brown’s leaving home a second time, to visit the 
flame quarter, Keats, who was too ill to accompany him, came 
to reside with me, when his last and best volume of poems 
appeared, containing Lamia , Isabella, the Eve of St Aynes, 
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line! the noble fragment cif Ugpemm* I remember LnmbY 

delight niiil ltd to trail tern on reading thm book ; how pleased he 
wiw with the designation of Mercury as •* tlu* alar of Lethe/’ 

{rising, as it were, and glittering its he came upon that pale 
region); find the fine daring Anticipation in that passage of 

the- second poem— 

M So the two brothers and fJWir mwdtml mm 
Bode past fair Florence.'* 

So also the description* at once delicate and gorgrems, nf Agnea 
praying beneath the {minted window. The public art* now well 
acquainted with those amt other parages, for which Persian 
kitcH would have filled a poet’s mouth with gold, 1 remember 
Kent * reading to me with great relish anti particularity, con- 
Muoimofi what lie Sad set forth, the lines describing the supper, 
stud ending with tie* word*, 

11 Lucent syrups littefe with eummtmti/’ 

Mr, Wordsworth would have said that the vowels were not 
varied enough ; but KeitH knew where his vowels were mt to 
to* varied. On flic orrereion above alluded to, Wordsworth 
found limit whit the repetition of the concluding sound of the 
partriple-t in StoilrepreireVi line about ttere;-** 

* # Till* tiifiltirtl roofs of goto." 

This, lie mud, wiiii n line which Milton would never have 
written, Koala thought* **u the other hand, that tin* repet it urn 
wire in harmony with the ewitmued note of the :4 tigers, and 
that Sink *j isue’.i iiedi^ ica* i if nc<<)i;>Hnv it was) hud in- 
stmetivety loll ttio thine in the best muntier. Tire a inert mu 
utomt Mill* at I i Murtliie % ereeddreinp; the tendency of that 
grout jhht In subject liia tiiitiin* to art; yet l litive dipped, 
while writing this, into Ire-ib and itt the second 

I’liiincc have lit oil the fellow inre . * 

« The gray 

Ihofru, iitiil llw Pli’iiitlci before him itaiiml* 

fie * Mare no 1 1 mfltiiitei*. m- ** krebi the moon, 

lint ttppmltr, in kmiM ttfn l» m$M mi 

lire tmrr»ur, with tntt face horimum? her Until/* 

1 lie re |«idem of fire c in the ireirtfi line re mt extreme euie in 
fre«b i mire mono!*.mare its eider »«« r\pn -a onene a and even* 

fie re, 

liraf/i had frit that lire dt .*%t .e ire mortal, two or three 

yreiii before he dred, lie lad ;t roiiHfttiifmiwl tettdeney to 
fofwatftiptioii; it elo»* utMeUmv ?m tire deathbed of a beloved 
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brother, when he ought to have been nursing himself in bed, 
gave it a blow which he felt for months. Despairing love 
(that is to say, despairing of living to enjoy it, lor the love 
was returned) added its hourly torment; and, meanwhile, the 
hostile critics came up, and roused an indignation in him, both 
against them and himself, which on so many accounts he could 
ill afford to endure. 

When I was in Italy, Lord Byron showed me in manuscript 
the well-known passage in Don Juan , in which Keats’s death 
is attributed to the Quarterly Review ; the couplet about the 
u fiery particle,” that was a snuffed out by an article.” I told 
him the real state of the case, proving to him that the suppo¬ 
sition was a mistake, and therefore, if printed, would be a mis¬ 
representation. But a stroke of wit was not to be given tip. 

At length Keats was persuaded by his friends to try the 
milder climate of Italy. He thought it better for others as 
well as himself, that he should go. He was accompanied by 
Mr. Severn, then a young artist of a promise equal to his 
subsequent, repute, who possessed all that could recommend 
him for a companion — old acquaintanceship, great animal 
spirits, active, tenderness, and a mind capable of appreciating 
that; of the poet. They went first to Naples, and afterwards 
to Home; where*, on the 23rd of February, 1821, our author 
died in tin*, arms of his friend, completely worn out, and long¬ 
ing for the release, lie suffered so much in his lingering, that 
he used to watch the countenance of the physician for the 
favourable and fatal sentence, and express his regret when he 
found it delayed. Yet no impatience (‘scaped him. He was 
manly and gentle to the last, and grateful for all services. A 
little before he died, he said that he H felt; the daisies growing 
over him.” But he made a still more touching remark respect¬ 
ing his epitaph. a lf any,” lie said, u wen*, put over him, he 
wished it to consist of nothing but these words; e Here lies 
one whose name was writ in water: ’ ”—so little did lie think 
of the men* than promise he had given;—of the fine and 
lasting things he had added to the stock of poetry! The 
physicians expressed their astonishment that he had held out 
so long, the lungs turning out, on inspection, to have been 
almost obliterated. They said he must have lived upon the 
mere strength of tin*, spirit within him. He was interred in 
the English burying ‘ground at Borne, near the monument of 
Bains (Astius, whore his great mourner, Shelley, was shortly 
to join him. 
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Keats, when he died, had just completed his four-and- 
twentieth year. He was under the middle height; and his 
lower limbs were small in comparison with the upper, but 
neat and well turned. His shoulders were very broad for his 
size: he had a face in which energy and sensibility were 
remarkably mixed up; an eager power, checked and made 
patient by ill-health. Every feature was at once strongly 
cut, and delicately alive. If there was any faulty expression, 
it was in the mouth, which was not without something of a 
character of pugnacity. His face was rather long than other¬ 
wise; the upper lip projected a little over the under; the 
chin was bold, the cheeks sunken; the eyes mellow and glow- 
ing; large, dark,, and sensitive. At the recital of a noble 
action, or a beautiful thought, they would suffuse with tears, 
and his mouth trembled. In this, there was ill-health as well 
as imagination, for he did not like these betrayals of emotion; 
and he had great personal as well as moral courage. He once 
chastised a butcher, who had been insolent, by a regular 
stand-up fight. His hair, of a brown colour, was fine, and 
hung in natural ringlets. The head was a puzzle for the 
phrenologists, being remarkably small in the skull; a singu¬ 
larity which he had in common with Byron and Shelley, 
whose hats I could not get on. Keats was sensible of the 
disproportion above noticed, between his upper and lower 
extremities; and he would look at his hand, which was faded, 
and swollen in the veins, and say it was the hand of a man 
of fifty. He was a seven months’ child. His mother, who 
was a lively woman, passionately fond of amusement, is sup¬ 
posed to have hastened her death by too great an inattention 
to.hours and seasons. Perhaps she hastened that of her son. 
His father died of a fall from his horse in the year 1804. 

I have endeavoured, in another publication,* to characterize 
the poetry of Keats, both in its merits and defects. It is not 
necessary to repeat them here. The public have made up 
their minds on the subject; and such of his first opponents 
as were men of genius themselves, but suffered their percep¬ 
tions to be obscured by political prejudice, (as who has not 
in such time?) have long agreed with, or anticipated the 
verdict. Sir Walter Scott confessed to Mr. Severn at Home, 
that the truth respecting Keats had prevailed; and it would 
have been strange, indeed, when the heat of the battle was 
ovefj had not Christopher North stretched out his large and 
* Imagination and Fancy , p. 312. 
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warm hand to his memory. Times arrive, tinder the hal¬ 
lowing influences of thought and trouble, when genius is as 
sure to acknowledge genius, as it is to feel its own wants, and 
to be willing to share its glory. A man’s eyes, the manlier 
they are, perceive at last, that there is nothing nobler in them 
than their tears. 

It was during my intimacy with Keats that I published a 
hasty set of miscellaneous poems, under the title of Foliage , 
and wrote the set of essays that have since become popular 
under that of the Indicator . About this time also, I trans¬ 
lated the Aminta of Tasso, a poem (be it said with the leave 
of so great a name) hardly worth the trouble, though the 
prologue is a charming presentment of love in masquerade, 
and the Ode on the Golden Age , a sigh out of the honestest 
part of the heart of humanity. But I translated it to enable 
me to meet some demands, occasioned by the falling off in 
the receipts of the Examiner, now declining under the°t\vofold 
vicissitude of triumphant ascendancy in the Tories, and the 
desertion of reform by the Whigs. The Indicator assisted me 
still more, though it was but published in a corner, owing to 
my want of funds for advertising it, and my ignorance of the 
best mode of circulating such things—an ignorance so pro¬ 
found, that I was not even aware of its very self; for I had 
nevei attended, not only to the business part of the Examiner, 
but to the simplest money matter that stared at me on the 
face of it. I could never tell anybody who asked me, what 
was the price of its stamp! 

Do I boast of this ignorance? Alasl I have no such 
respect for the pedantry of absurdity as that. I blush for it; 
and I only record it out of a sheer painful movement of 
conscience, as a warning to those young authors who might 
be led to look upon such folly as a fine thing; which at all 
events la what I never thought it myself. I did not think 
about it at all, except to avoid the thought; and I only wish 
that the strangest accidents of education, and the most incon¬ 
siderate habit of taking books for the only ends of life, had 
not conspired to make me so ridiculous. I am feeling the 
consequences at this moment, in pangs which I cannot explain, 
and winch I may not live long enough, perhaps, to escape. 

Let me console myself a little by remembering how much 
Hazlitt and Lamb, and others, were pleased with the Indicator. 

I speak most of thorn, because they talked most to me about 
it. Hnzlitt’s favourite paper (for they liked it enough to have 
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favourite papers) was the one on Sleep; perhaps because there 
is a picture in it of a sleeping despot; though he repeated, 
with more, enthusiasm than he was aeeustomed to do, the eon- 
elusion about the parent and the bride. Lamb preferred the 
paper on Coaches and their Morses, that on the Deaths of Little 
Children , and (I think) the one entitled Thoughts and (f nesses 
on Human Nature. Shelley took to the story of the Fair 
Revemje; and the paper that was most liked by Keats, if I 
remember, was the one on a hot summers day, (‘tit it led A Now* 
lie was with me while I was writing ami reading it to him, 
and contributed one or two of the passages, Keats first puli* 
lished in the Indicator his beautiful poem let He Ik Dame sans 
J/my/ f and the Dream after readitnj Dante's Episode of Pmdo 
and Eraneesm. Lord Holland, l was told, hud a regard for 
the portraits of the Old Lady and the Old Oenlkmtm^ &e,, 
which had appeared in the Examiner; and a late gallant 
captain in the navy was pleased to wonder how I became so 
well acquainted with seamen (in the article entitled Sea mm on 
Shore). They had 4< safe to me n for their portraits. The 
common sailor was a son of my nurse at school, and the officer 
a commotion of my own hy marriage. 

Let me fake this opportunity of recording my recollections 
in general of my friend Lamb; of all the world*# friend, par- 
tieularly of his oldest friends, Coleridge and Southey ; for 
1 flunk he never modified or withheld any opinion (in private 
or book wards) except in consideration of what he thought they 
might not lib*. 

Charles Lamb hud a head worthy of Aristotle, with us fine 
a heart as ever beat in human bosom, and limbs very fragile 
to sustain it, There was a caricature of him sold in the 
simps, which pretended to be a likeness, 1 Toe tor went into 
the simp in a passion, and asked the man what he meant by 
putting forth Kindi a libel. Tin* man apologised, and said 
that the artist meant no offence, There rnwer was a true 
portrait of Lamb, Ilia features were strongly yet delicately 
cut: lie had a fine eye as well as forehead ; and no face 
carried in it; greater marks of thought and feeling. It resem¬ 
bled that of I been, with less worldly vigour and more sensi¬ 
bility* 

An Ins frame, so was bis genius, It was m fit for thought 
nu could be, and equally as unfit for action; and this rendered 
him melancholy, apprehensive, humorous, and willing to 
make the best of everything as it was, both from tenderness 
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of heart and abhorrence of alteration. His understanding 
was too great to admit an absurdity; bis frame was not strong 
enough to deliver it from a fear. His sensibility to strong 
contrasts was the foundation of his humour, which was that 
of a wit at once melancholy and willing to be pleased. He 
would beard a superstition, and shudder at the old phantasm 
while he did it. One could have imagined him cracking a 
jest in the teeth of a ghost, and then melting into thin air 
himself, out of sympathy with the awful. His humour and 
his knowledge both, were those of Hamlet, of Moli&re, of 
Carlin, who shook a city with laughter, and, in order to divert 
his melancholy, was recommended to go and hear himself 
Yet he extracted a real pleasure out of his jokes, because 
good-heartedness retains that privilege when it fails in every 
thing else. I should say he condescended to be a punster, it 
condescension had been a word befitting wisdom like his. 
Being told that somebody had lampooned him, he said , i; Very 
well, I’ll Lamb-pun him.” His puns were admirable, and 
often contained as deep things ns the wisdom of some who 
have greater names; such a man, for instance, as Nicole, the 
Frenchman, who was a baby to him. Lamb would have 
cracked a scon* of jokes at Nicole, worth his whole book of 
sentences; pelted Ids head with pearls. Nicole would hot 
have understood him, but Bochefoncault would, and Pascal 
too ; and some of our old Englishmen would have understood 
1dm still better. He would have been worthy of hearing 
Shakspeare read mm of his scent's to him, hot from the brain. 
Commonplace found a great comforter in him, as long as it; 
was good-natured; it; was to the ill-natured or the dictatorial 
only that he was startling. Willing to see society go on as it 
did, because he despaired of seeing it otherwise, I nit not at all 
agreeing in his interior with the common notions of crime 
and punishment, he “dumbfounded" a long tirade against 
vice one evening, by taking the pipe out of his mouth, and 
asking tin* speaker, “ Whether 1m meant to say that a thief 
was not a. good man?” To a person abusing Voltaire, and 
indiscreetly opposing his character to that of Jesus Christ, he 
•said admirably well (though he by no means overrated Vol- 
itaire, nor wanted reverence in tin*, oilier quarter), that “ Vol¬ 
taire was a very good Jesus Christ/or the French.' 1 He liked 
to see the church-goers continue to go to church, and wrote a 
tale in Ids sister’s admirable little book (Airs. Leicester's 
School) to encourage the rising generation to do so; hut to a 
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conscientious deist lie liad nothing to object; and if an atlic*^* 
bad found every other door shut against him, he wotxl<i 
assuredly not have found his. I believe he would have lia<3 
the world remain precisely as it was, provided it innovated xi° 
farther ; but this spirit in him was anything but a world ly 
one, or for his own interest. He hardly contemplated witlx 
patience the new buildings in the Regent’s Park: and, pri¬ 
vately speaking, he had a grudge against official heaven— 
expounders* or clergymen. He would rather, however, have 
been with a crowd that he disliked, than felt himself alone 
He said to me one day, with a face of great solemnity r 
“ What must have been that man’s feelings, who thought him.— 
self the first deist ? ” Finding no footing in certainty, 3xe 
delighted to confound the borders of theoretical truth and 
falsehood. He was fond of telling wild stories to children. * 
engrafted on things about them; wrote letters to people 
abroad, telling them that a friend of theirs [Mr. Alsager, the 
commercial editor of the Times ] had come out in genteel 
comedy ; and persuaded George Dyer that Lord Casttereagl& 
was the author of Waverleyl The same excellent person, 
walking one evening out of his friend’s house into the N*e w 
River, Lamb (who was from home at the time) wrote a paper* 
“ under his signature of Elia, stating, that common friends 
7‘ vvouy have stood dallying on the bank, have sent for neigH— 
bour-ej &c., but that he , in his magnanimity, jumped in, and 
- rescued his friend after the old noble fashion. He wrote i n 
the same magazine two lives of Liston and Munden, whiolx 
tliejpublic took for serious, and which exhibit an extraordi¬ 
nary jumble of imaginary facts and truth of bye-painting- 
Munden die made born at “ Stoke Pogis : ” the very sound of 
which-was like the actor speaking and digging his words. He 
kn^xv Low^nany false conclusions and pretensions are made 
by men who profess to be guided by facts only, as if facts, 
could not be misconceived, or figments taken for them; and 
therefore, one day, when somebody was speaking of a person 
who valued himself on being a matter-of-fact man, a Now,’ 7 
said he, “I value myself on being a matter-of-lie man.’ r 
This did not hinder his being a man of the greatest veracity* 
in the ordinary sense of the word; but u truth,” he said* 
“ was precious, and not to be wasted on everybody.” Those 
who wish to have a genuine taste of him, and an insight into 
his modes of life, should read his essays on Hogarth and 
King Lear } his Letters , his article on the London Streets , on 
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Whist-Playing, which he loves, and on Saying Orace before 
Meat, which he thinks a strange moment to select for being 
grateful. He said once to a brother whist-player, whose hand 
was more clever than clean, and who had enough in him to 
afford the joke, “ M., if dirt were trumps, what hands you 
would hold.” [Another anecdote of Lamb his friend would 
relate with great gusto. While Leigh Hunt was living at 
Highgate, he used sometimes to be visited by his old school¬ 
fellow ; and Coleridge, who, it will be remembered, was 
Lamb’s contemporary at Christ’s Hospital, would sometimes 
supervene, and join for a short space in the walk and the con-, 
versation, the talk being, as usual, chiefly appropriated by 
himself. One day the soliloquy thus poured into the ears of 
the two friends turned upon the blessings of faith, and it was 
both in tone and phraseology marked by the accepted dialect 
of the most “ regenerated ” orthodoxy : in short, what un- 
courtcous or invidious persons might call canting. After the 
illustrious poet had taken his leave, Leigh Hunt exclaimed, 
in a tone of perplexed vexation, “ What makes Coleridge talk 
in that way about heavenly grace, and the holy church, and 
that sort of thing ? ” “ Ah,” replied Lamb, with the hearty 

tone of a man tittering an obvious truism, but struggling with 
his habitual stammer, u there is a g-g-reat deal of, fun in 
Coleridge! ”] 

Lamb had seen strange faces of calamity ; but they did 
not make him love those of his fellow-creatures the less. Few 
persons guessed what he had suffered in the course of his life, 
till his friend Talfourd wrote an account of it, and showed 
the hapless warping that disease had given to the fine brain of 
his sister. 

I will append to this account of Lamb, though I had not 
the good fortune to know much of him personally, my im¬ 
pression respecting his friend Coleridge. 

Coleridge was as little fitted lor action as Lamb, but on a 
different account. His person was of a good height, but as 
sluggish and solid aw the other’s was light and fragile. He 
had, perhaps, suffered it to look old before its time, for want 
of exercise. His hair was white at fifty ; and as he generally 
dressed in black, and had a very tranquil demeanour, his ap¬ 
pearance was gentlemanly, and for several years before his 
death was reverend Nevertheless, there was something in¬ 
vincibly young in the look of his face. It was round and 
fresh-coloured, with agreeable features, and an open, indolent, 
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good-natured mouth. This bey-like expression was very 
becoming in one who dreamed and speculated as lie did when 
he was really a lay, and who passed his life apart from the 
rest of the world, with a book, and his flowers. His fore¬ 
head was prodigious—a great piece of placid marble; and his 
line eyes, in which all the activity of Ins mind seemed to con¬ 
centrate, moved under it with a sprightly ease, an if it was 
pastime to them to carry all that thought 

Anti it was pastime, llasdiit said that Coleridge’# genius 
appeared to him like a spirit, all head and wings, eternally 
floating about in etherealities. lie gave mo a different im¬ 
pression. 1 fancied him a good-natured w km d, very fond of 
earth, and conscious of reposing with weight enough in his 
easy chair, but able to conjure his ethereal tries about him in 
the twinkling of an eye. lie could also change them by 
thousands, and dismiss them as easily when Ids dinner came. 
It was a mighty intellect put upon a sensual body; and the 
reason why he did little more with it than talk and < l ream wm t 
that it in agreeable to such a body to do little else, f do not 
mean that Coleridge was a sensualist in an ill sense, He was 
capable of too many innocent pleasure*} to take any pleasure 
in the way that a man of the world would take if. "The idlest 
things he did would have had a warrant. But if all the senses, 
in their time, did not find lodging iu that humane plenitude 
of his, never believe that they did in Thomson or iu Boccaccio, 
Two affirmative!! In him made a negative. He was very mefa- 
phpteid and very corporeal; so in mooting emytlutig, he 
said (so to speak) nothing. His brain i pleaded all sorts of 
tfUenifoniH before him, and lie heard them with too much im¬ 
partiality (lik spleen not giving him any trouble), that he 
thought lie might as well sit- in hn emy chair and hear them 
for ever, without coming to a eunelmimm It has been mud 
(indeed, he said himself) that, he to**k opium to deaden the 
Hiarpness of his cogitations. | will venture to affirm, that if 
lie ever took any thing to deaden a sensation within him, it 
was tor no greater or more marvellous rntsmt than other 
people take if,; which is, because they do not take enough 
exereip and so plague their heads with their iiverm Opium, 
perhaps, might have nettled an um-admvu of Bits sml iu Cole- 
ridge, as it did in a mush lies man with a much greater body 
—the Shad well of I hydem He w«mM then re -time hi, natural 
emie, and Of, and be happy, till (he until of exercise must ho 
supplied. The vanity d* atfiekifi* like nil other vutii* 
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ties, except that of dress (which, so far, has an involuntary 
philosophy in it), is always forgetting that we are half made 
up of body. Hazhtt was angry with Coleridge for not bein'* 
as zealous in behalf of progress as he used to bo when youn<u 
I was sorry for it, too; and if other men as well as Hazlitt 
had not kept me in heart, should have feared that the world 
was destined to be for ever lost, for want either of perseverance 
or calmness. But Coleridge had less right to begin his zeal 
in favour of liberty than he had to leave it off. He should 
have bethought himself, first, whether he had the courage not 
to get fat. ° 

As to the charge against him, of eternally probing the 
depths of his own mind, and trying what ho could make of 
them beyond the ordinary pale of logic and philosophy, surely 
there was no harm in a man taking this new sort of experi¬ 
ment upon him, whatever little chance there may have been 
of his doing anything with it. Coleridge, after all, was but 
one man, though an extraordinary man : Iris faculties inclined 
him to the task, and were suitable to it; and it is impossible 
to say what new worlds may be laid open, some day or other, 
by this apparently hopeless process. The fault of Coleridge, 
like that of all thinkers indisposed to action, was, that he was 
too content with things as they were,—at least, too fond of 
thinking that old corruptions were full of good things, if the 
world did hut understand them. Now, here was the dilemma; 
for it required an understanding like his own to refine upon 
and turn them to good as 1m might do; and what the world 
requires is not metaphysical refinement, but a hearty use of 
good sense. Coleridge, indeed, could refine his meaning so 
an to accommodate it, with great, good-nature to every one that 
came across him ; and, doubtless, he. found more agreement of 
intention among pimple, of dill'emil, opinions, than'they them¬ 
selves were aware of; which it was good to let them see. 
But when not, enchained by his harmony, they fell asunder 
again, or went, and committed the greatest absurdities for want 
of t,lie subtle, emmeeting tie; as was seen in the books of 
Mr. Irving, who,, eloquent in one page, and reasoning in a 
manner that, a child ought to be ashamed of in the" next,, 
thought to avail himself, in times like, these, of the old menac¬ 
ing ... of damnation, without, being considered a quack or 

an idiot, purely because Coleridge bad shown him, Iasi, Friday, 
that damnation was not what its preachers took it tor. With 
the same subtlety and good-nature of interpretation, Coleridge 
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would persuade a deist that he was a Christian, and an atheist 
that he believed in God: all whieh would be very good, if 
the world could get on by it, and not remain stationary ; but, 
meanwhile, millions are wretched with having too little to eat, 
and thousands with having too much ; and these subtleties 
are like people talking in their sleep, when they should be up 
and helping. 

However, if the world is to remain always as it is, give me 
to all eternity new talk of Coleridge, and new essays of Charles 
Lamb. They will reconcile it beyond all others: and that is 
much. 

Coleridge was fat, and began to lament, in very delightful 
verses, that he was getting infirm. There was no old age in 
his verses. I heard him one day, under the Grove at High- 
gate, repeat one of his melodious lamentations, as he walked 
up and down, his voice undulating in a stream of music, and 
his regrets of youth sparkling with visions ever young. At 
the same time, he did me the honour to show me that he did 
not think so ill of all modern liberalism as some might sup¬ 
pose, denouncing the pretensions of the money-getting in a 
style which I should hardly venture upon, and never could 
equal; and asking with a triumphant eloquence what chastity 
itself were worth, if it were a casket, not to keep love in, but 
hate, and strife, and worldliness? On the same occasion, he 
built up a metaphor out of a flower, in a style surpassing the 
famous passage in Milton ; deducing it from its root in reli¬ 
gious mystery, and carrying it up into the bright, consum¬ 
mate flower, “ the bridal chamber of reproductiveness.” Of 
all “ the Muse’s mysteries,” he was as great a high-priest as 
Spenser; and Spenser himself might have gone to Highgate 
to hear him talk, and thank him for his Ancient Mariner. 
His voice did not always sound very sincere ; but perhaps the 
humble and deprecating tone of it, on those occasions, was 
out of consideration for the infirmities of his hearers, rather 
than produced by his own. He recited his Kubla Khan one 
morning to Lord Byron, in his lordship’s house in Piccadilly, 
when I happened to be in another room. I remember the 
other’s coming away from him, highly struck with his poem, 
and saying how wonderfully he talked. This was the impres¬ 
sion of everybody who heard him. 

It is no secret that Coleridge lived in the Grove at Highgate 
with a friendly family, who had sense and kindness enough to 
know that they did themselves honour by looking after the com* 
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fort of such a man. His room looked upon a delicious prospect 
of wood and meadow, with coloured gardens under the win¬ 
dow, like an embroidery to the mantle. I thought, when I 
first saw it, that he had taken up his dwelling-place like an 
abbot. Here he cultivated his flowers, and had a set of birds 
for his pensioners, who came to breakfast with hinn He 
might have been seen taking his daily stroll up and down, with 
his black coat and white locks, and a book in his hand; and 
was a great acquaintance of the little children. His main 
occupation, I believe, was reading. He loved to read old 
folios, and to make old voyages with Purchas and Marco 
Polo; the seas being in good visionary condition, and the 
vessel well stocked with botargoes.* 


CHAPTER XYIT. 

VOYAGE TO ITALY. 

It was not at Hampstead that I first saw Keats. It was in 
York Buildings, in the New Road (No. 8), where I wrote part 
of the Indicator —and he resided with me while in Mortimer 
Terrace, Kentish Town (No. 18), where I concluded it. I men¬ 
tion this for the curious in such things ; among whom 1 am one. 

I proceed to hasten over the declining fortunes of the 
Examiner, Politics different from ours were triumphing all 
over Europe ; public sympathy (not the most honourable cir¬ 
cumstance. of its character) is apt to be too much qualified by 
fortune. Shelley, who had been for some time in Italy, had 
often invited me abroad; and I had as repeatedly declined 
going, for the reason stated in my account of him. That 
reason was done away by a proposal from Lord Byron to go 
and set up a liberal periodical publication in conjunction with 
them both. I was ill; it was thought by many I could not 
live; my wife was very ill too; my family was numerous ; 
ami it was agreed by my brother John, that while a struggle 
was made in England to reanimate the Examiner , a simulta¬ 
neous endeavour should be made in Italy to secure new aid to 

* For a more critical summary of my opinions respecting Coleridge's 
poetry (which I take upon the whole to have been the finest of its time? 
•that is to say, the most quintessential, the most purely emanating from 
imaginative feeling, unadulterated by “ thoughts ” and manner), the 
reader may, if he pleases, consult Imagination and Fancy, p. 276 . 

17 



*0b AUTOBIOG-RAPHY OP LEIGH HUNT. 

our prospects, and new friends to the cause of liberty. Mj 
family, therefore, packed up such goods and chattels as they 
had a regard for, my books in particular, and we took, with 
strange new thoughts and feelings, but in high expectation, 
our journey by sea. 

. * t . was n ? fc ver J discreet to go many hundred miles by sea 
m winter-time with a large family; but a voyage was thought 
cheaper than a journey by land. Even that, however, was a 
mistake.^ It was by Shelley’s advice that I acted; and, I 
believe, if he had recommended a balloon, I should have been 
inclined to try it. u Put your music and your books on 
board a vessel ” (it was thus that he -wrote to us), “ and you 
will have no more trouble.” The sea was to him a pastime; 
he fancied us bounding over the waters, the merrier for being 
tossed^; and thought that our will would carry us through 
anything, as it ought to do, seeing that we brought with us 
nothing but good things,—books, music, and sociality. It is 
true, he looked to our coming in autumn, and not in winter; 
and so we should have done, but for the delays of the captain. 
We engaged to embark in September, and did not set off till 
November the 16th. 

I have often thought that a sea-voyage, which is generally 
the dullest thing in the world, both in the experiment and the 
description, might be turned to different account on paper, 
if the narrators, instead of imitating the dulness of their pre¬ 
decessors, and recording that it was four o’clock p.m. when 
t ey passed Cape St. Vincent, and that on such-and-such- 
a-day they beheld a porpoise or a Dutchman, would look into 
the interior of the floating-house they inhabited, and tell us 
about the seamen and their modes of living; what adventures 
they have had,—their characters and opinions,—how they 
eat, drink, and sleep, &c.; what they do in fine weather, and 
how they endure the sharpness, the squalidness, and incon¬ 
ceivable misery of bad. With a large family around me to 
occupy my mind, I did not think of this till too late: but I 
am . sure ™*at this mode of treating the subject would be inter¬ 
esting; and what I remember to such purpose, I will set down. 

Our vessel was a small brig of a hundred and twenty tons 
burden, a good tight sea-boat, nothing more. Its cargo con¬ 
sisted of sugar; but it took in also a surreptitious stock of 
gunpowder, to the amount of fifty barrels, which was destined 
lor Greece. Of this intention we knew nothing, till the 
barrels were sent on board from a place up the river; other* 
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wise, sc touchy a companion would have been objected to 
Wll ° Wds 1 ln a shalt ered state of health, never ceasing 
!tor * If 11 ‘^Prehensions on account of it, except when the 

TW. S t Klt C “ 1C Up0n lls P resented a more obvious peril 
There were nine men to the crew, including the mate w/. 

?n^?. ab r i " many SOtlIa ’ &aa & with smaller bodies 

J - -> 5 

and next morning were awakened by the motion of the vessel 

»P£R."r* ,io 1 ‘ hiwi " s “ tu “n>o .w 

he chnl-iml If ' ’ “V r™?’ *"“* enclosed, 

o^£ w ?h 1, 1 an , d 4 - ie ? lleCrIy Cries of thc seamen 

c /,i ' utl tIle natural vivacity of the time of dav m> 
sented something animating to our feelings; but wifi!e*we 
t ms moved oft, not without encouragement, we felt that the 

t SoH 101U W ° WOf0 t0 seu Wil s at a great distance 

xlim > 4 r 1S Wel ’ U V 1 ury ncar ’ whose hands it would be a W 
while before we should touch again, perhaps never Wo 
hastened to get np and busy ourselves; Ll |raat Is well m 

its!?/ ft' lnd t r T? dlversiHn in tllu spectaclf that presented 
itself from the deck, our vessel threading its way through the 
others with gliding bulk. 7 ugu Ulc 

in dm vf v Xt , 14 b ^ W K - tr ° ng 1Vom llui S() >"l‘-nast, and even 
A,'!* r r ( thu ligation of which is not easy) we had a 
foietaste of the alarms and bad weather that awaited us at 

wls •/; v-m' ' ni Wll0n .*„ We lu “? *>ke.i iu <’ver-night (and who 
was a jovial fellow woth a whistle like a blackbird, which in 

spite of. the dislike that sailors have to whist,limn ho was 
tdiva^s .nd.dgn'g), thought it prudent to remain at anclmr till 
two n the afternoon; and at six, a vessel meeting us carried 
away the, j.b boon,, an.l broke, in one of the, lmllarkl Mv 

lmi illn ss U1< ) ‘f * ™ I,1,,S fmm lh « aiming part of 
hu illness, and whom it was supposed that a «ea-voyago even 

fright” ’’ /Tf 11 ' 1,,,n<:1!f ’ ag;lia blood 7 with thc 

lu lit ami I began to regret that; l had brought my family 

being at sea to a landsman is, that you 

St? ,,f -T hat 13 g0 ! ag fi'rwnnl,mid can take no active 
P- t m getting nd of your fours. You cannot “ lend a hand.” 

I lu. business <>£ those, small vessels is not carried on with the 
Cidorhness and trampiillity of greater ones, or of men-of-war. 
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The crew are not very wise; the captain docs not know how 
to make them so; the storm roars; the vessel pitches and 
reels; the captain, over your head, stamps and swears, and 
announces all sorts of catastrophes. Think of a family hear¬ 
ing all this, and parents in alarm for their children ! 

On Monday, the 19th, we passed the Nore, and proceeded 
clown Channel amidst rains and squalls. We were now out at 
sea; and a rough taste we had of it. I had been three times 
in the Channel before, once in hard weather; but I was then 
a bachelor, and had only myself to think of. Let the reader 
picture to his imagination the little back-parlour of one of 
the shops in Fleet Street or the Strand, attached or let into 
a great moving vehicle, and tumbling about the waves from 
side to side, now sending all the things that are loose this 
■way, and now that. This will give him an idea of a cabin at 
sea, such as we occupied. It had a table fastened down in 
the middle; places let into the walls on each side, one over 
the other, to hold beds; a short, wide, sloping window, carried 
off over a bulk, and looking out to sea, closed in bad weather, 
and a skylight, also closed in the worst storms; a bench, or 
locker, running under the bulk from one side of the cabin to 
the other; and a little fireplace opposite, in which it was 
impossible to keep a fire on account of the wind. The 
weather, at the same time, was bitterly cold, as well as wet. 
On one side of the fireplace was the door, and on the other 
a door leading into a petty closet dignified with the title of the 
state-room. In this room we put our servant, the captain 
sleeping in another closet outside. The berths were occupied 
by the children, and my wife and myself lay, as long as we 
could manage to do so, on the floor. Such was the trim, with 
boisterous wet weather, cold days, and long evenings, on which 
we set out on our sea-adventure. 

At sis o’clock in the evening of the 19th, w T e came to in 
the Downs, on a line with Sandown Castle. The wind during 
the night increasing to a gale, the vessel pitched and laboured 
considerably; and the whole of the next day it blew a strong 
gale, with hard squalls from the westward. The day after, 
the weather continuing bad, the captain thought proper to run 
for Eamsgate, and took a pilot for that purpose. 

We stopped for a change of weather nearly three weeks at 
Eamsgate, where we had visits from more than one London 
friend, to whom I only wish we could give a tenth part of the 
consolation when they are in trouble, which they afforded to 
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us. At Ramsgate I picked up Condorcet’s View of the Pro¬ 
gress of Society, which I read with a transport of gratitude to 
the author, though it had not entered so deeply into the mat¬ 
ter as I supposed. But the very power to persevere in hopes 
tor mankind, at a time of life wlien individuals are in tlie 
liabit of reconciling their selfishness and fatigue by choosing 
to think ill of them, is a great good to any man, and achieves 
a great good if it act only upon one other person. Such in¬ 
stances of perseverance beget more; and it is these that alter 
the world. 

For some days we remained on board, as it was hoped that 
we should be able to set sail again. Ramsgate harbour is 
very shallow; and though we lay in the deepest part of it 
the vessel took.to a new and ludicrous species of dance, grind¬ 
ing and thumping upon the chalky ground. The consequence 
was, that the metal pintles of the rudder were all broken 
and new ones obliged to be made; which the sailors told us 
was very lucky, as the rudder was thus proved not to be in a 
good condition, and it might have deserted us at sea. 

We lay next a French vessel, smaller than our own, the 
crew of which became amusing subjects of remark. They 
were always whistling, singing, and joking. The men shaved 
themselves elaborately, cultivating heroic whiskers ; and they 
strutted up and down, when at leisure, with their arms folded, 
and the. air of naval officers. A woman or two, with kerchiefs 
and little curls, completed the picture. They all seemed very 
merry and good-lmmomvd. 

At: length, tired of waiting on board, we took a quiet lodg¬ 
ing at the, other end of the town, and were pleased to find 
ourselves sitting still, and secure of a good rest at night. It 
is something, fitter being at sea, to find oneself not running 
the fork in one’s eye at; dinner, or suddenly sliding down the 
lloor to the other end of the room. My wife was in a very 
weak state ; but the rest she took was deep and tranquil, and 
I resumed my walks. 

hew of the principal bathing-places have anything worth 
looking at; in the neighbourhood, and ltamsgatc has less than 
most. Reg well Bay is eminent for shrimps. Close by was 
Sir William Garrow, and a little farther on was Sir William 
Curtis. 1 he sea is a grand sight) but it becomes tiresome 
and melancholy—a great monotonous idea; at; least one thinks 
so, when not happy. I was destined to see it grander, and 
dislike it more. With great injustice; for all the works of 




262 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF LEIGH HUNT. 


nature are beautiful, and their beauty is not to be subjected 
to our petty vicissitudes. 

On Tuesday, the 11th of December, we set forth again, in 
company with nearly a hundred vessels, the white sails of 
which, as they shifted and presented themselves in different 
quarters, made an agreeable spectacle, exhibiting a kind of 
noble minuet. My wife was obliged to be carried down to 
the pier in a sedan; and the taking leave, a second time, of 
a dear friend, rendered our new departure a melancholy one. 
I would have stopped and waited for summer-finite, had not 
circumstances rendered it advisable for us to persevere ; and 
my wife herself fully agreed with me, and even hoped for 
benefit, as well as a change of weather. 

Unfortunately, the promise to that effect lasted us but a 
day. The winds recommenced the day following, and there 
ensued such a continuity and vehemence of bad weather as 
rendered the winter of 1821 memorable in the shipping 
annals. It strewed the whole of the north-western coast of 
Europe with wrecks. Some readers may remember that 
winter. It was the one in which Mount Hecla burst out into 
flame, and Dungeness Lighthouse was struck with lightning. 
The mole at Genoa was dilapidated. Next year there were 
between fourteen and fifteen hundred sail less upon Lloyd’s 
books; which, valued at an average at 1,500£, made a loss of 
two millions of money—the least of all the losses, consider¬ 
ing the feelings of survivors. Fifteen hundred sail (colliers) 
were wrecked on the single coast of Jutland. Of this tur¬ 
moil we were destined to have a sufficient experience. 

Two days after we left Ramsgate, the wind blowing violently 
from the south-west, we were under close-reefed topsails; but 
on its veering to westward, the captain was induced to perse¬ 
vere, in hopes that by coming round to the north-west, it 
would enable him to clear the Channel. The ship laboured 
very much, the sea breaking over her; and the pump was con¬ 
stantly going. 

The next day, the 14th, we shipped a great deal of water, 
the pump going as before. The fore-topsail and foresail were 
taken in; the storm-staysail set; and the captain said we were 
44 in the hands of God.” We now wore ship to southward. 

On the 15th, the weather was a little moderated, with fresh 
gales and cloudy. The captain told us to-day how his hair 
turned white in a shipwreck; and the mate entertained us with 
an account of the extraordinary escape of himself and some 
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others from an American pirate, who seized their vessel, plun¬ 
dered and made it a wreck, and confined them under the 
natenes, m the hope of their going down with it. They escaped 
m * rag of a boat, and were taken up by a Greek vessel, which 
reated them with the greatest humanity. The pirate was 
aiterwards taken and hanged at Malta, with five of his men. 
tins story, being tragical without being tempestuous, and ter¬ 
minating happily for our friend, was very welcome, and occu¬ 
pied us agreeably. I tried to elicit some ghost stories of 
vessels, but could hear of nothing but the Flying Dutchman; 
nor did I succeed better on another occasion. This dearth of 
supm-natural adventure is remarkable, considering the super¬ 
stition of sailors. But tlieir wits are none of the liveliest; the 
sea blunts while it mystifies ; and the sailor’s imagination, 
duven m, like Ins body, to the vessel ho inhabits, admits only 
the petty wonders that come directly about him in the shape 
of storm-announcing fishes and birds. His superstition is that 
of a blunted and not of an awakened ignorance. Sailors had 
rather hi cep than see visions. 

On the lflth, the storm was alive again, with strong gales 
and heavy squalls. We set the fore storm-staysail anew, and 
at night the jolly-boat was torn from the stern. 

The afternoon of the 17th brought us the gale that lasted 
fifty-six hours, “one of the most tremendous," the captain 
said, that he had ever witnessed.” All the sails were taken 
111 , except, the close-reeled topsail and one of the trysails. At 
night, the wind being at south-west, and Keilly about fifty 
miles north by east, the trysail sheet was carried away, and 
the boom and sail had a narrow escape. We. wore now con¬ 
tinually wearing ship. The. boom was unshipped, as it was; 
and it. was a melancholy sight to see it lying next morning, 
with the sab about it, like a wounded servant who had been 
fighting. The morning was occupied in getting it to rights 
At night we. had hard squalls with lightning. 

We Iny-to under main-topsail until the next morning, the 
1 Dili, when at ten o’clock we were enabled to set the reefed 
foresail, and the captain prepared to run for Falmouth; but 
finding he could lint, get in till night, we hauled to the wind, 
and at three in the afternoon, wore ship to south-westward. 

It. was then blowing heavily; and the sea, breaking over the 
vessel, constantly took with it a part of the bulwark. I be- 
li<‘V<* we had long ceased to have & duck alive. Our poor 
goat had contrived to lind itneli a comer in the long-boat, aud 
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lying-to under trysails. 5 It -was an Indiaman. Tliere was an¬ 
other vessel, a smaller, near us in the night. I thought the 
Indiaman looked very comfortable, with its spacious and power¬ 
ful body: but the captain said we were better olf a great deal 
in our own sea-boat; which turned out to be too true, if this 
was the same Indiaman, as some thought it, which was lost the 
night following off the coast of Devonshire. The crew said, 
that in one of the pauses of the wind they heard a vessel go 
down. We were at that time near land. While drinking tea, 
the keel of our ship grated against something, perhaps a shoal. 
The captain afterwards very properly made light of it 5 but at 
the time, being in the act of raising a cup to his mouth, I re¬ 
member he turned very grave, and, getting up, went upon deck. 

Next day, the 22 nd, avc ran for Dartmouth, and succeeding 
this time, found ourselves, at twelve o’clock at noon, in the 
middle of Dartmouth harbour,— 

“ Magno tellur is am ore 
Egressi, optata pothmtur Trees arena,’ 5 

We left Dartmouth, where no ships were in the habit of 
sailing for Italy, and went to Plymouth ; intending to set off 
again with the beginning of spring, in a vessel bound for 
Genoa. But the mate of it, who, I believe, grudged us the 
room we should deprive him of, contrived to tell my wife a 
number of dismal stories, both of the ship and its captain, who 
was an tmlucky fellow that seemed marked by fortune. Misery 
bad also made him a Calvinist,—the most miserable of all ways 
of getting comfort; and this was no additional recommendation. 
To say the truth, having a pique against my fears on the former 
occasion, I was more bent on allowing myself to have none on 
the present; otherwise, 1 should not have thought of putting 
forth again till the fine weather was complete. But the rea¬ 
sons that prevailed before, had now become still more impera¬ 
tive ; my wife being confined to her bed, and undergoing 
repeated bleedings ; so, till summer we waited* 

The sea upon the, whole had done me good, and I found 
myself able to write again, though by driblets. We lived 
very quietly at tftonehouse, opposite Mount - Edgecnmhe, 
nursing our hopes for a new voyage, and expecting one of a 
very different complexion, in sailing towards an Italian sum¬ 
mer. My wife kept her bed almost the whole time, and lost 
a great deal of blood; but the repose, together with the sen¬ 
ior, was of service to hen*, aud enabled her to receive benefit 
uu resuming our journey. 
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cram as much into their intercourse, as to take the footing 
of long ones ; and our parting was not without pain. An¬ 
other shadow was cast on the female countenances by the 
observation of our boatman, who, though an old sailor who 
ought to have known better, bade us remark how heavily laden 
our ship was, and how deep she lay in the water: so little can 
ignorance afford to miss an opportunity of being important. 

Our new captain, and, I believe, all his crew, were Welsh, 
with the exception of one sailor, an unfortunate Scotchman, 
who seemed pitched among them to have his nationality put 
to the torture. Jokes were unceasingly cracked on the length 
of bis person, the oddity of his dialect, and the uncouth 
manner in which be stood at the helm. It was a new thing 
to hear Welshmen cutting up the barbarism of the “ Modem 
Athens;” but they bad the advantage of the poor fellow in 
wit, and he took it with a sort of sulky patience, that showed 
he was not destitute of one part of the wisdom of his coun¬ 
trymen. To have made a noise would have, been to bring 
down new shouts of laughter; so he pocketed the affronts as 
well as he might, and 1 could not belj) fancying that his 
earnings lay in the same place more securely than those of the 
others about him. The captain was choleric and brusque , a 
temperament which was none the better for an inclination to 
plethora; but his enthusiasm in behalf of his brother tars, 
and the battles they had fought, was as robust as his frame; 
and he surprised us with writing verses on the strength of it. 
Very good heart and impart verses they were, too, and would 
cut as good a figure as any in the old magazines. While he 
read them, lie rolled the ris in the most rugged style, and 
looked as if he could have run them down the throats of the 
enemy. The objects of his eulogy he called “ our gallant 
her roes." 

We took leave of Plymouth with a fine wind at north-east; 
and next day, on the confines of the Channel, spoke the Two 
misters of Guernsey, from Kto Janeiro. On a long voyage 
ships lose their longitude; and our information enabled the 
vessel to enter the Channel with security. Ships approach¬ 
ing and parting from one another present a fine spectacle, 
shifting in the light, and almost looking conscious of the grace 
of their movements. 

We wore now on the high Atlantic, with fresh health and 
hopes, and the prospect of an easy voyage before us. Next 
night, the 15th, wo saw, for the first time, two grampuses, 
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who interested »w extremely with their unwieldy gambols. 
They were very huge—in fact, a .small 'kind of whale; but 
they played about the vessel like kittens, dashing round, and 
even under it, as if in scorn of its progress, 'flu- swiftness 
of fish is inconceivable. Thu MttmllvNt of them must be 
♦•uortnously strong : the largest are as gay aa tins least. One 
of these grampuses fairly sprang out of the water, holt upright. 

The sumo dav, we were heenlmed in the Bay of Biscay— 
a pleasant surprise. A calm in the Bay of Biscay, after what 
w had read and heard of it, sounded to us like repose in a 
boiling cauldron. But a calm, after all, is not repose,: it is a 
vet v unresting ami unpleasant thing, the ship taking a great 
g.tw'ky motion front .due to side, as if playing the buffoon; 
and tlie sea heaving iti huge oily .-looking fields, like a carpet 
lifted. Sometime>. tt appears to he .-.tripod into great ribbons; 
i.ut the sense of it i-t always inotv or less unpleasant, and to 
impatient seamen is torture. 

The nest dav we were still hccahne.L A small shark 
played all d.tv lots*: about the \v.i .el, hut was shy of the bait 
The e,i w ,,..',,wel!iie', and foul with putrid substances, which 
toad.- n. think what tt Would he if a calm continued a month. 
(*, le;id,'*' ita. touched upon that matter, with the hand of a 
r, m hi. tacjcfi; Mnv.-uf, (Ihav are three words in 
one ...•nteiice he uniting with w and ending with r, to the great 
i. *tet of lingers that cannot always -.top !•* make eorrac,thins. 
But tie- compliment to Od.-ndge shall he the greater, ttincu 
tt t. af my *'wn expense t I'urmg a calm, the seamen, that 
they may »*>t he idle, ate employed in painting the vessel— 
a; - , oje; afl- u that if .•. not f > k wed, stifi*!’>! the surrounding 

..* . f !.m ,, .ml ftiuitmv.., The favourite colours m 

i .m i yellow ; l believe, he. us flow ate the least ex- 
o, a if,.- 1 lie ■ cm’ ttiafe t. t. e.-t I duly tic nt“"il ugly. Ihertt 
,i,e A ri 1 . f dathi.e.o and yellow i<c, t that look well together 

i, e.jti.s male!t f . and under ceifam eitctm.stsmces, as m 
»s • r„.c , J dml, hated i.e.mtcs a»:ted in garments of tlal- 
! os' i> I; hat iu great hto.el ".ttipe:. upon ships, thu 
, ft', t ti io tj;:a.' last s* et at .<• eomsiinitiou ut the glaring 

Wei the t e. . 
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ti, ''di-ct.tojbrtt of y in 1 '‘iriiatii'U fa tin* eomtbrts; inter- 
iha*,//' t, n.',.gnlUr ns wi'h tb • e .i.rii, who me all in gtsid 

if a? s i'e on the tie* '.., ♦*«>*)' m t«»tU«t, 
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the getting oil, the healthiness of the air; watch idly for new 
sights; read a little, or chat, or give way to a day-dream; 
then look up again, and expatiate on the basking scene around 
you, with its ripples of blue and green, or of green and gold 
—what the old poet beautifully calls the innumerable smile of 
the waters. 

“ TtovrujJV r£ Kujuarvv 
AvijpiQfiov yk\a<Tjia»” 

Prometheus Vinctus. 

The appearance of another vessel sets conjecture alive: it is 
il a Dane,” “a Frenchman,” “ a Portuguese;” and these 
words have a new effect upon us, as though we suddenly 
became intimate with the country to which they belong. A 
more striking effect of the same sort is produced by the sight 
of a piece of land; it is Flamborough Head, Ushant, Cape 
Ortegal:—you sec a part of another country, one pcxhaps on 
which you have never set foot; and even this is a gixsat thing: 
it gives you an advantage; others have read of Spain or 
Portugal; you have seen it, and are a grown man and a tra¬ 
veller, compared with those little children of books. These 
novelties affect the dullest; but to persons of any imagination, 
and such as are ready for any pleasure or consolation that 
nature offers them, they are like pieces of a new morning of 
life. The world seems begun again, and our stock of know¬ 
ledge recommencing on a new plan. 

Then at night-time, there are those beautiful fires on the 
water. In a fine blue sea, the foam caused by the ship at 
night seems full of stars. The white fermentation, with 
golden sparkles in it, is beautiful beyond conception. You 
look over the side of the vessel, and devour it with your eyes, 
as you would so much ethereal syllabub. Finally, the stars 
in the firmament issue forth, and the moon; always the more 
lovely the farther yon get south. Or when there is no moon 
on the, sea, the shadows at a little distance become grander 
and more solemn, and you watch for some huge fish to lift 
himself in the middle of them—a darker mass, breathing and 
spouting water. 

On the 21st, after another two days of calm, and one of 
rain, we passed Cape. Finisterro. There was a heavy swell 
and rolling. Being now on the Atlantic, with not even any 
other name for the part of it; that we sailed over to interrupt 
the widest association of ideas, I thought of America, and 
Columbus, and the chivalrous scpiadrons that set out from 
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Lisbon, and the old Atlantis of Plato, formerly supposed to exist 
off the coast of Portugal. It is curious that the Portuguese 
have a tradition to this day that there is an island occasionally 
seen off the coast of Lisbon. The story of the Atlantis looks 
like some old immemorial tradition of a country that has 
really existed; nor is it difficult to suppose that there was 
formerly some great tract of land, or even continent, occupy¬ 
ing these now watery regions, when we consider the fluctua¬ 
tion of things, and those changes of dry to moist, and of lofty 
to low, which are always taking place all over the globe. 
Off the coast of Cornwall, the mariner, it has been said, now 
rides over the old country of Lyones, or whatever else it was 
called, if that name be fabulous; and there are stories of 
doors and casements, and other evidences of occupation, 
brought up from the bottom. These, indeed, have lately 
been denied, or reduced to nothing: but old probabilities 
remain. In the eastern seas the gigantic work of creation is 
visibly going on by means of those little creatures, the coral 
worms; and new lands will as assuredly be inhabited there 
after a lapse of centuries, as old ones have vanished in the west. 

“ So, in them all, raignes mutabilities 

22 nd. Pine breeze to-day from the N.E. A great shark 
went by. One longs to give the fellow a great dig in the 
mouth. Yet he is only going “ on his vocation.” Without 
him, as without the vultures on land, something would be 
amiss. It is only moral pain and inequality which it is 
desirable to alter—that which the mind of man has an 
invincible tendency to alter. 

To-day the seas reminded me of the “ marmora pelagi 55 of 
Catullus (the “ marbles of the ocean ”). They looked, at a 
little distance, like blue water petrified. You might have 
supposed, that by some sudden catastrophe the mighty main 
had been turned into stone; and the huge animals, whose 
remains we find in it, fixed there for ever. 

A shoal of porpoises broke up the fancy. Waves might be 
classed, as clouds have been; and more determination given 
to pictures of them. We ought to have waves and wavelets, 
billows, fiuctuosities, &c., a marble sea, a sea weltering. The 
sea varies its look at the immediate side of the vessel, accord¬ 
ing as the progress is swift or slow. Sometimes it is a crisp 
and rapid flight, hissing; sometimes an interweaving of the 
foam in snake-like characters; sometimes a heavy weltering 
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shouldering the ship on this side and that. In what is called 
“ the trough of the sea,” which is a common state to be in 
during violent weather, the vessel literally appears stuck and 
labouring in a trough, the sea looking on either side like a 
hill of yeast. This was the gentlest sight we used to have in 
the Channel; very different from our summer amenities. I 
never saw what are called waves “mountains high.” It is a 
figure of speech; and a very violent one. 

23rd. A strong breeze from the N. and N.E., with clouds 
and rain. The foam by the vessel’s side was full of those 
sparkles I have mentioned, like stars in clouds of froth. On 
the 24th the breeze increased, but the sky was fairer, and 
the moon gave a light. We drank the health of a friend in 
England, whose birthday it was; being great observers of 
that part of religion. The 25th brought us beautiful weather, 
with a wind right from the north, so that we ran down the 
lemainder of the coast of Portugal in high style. Just as we 
desired it, too, it changed to N.W., so as to enable us to turn 
the Strait of Gibraltar merrily. Cape St. Vincent (where 
the battle took place), just before you come to Gibraltar, is 
a beautiful lone promontory jutting out upon the sea, and 
ciowned with a convent. It presented itself to my eyes the 
first thing when I came upon deck in the morning, clear, 
solitary, blmd-looking; feeling, as it were, the sea air and 
the solitude for ever, like something between stone and spirit. 
It reminded me of a couplet, written not long before, of 

“ Ghastly castle, that eternally 
Holds its blind visage out to the lone sea.” 

Such things are beheld in one’s day-dreams, and we are 
almost startled to find them real. 

Gibraltar has a noble look, tall, hard, and independent. 
But you do not wish to live there: it is a fortress, and an 
insulated rock; and such a place is but a prison. The 
inhabitants feed luxuriously with the help of their fruits 
and smugglers. 


The first sight of Africa is an achievement Voyagers in 
our situation 4ire obliged to be content with a mere sight of 
it ; but that is much. They have seen another quarter of the 
^ b . e ; _ They look at it, and repeat the word, 

till the whole burning and savage territory, with its black 
inhabitants and its lions, seems put into their possession. 
Uuta and langicr bring the old Moorish times before you; 

Apes Hill,” which is pointed out, sounds fastastic and 
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remote, a a wilderness of monkeys;” and as all stores oil 
which, you do not clearly distinguish objects have a solemn and 
romantic look, you get rid of the petty effect of those vaga¬ 
bond Barbary States that occupy the coast, and think at once of 
Africa, the country of deserts and wild beasts, the “ dry-nurse 
of lions,” as Horace, with a vigour beyond himself, calls it 
At Gibraltar you first have a convincing proof of the rarity 
of the southern atmosphere in the near look of the Straits, 
which seem but a few miles across, though they are thirteen. 

But what a crowd of thoughts face one on entering the 
Mediterranean! Grand as the sensation is in passing through 
the classical and romantic memories of the sea off the western 
coast of the Peninsula, it is little compared with this. Count¬ 
less generations of the human race, from three quarters of the 
world, with all the religions, and the mythologies, and the 
genius, and the wonderful deeds, good and bad, that have 
occupied almost the whole attention of mankind, look you in 
the face from the galleries of that ocean-floor, rising one 
above another, till the tops are lost in heaven. The water 
at your feet is the same water that bathes the shores of 
Europe, of Africa, and of Asia—of Italy and Greece, and the 
Holy Land, and the lands of chivalry and romance, and 
pastoral Sicily, and the Pyramids, and Old Crete, and the 
Arabian city of A1 Cairo, glittering in the magic lustre of the 
Thousand and One Nights. This soft air in your face comes 
from the grove of “ Daphne by Orontes; ” these lucid waters, 
that part from before you like oil, are the same from which 
Venus arose, pressing them out of her hair. In that quarter 
Vulcan fell— 

“ Dropt from the zenith like a falling star 

and there is Circe’s Island, and Calypso’s, and the promontory 
of Plato, and Ulysses wandering, and Cymon and Miltiades 
fighting, and Kegulus crossing the sea to Carthage, and 

“ Damasco and Morocco, and Trebisond; 

And whom Biserta sent from Afric shore, 

When Charlemagne with all his peerage fell 
By Fontarabia.” 

The mind hardly separates truth from fiction in thinking of 
all these things, nor does it wish to do so. Fiction is Truth 
in another shape, and gives as close embraces. You may 
shut a door upon a ruby, and render it of no colour ; but the 
colour shall not he the less enchanting for that, when the sun, 
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the poet of the world, touches it with his golden pen. What 
we glow at and shed tears over, is as real as love and pity. 

27th. Almost a calm. We proceeded at no greater rate than 
a mile an hour. I kept repeating to myself the word “ Medi¬ 
terranean;” not the word in prose, but the word in verse, as 
it stands at the beginning of the line: 

iC And the sea 

Mediterranean.” 

We saw the mountains about Malaga, topped with snow. 
Velez Malaga is probably the place at which Cervantes landed 
on his return from captivity at Algiers. (See Don Quixote , 
vol. ii.) I had the pleasure of reading the passage, while 
crossing the line betwixt the two cities. It is something to 
sail by the very names of Granada and Andalusia. There 
was a fine sunset over the hills of Granada. I imagined it 
lighting up the Alhambra. The clouds were like great wings 
of gold and yellow and rose-colour, with a smaller minute 
sprinkle in one spot, like a shower of glowing stones from a 
volcano. You see very faint imitations of such lustre in 
England. A heavy dew succeeded; and a contrary wind at 
south-east, but very mild. At night, the reflection of the 
moon on the water was like silver snakes. 

30th. Passed Cape de Gata. My wife was very ill, but 
observed that illness itself was not illness, compared to what 
she experienced in the winter voyage. She never com¬ 
plained, summer or winter. It is very distressing not to be 
able to give perfect comfort to patients of this generous 
description. The Mediterranean S^a, after the Channel, was 
like a basin of gold fish ; but when the winds are contrary, 
the waves of it have a short uneasy motion, that fidget 
the vessel, and make one long for the nobler billows of the 
Atlantic. . The wind, too, was singularly unpleasant,—moist 
and feverish. It continued contrary for several days, but 
became more agreeable, and sank almost into a calm on the 
3rd of June. 

The books with which I chiefly amused myself in the 
Mediterranean, were Don Quixote (for reasons which will be 
obvious to the reader), Ariosto and Berni (for similar reasons, 
their heroes having to do with the coasts of France and 
Africa), and Bayle’s admirable Essay on Comets, which I 
picked up at Plymouth. It is the book that put an end to 
the superstition about comets. It is full of amusement, like 

18 
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111! lili dialectics; and holds together a norfoofc n 

A, „ f „]«1, EX2WK 

{ll * Il "' s t t'vory hnk containing a double edge A 
KMimtum Muveed.s .piieth' to the good done it bf ‘ 6Uc f 
vvnkn, mid at* henetaotur’.i name in sunk in the washy nre' 
tendons oi tl, r ,e uhom he ban enriched. As to what l?Z 

' ' ‘ u h l il > h ‘ “ ,l tll «‘ <>t natural piety, the leader 
i«u> supply that. A benevolent work, tending to do awav 
feat dishonour to thing* supernatural, will he no hindranS 
any benevolent addition whieli others can bring it; nor would 
*■“ l . K-axl-natured ti.ee, and the neholarly si m . 
p-nuH et hi.; 1 do, have tound fault. with it. But he was a 
-idi.y, alter hu fashion, with qualities, both positive and 
negative, fit to keep httn one ; mid nonm things must be dis- 
with on tlir side of what is desirable, for the sake of 
flitt part that is taken In the overthrow of what is detestable 
JItm wlit«m impttmtors hate, angels may love. 

7tti. Saw th.* Colonihrettes, and the land about Tortosa 
lh;re eomiu.-uees the ground of Italian romance. It was on’ 
fhn putt «d the west of Spain, that the I'aymm ehivalnmsed 
..ind, ti. go against Charlemagne. Here Orlando played 
him tie; tricks that got him the title ufFurio.su; and from the 
ported Barcelona, Angelica and Medoro took ship for her 
tb»!iiiii!t»fMtf Embay. I confess 1 looked at thorn* shores with 
14 liiiiiiait ititrriwt, and mild not help fannying that the keel of 
imr vmwet wa. mating n real tine, over which knights and 
lovrrs had passed. And mo thoy have, both real and fabulous; 
tlfo former iiof frrM romantic, the latter scarcely leas real; to 
fiioitnimk, indeed, much mere mo; fur who knows of hundreds 
*4 real men and women that have crossed these waters, and 
hnilvml actual passion on those shores ami hills? And who 
Inow.t out <Iflaudo and all the hard blows he gave, and the 
harder blow than all given him by two happy lovers; and the 
ioirrs fhi mselvc^ the representatives of all the young love 
that eirr was. I had a grudge of my own against Angelica, 
mutiny upon myself as jilted by those fine eyes which the 
painter lam given Imr in the Kurdish picture; for 1 took her 
tor a more senfimenfal person; but I excused her, seeing her 
biv.et and tormented by all those, knights, who thought they 
earned a right to her by hacking and hewing; and 1 more 
thnii pardoned h«*r, when I found that Medoro, besides being 
yotpig and limit koine, was a friend and a devoted follower, 
put wtinl of llmf? They were both young and handsome; 
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and love, at that time of life, goes upon no other merits 
taking all the rest upon trust in the generosity of its wealth 
and as willing to bestow a throne as a ribbon, to show the ah- 
sumciency of its contentment. Fair speed your sails over the 
lucid waters, ye lovers, on a lover-like seal Fair speed 
them, yet never land; for where the poet has left you, there 
ought ye, as ye are, to be living for ever—for ever gliding 
about a summer-sea, touching at its flowery islands, and 
reposing beneath its moon. 

9th. Completely fair wind at south-west. Saw Montserrat. 
Ihe sunshine, reflected on the water from the lee studding- 
sai, was like shot silk. At half-past seven in the evening 
night was risen m the east, while the sun was setting opposite 
Black night has come up already,” said our poetical captain. 
A &ir bieeze all night and all next day, took us on at the rate 
; b Z fiy ? f lles hour, very refreshing after the calms 

3? f ", T ds - P a fcd the Gulf of Lyons still more 

pleasantly than we did the Bay of Biscay, for in the latter 
there was a calm. In both of these places a little rou°h 
handling is generally looked for. ° 

tainf 1 TW f? ? U T t l ie / ,rat tirae 1 llad seen n.oun- 
tmns. They had a fine sulky look, up aloft in the sky,—cold, 

lofty, and distant. I used to think that mountains would 
impress me but little; that by the same process of imagina¬ 
tion reversed, by which a brook can be fancied a mb'hty 
liver, with forests instead of verdure on its banks, a mountain 
could be made a molehill, over which we step. But one look 
rr^n t0 tbe contrar y- I found I could elevate better 

hftthc siS Tf ; !md 1 WlS S Iad (>f if - Ifc not 

“the hoinf ? J V h f„ A pS ^ as * cce ™ u y to convince me of 
tn ntr S '■ 1 a God ’ as 1<: 18 8111(110 liave done somebody, or 

causes S 7 7 r rG<3c f 1 ° ns res Pf ting infinity and first 
l which I have had enough in my time * Imt T 

seemed to meet for the first time a grand poetical thought in 
a material shape,-to see a piece of one’s book-wSders 

and h™ 80 ] 1 ;?* 11 ^ ver ^ rt!ll y> standing between earth 
and heaven, like a piece of the antediluvian world looking out 
of the coldness of ages. I remember reading in a Knv a 

s3n?oTtho m , e 1)0 l’ k o1 '" travels, which spoke of the author 
thrimr?'? . it WrC ’ "i d beil ‘S led *7 ‘lie silence and 
him to SVg 11 1G r d graudwu ' of tl‘« objects around 
buTkfa tw ' 10 G ^ IWt “! its goographical relations, 
but as a planet in connection with other planets, and rolling 
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in thi* immensity of space. With those thoughts I have been 
familiar, as 1 suppose every one has been who knows what 
solitude is, and has an imagination, ami perhaps not the best 
health. ]>ut; we grow used to the mightiest aspects of 
thought, as we do to the immortal visages of the moon and 
stars: and therefore the, first, sight of the Alps, though much 
h'xi things than any of these, and a toy, as I had fancied, for 
mammal leu to ive rente it sell with after their company, startles 
u; hk«* the disproof of a douht, or the verification of an early 
dr*am, a ghost, as it. were, made visible hy daylight, and 
giving iw an enormous sense of its presence and mate¬ 
riality* 

in tli-* eonrse of the day, we saw the table-land about 
Monaco. It brought to my mind the ludicrous distress of the 
petty prince of that plan*, when on his return from inter¬ 
changing congratulations with his new masters and the legiti¬ 
mate, he suddenly met his old master, Napoleon, on hk 
return frmu Elba. Or did In* meet him when going to Elba? 

1 fbmet which; but the distresses and confusion of the prince 
were at all events as certain as the superiority and amusement 
of the great mam In either case, this was the natural division 
of things, and the circumstances would have been the same. 
A large grampus want lug heaping the water into clouds of 
foam. Another time, we saw a shark with his iin above 
water. The Alps were now fully and closely seen, and a 
glorious sunset took place. There was the greatest grandeur 
and the loveliest beauty, Among others was a small string 
of cloud?, Ida* rubies with facets, a very dark tinge being put 
In-tv and th*'tt*, as if hy a painter, to set off the rest, lied is 
cmiaiuly tin* colour of beauty, and ruby the most beautiful of 
rojs. it wa i in no cummouplare spiiit that Marlowe, in his 
!i f of preoimis stones, called them u beauteous rubies,” but 
with exquisite gusto; 

44 I Sags of fiery opals, sapphires, amethysts, 

«!twintlift, hard topaz, gnuoogreen emeralds, 

Hrauttims rubies, sparkling diamonds,” &e. 

They come upon you, among the rest, like the women of gems. 
All tlnue colours we had about us in our Mediterranean sun- 
^•b; and m If fortune would add to them by a freak of fancy, 
a little tdtoal of flush, sparkling as silver, leaped out of the 
water thm ademoon, like a sprinkle of shillings* They were 
tlw mmlwriW} or Sardinia# that we eat. They give a burlesque 
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title to the sovereign of these seas, whom the Tuscans call 
“ King of the Sardinias.”* 

We were now sailing up the angle of the Gulf of Genoa, 
its shore looking as Italian as possible, with groves and white 
villages. The names, too, were alluring,—Oneglia, Albenga, 
Savona; the last, the birthplace of a sprightly poet (Frugoni), 
whose works I was acquainted with. The breeze was the strong¬ 
est we had had yet, and not quite fair, but we made good 
head against it; the queen-like city of Genoa, crowned with 
white palaces, sat at the end of the gulf, as if to receive us in 
state; and at two o’clock, the waters being as blue as the sky, 
and all hearts rejoicing, we entered our Italian harbour, and 
heard Italian words. 

Luckily for us, these first words were Tuscan. A pilot boat 
came out. Somebody asked a question which we did not hear, 
and the captain replied to it. “ Va bene,” said the pilot, in a 
fine open voice, and turned the head of the boat with a tranqui l 
dignity. “Va bene,” thought I, indeed. “All goes well” 
truly. The words are delicious, and the omen good. My family 
have arrived so far in safety; we have but a little more voyage 
to make, a few steps to measure back in this calm Mediterra¬ 
nean ; the weather is glorious ; Italy looks like what wo ex¬ 
pected; in a day or two we shall hear of our friends: health 
and peace are before us, pleasure to others and profit to our¬ 
selves ; and it is hard if we do not enjoy again, before long, 
the society of all our friends, both abroad and at home. In a 
day or two we received a letter from Shelley, saying that 
winds and waves, lie hoped, would never part us more.— 
Alas! for that saying. 

On the 28th of June, we set sail for Leghorn, The weather 
was still as fine as possible, and our concluding trip as agree¬ 
able; with the exception of a storm of thunder and lightning 
one night, which was the completest I ever saw. Our news¬ 
paper friend, “ the oldest man living,” ought to have been 
there to see it. The lightning fell in ail parts of the sea, like 
pillars ; or like great melted fires, suddenly dropped from a 
giant torch. Now it pierced the sea like rods; now fell like 
enormous flakes or tongues, suddenly swallowed up. At one 
time, it seemed to confine itself to a dark comer of the ocean, 
making formidable shows of gigantic and flashing lances (for 
it was the most perpendicular lightning I ever saw); then it 

* Not, however, I suppose, the King now reigning % who has given 
despots other fish to fry. ° 
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dashed broadly at the whole sea, ass if it- would sweep us away 
in ilame; and* then came in random portions about the vessel, 
treading tin* waves hither and thither, like the legs of fiery 
spirits descending in wrath. 

I now had a specimen (and confess T was not sorry to see 
it) of the tear which could enter oven into the hearts of our 
u gallant /orrersT when thrown into an unusual situation. 
The captain, almost the only man unmoved, or apparently so 
(and l really believe he was as tearless on all occasions, as hits 
native valour, to say nothing of his brandy and water, could 
make him), was so exasperated with the alarm depicted in the 
faces of some of his crew, that he contemptuously knocked 
down the poor fellow at the helm [his brother, an apprentice 
seaman] and cried, a You are afraid, shT’ For our parts, 
having " no fear of thunder and lightning, and not being fully 
aware perhaps of the danger to which vessels are exposed on 
these occasions, particularly if, like our Channel friend, they 
carry gunpowder (as most of them do, more or less), we were 
quite at our ease compared with our inexperienced friends 
about us, who had never witnessed anything of the like before, 
oven in books, besides, we thought it impossible for the 
Mediterranean to play us any serious trick,—that sunny and 
lucid basin, whieh we hud beheld only in its contrast with a 
northern and a winter sea. Little did we think, that in so 
.short a spare of time, and somewhere about this very spot, a 
catastrophe would take plan', that should put an on<l to all 
sweet thoughts, both of the Mediterranean and of tint south. 


(HIAFTER XVIIL 

RETURN TO FIRST ACQUAINTANCE WITH LORD BYRON AND 
THOMAS MOOUH. 

Loia> Bvuon was at Leghorn ; the had weather has disap¬ 
peared; the vessel is about to enter port; ami as everything 
concerning the noble lord is interesting, and the like may be 
f-aid of his brother wit and poet, Thomas Moon', who intro¬ 
duced me to him, I will take, this opportunity ot doing what j 
had better, perhaps, have been done when I first made his lord¬ 
ship’s acquaintance; namely, state when it was that I first sot 
the. one, and how l became acquainted with tin', other. My inti¬ 
macy with Lord Byron is about to become closer; the results 
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of it are connected both with him and his friend, and as these 
results are on the eve of commencing, my own interest in the 
subject is strengthened, and I call things to mind which I had 
suffered to escape me. 

The first time I saw Lord Byron, he was rehearsing the part 
of Leander, under the auspices of Mr. Jackson, the prize¬ 
fighter. It was in the river Thames, before his first visit to 
Greece. There used to be a bathing-machine stationed on the 
eastern side of Westminster Bridge ; and I had been bathing, 
and was standing on this machine adjusting my clothes, when 
I noticed a respectable-looking manly person, who was eyeing 
something at a distance. This was Mr. Jackson waiting for 
his pupil. The latter was swimming with somebody for a 
wager. I forgot what his tutor said of him ; but he spoke in 
terms of praise. I saw nothing in Lord Byi'on at that time, 
but a young man who, like myself, had written a bad volume 
of poems; and though I had a sympathy with him on this 
account, and more respect for his rank than I was willing to 
suppose, my sympathy was not an agreeable one; so, content¬ 
ing myself with seeing his lordship’s head bob up and down in 
the water, like a buoy, I came away. 

Lord Byron, when he afterwards came to see me in prison, 
was pleased to regret that I had not stayed. He told me, 
that the sight of my volume at Harrow had been one of his 
incentives to write verses, and that he had had the same 
passion for friendship which I had displayed in it. To my 
astonishment he quoted some of the lines, and would not hear 
me speak ill of them. His harbinger in the visit was Moore. 
Moore told me, that, besides liking my politics, his lordship 
liked the Feast of the Poets, and would be glad to make my 
acquaintance. I said I felt myself highly flattered, and 
should be proud to entertain his lordship as well as a poor 
patriot could. He was accordingly invited to dinner. His 
friend only stipulated that there should be “ fish and veget¬ 
ables for the noble bard;” his lordship at that time being 
anti-carnivorous in his eating. He came, and we passed a 
very pleasant afternoon, talking of books, and school, and of 
their friend and brother poet the late Rev. Mr. Bowles, whose 
sonnets were among the early inspirations of Coleridge. 

Lord Byron, as the reader has seen, subsequently called on 
me in the prison several times. He used to bring books for 
the Story of Rimini, which I was then writing. Ho would 
pot let the footman bring them in. He would enter with a 
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mipW of quartos under his arm; and give you to understand 
that lie was prouder of being a friend and a man of letters 
than a lord. It was thus that by flattering one’s vanity l4 
pmomubd us of bis cwn freedom from it; for he could see 
very well, that I had nunv value for lords than I strpposed. , 
The m*blc port was a warm politician, earnest in the cause 
of liberty. Ilia failure in the 1 louse of Lords is well known. 

I!*' uaa u*ry eundid about it; said he was much frightened, 
and should mover l*e able to do anything that way. Lords of 
nil parties ensue about him, and consoled him. He particu¬ 
larly Mentioned Lord Sidmmtth, as being unexpectedly kind. 

If, was very pleasant to see Lord Byron and Moore toge¬ 
ther. 11 iey imrmonued admirably : though their knowledge 
of one another begun in talking of a duel, in consequence of 
lit*4 lordship attacking the licence of certain early verses. 
Mooted acquaintance with myself (an far as concerned corre- 
^ptankaice liy letter) originated in the mention of him in the 
/'Vu.d qf Me /Wbu lie mibsecpiently wrote an opera called the 
/*iV reaper ting whhdt he sent me a letter, at once 

d» pa rating, and warranting, objection to it. 1 was then 
vd?n«r of the i’immim'r: i did objeet to it, thongh with all 
aekiiotth dgiiieuf <1* lib genius. He eamo to see me, saying 
I %,ei very iiiiieh in tin* right; and an intercourse took place j 
w Shell w'tH never ost« ndbly interrupted till I thought myself - 
ueciievet! by It Is opposition to the periodical work proposed 
to me by Sum noble friend, I wiy 44 thought myself aggrieved,” 
booatu/ l have long since acquitted him of any intention 
towar*b file, more hostile than that of zeal in behalf of wlmt 
he aiipp*^r*t beat for lbs lordship. lie was desirous ot pre- 
iifsng Ida friend from coming before the* Tory critics under 
a u*-w and Irritating aspect, at a time whim it might be 
eon birred prudent to kwp quiet, and propitiate objections 
already rshtfim*. The only thing which remained for me to 
complain of, w;u Ida nut telling me so frankly; for this would 
have brrn a confidence w!ih*Ii l deserved; and it would either ' 
have made me, of my own accord, object to the project at 
i 4 hv, without the h-a.u hesitation, or, at all events, have been 
inrt by me with iniclt a hearty sense of the objector’s plain 
dealing, and in m friendly a spirit of diffen*nce, that no iU- 
wiSI, I think, could have remained on either aide. Moore, at 
least, wav of too peuenms a spirit for it; and I was of too 
Ipatcfut n wife, # . , 

Lnibifiiiiately, this plan was not adopted by his lordships 
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friends; and hence a series of bitter feelings on both sides 
which, as I was the first to express them, so I did not hesitate 
to be the first to regret publicly, when on both sides they 
had tacitly been done away. 

Moore fancied, among other things, that I meant to pain 
him by speaking of his small stature; and perhaps it was 
wrong to hazard a remark on so delicate a subject, however 
inoffensively meant; especially as it led to other personal 
characteristics, which might have seemed of less doubtful 
intention. But I felt only a painter’s pleasure in taking the 
portrait; and I flattered myself that, as far as externals went 
I abundantly evinced my good-will, not only by doing justice 
to all that was handsome and poetical in his aspect, and 
by noticing the beauty reported of his childhood, but by 
the things which I said of the greatness observable in so 
many little men in history, especially as recorded by Claren¬ 
don. In fact, this had been such a favourite subject with 
me, that some journalists concluded I must be short myself * 
which is not the case. Men of great action, I suspect^ in¬ 
cluding the most heroical soldiers, have been for the most 
part of short stature, from the fabulous Tydeus, to Alexander 
and Agesilaus, and so downwards to Wellington and Napo¬ 
leon. ^ Nor have sages and poets, or any kind of genius, been 
wanting to the list; from the ancient philosopher who was 
obliged to carry lead in his pockets lest he should be blown 
away, down to Michael Angelo, and Montaigne, and Barrow 
and Spenser himself, and the Falklands and Haleses of Cla¬ 
rendon, and Pope, and Steele, and Reynolds, and Mozart. 
Moore’s forehead was bony and full of character, with 
bumps . of wit, large and radiant enough to transport a 
phrenologist; Sterne had such another. His eyes were as 
dark and fine as you would wish to see under a set of vine- 
leaves; his mouth generous and good-humoured, with dim- 
pies ; and his manner as bright as liis talk, full of the wish 
to please and^ be pleased. He sang, and played with great 
caste on the pianoforte,^ as might be supposed from his musical 
compositions. His voice, which was a little hoarse in speak¬ 
ing (at least I used to think so), softened into a breath, like 
that of the flute, when singing. In speaking, he was em¬ 
phatic m rolling the letter r, perhaps out of a despair of beiim 
able to get rid of the national peculiarity. The structure of 
his versification, when I knew him, was more artificial than 
it was afterwards; and in his serious compositions it suited 
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him bettor. He had hardly faith enough in the sentiments 
of which he treated to give way to his impulses in writing 
except when they were festive and witty; and artificial 
thoughts demand a similar embodiment. ' Roth patriotism 
and personal experience, however, occasionally inspired him 
with lyric pathos; and in his naturally musical perception of 
the light principles of versification, he, contemplated the fine 
ea>y-playing, muscular style of Dryden, wuth a sort of peril¬ 
ous pleasure. I remember his quoting with delight a couplet 
of Drydeus, which came with a particular grace from his lips:— 
u Let honour and preferment go for gold ; 

But glorious beauty isn't to be sold.” 

Beside tlie pleasure 1 took in Moore's society as a man of 
wit, l had a great externa for him as a man of candour and 
independence. His letters were full of all that was pleasant 
in him. As i was a critic at that time, and in the habit of 
giving my opinion of his works in the. Examiner, he would 
write me his opinion of the opinion, with a mixture of good 
humour, admission, and deprecation, so truly delightful, and 
a sincerity of criticism on my own writings so extraordinary 
for so courteous a mam though with abundance of balm and 
eulogy, that nevor any subtlety of compliment could surpass 
it; and with all my self-confidence I never ceased to think 
that the honour was on my side, and that 1 could only deserve 
such candour of intercourse by being as ingenuous as himself. 
Tills admiring regard for him he completed by his behaviour 
to an old patron of his, who, not thinking it politic to retain 
him openly by las side, proposed to facilitate his acceptance 
of a place under the Tories; an accommodation which Moore 
rejected as an indignity. I thouuht, afterwards, that a man 
of such a spirit should net have condescended to at tack Rous¬ 
seau ami poor foolish Madame dc Warens, out of a desire to 
right himself with polite, life, and with the memory of some 
thoughtless productions of his own. Polite life, was only too 
happy to possess him in his graver days; and the. thoughtless 
productions, however to be regretted on reflection, were 
reconeileable to reflection itself on tin; same grounds on which 
Nature herself and all her exuberance is to be reconciled. 
At least, without presuming to judge nature in the. abstract, 
an ultra-sensitive anti enjoying poet is himself a production of 
nature; and we may rest assured, that she will no more judge 
him with harshness ultimately, than she will condemn th$ 
excess of her own vines and %-treea* 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

LOED BYEOH W ITALY—SHELLEY—PISA. 

As I am now about to re-enter into the history of my connec¬ 
tion with Lord Byron, I will state in what spirit I mean to do it. 

^ It is related of an Italian poet (Alamanni), that having in 
liis younger days bitterly satirized the house of Austria, he 
found himself awkwardly situated in more advanced life, when, 
being in exile, and employed by Prancis the First, the king 
sent him on an embassy to the court of Charles the Fifth. 
One of his sarcasms, in particular, had been very offensive. 
Alluding to the Austrian crest, the two-headed eagle, he had 
described the imperial house as a monstrous creature, 

Which bore two beaks, the better to devour. 

(“ Che per piu divorar, due becchi porta.”) 

Charles had treasured this passage in his mind; and when the 
ambassador, perhaps forgetting it altogether, or trusting to its 
being forgotten, had terminated a fine oration, full of compli¬ 
ments to the power which he had so angrily painted, the Em¬ 
peror, without making any other observation, calmly said_ 

“ Which bore two beaks, the better to devour.” 

“ Sir,” said Alamanni, not hesitating, or betraying any con¬ 
fusion (which shows that he was either prepared for the 
rebuke, or was a man of great presence of mind), “ when I 
wrote that passage I spoke as a poet, to whom it is permitted 
to use fictions; but now I speak as an ambassador, who is 
bound to utter truth. I spoke then as a young man; but I 
now speak as a man advanced in years. I spoke as one who 
was agitated by grief and passion at the wretched condition 
of my country; but now I am calm, and free from passion.” 
Charles rose from his seat, and laying his hand on the shoulder 
of the ambassador, said, in the kindest manner, that the loss 
of his country ought not to grieve him, since he had found 
such a patron in Francis; and that to an honest man every 
place was his country. 

I would apply this anecdote to some things which I have 
formerly said of Lord Byron. I do not mean that I ever 
wrote any fictions about him. I wrote nothing which I did 
not feel to be true, or think so. But I can say with Alamanni, 
that I was then a young man, and that I am now advanced in 
years. I can. say, that I was agitated by grief and anger, 
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im.l that I am mw free from anyer. I can sav tW t 

aiiv “ ,,,0 ! ,KT ’* Uelivfs ilum tomy ol-u 1 S 

:at I am n<<w suiliemnily semihle ofmvowntosW took d 
t«o chanty which I mvd myself. I eau «iy, mi-rlf! 
apurtlivtu a jittie aiUvanee for provocation, I do not thinV 
it ft'.riif to exhibit what i* amiss, or maybe thono'hf „ • ^ 
in tin- rharactor of a fell»w-ereature, out, „f any fcding ^ 
umantuheabie sorrow, or the wish to lesson evils Ibnf 
society itself may have caused. wllIc!l 

Lord llyroti, with respect to the points on which lie erred 
mm sut.ered (tor on ai! others, a man like, himself, poet and 
vat, ..ml. not hut ”ive and receive ph'asure), was the victim 
ot a had hnnymfj up, of a senes of this,, positions in socie to 
*1 -vis artMH;i trom the mistakes of society itself, of a persoS 
•hsadvatitaye (which his feeling exaggerated), nay, of his 
very advantage! of person, and of a, face so handsome as to 
render him an object of adtniratiou. Kvcn the lameness, of 
whudi he had such a resentment, only soltenod (he admiration 

wjlli 

lint he did »tot h.yin life under good inlluenees. He had 
a tm‘titer, herself, in all prohahility, the victim of had train- 
hi 8 \ \\ h*^would flits- tin* dishes from titbit* at Ids bead and 

frit him he would bo a scoundrel like Ids father. His father 
mlit» was cousin, to tin* previous forth had been what* is called 
ii usnn U|««n town, and wan neither rich nor very respectable. 
Ilit^ young l<*t*d, whoso means had not yet recovered them- 
wlvr t % went to school, noble but poor, expecting to be in the 
ascendant with Ida title* yet kept down by the Inconsistency 
of IitH eondUhm^ He left school to put on the cap with the 
,, , http which is worshipped at college:-*-he loft college to 
tali mto some of the worst hands on the town:—his first pro- 
dnetioiH wvru etmtemptuously criticized, and his genius was 
linn provoked into satire:—-his next were over-praised, which 
increased his self-love:-die married when his temper had 
been soured by dhlieuhies, and his will and pleasure pampered 
by tlm sex: - -and he went companion less into a foreign country, 
where nil this perplexity could repose without being taught 
belter, and where fhe sense of a lost popularity could be 
drowned in licence. 

^houiil we not wonder that lie retained so much of the 
grand and beautiful in his writings? —that the indestruc¬ 
tible tendency of the poetical to the good should have struggled 

to m much purpose through limits and ineoiisistcuoicB?—» 



































LORD BYRON IN ITALY—SHELLEY—PISA. 


285 


rather than quarrel with his would-be misanthropy and his 
effeminate wailings? The worst things which he did were 
to gird resentfully at women, and to condescend to some 
other pettiness of conduct which he persuaded himself were 
self-defences on his own part, and merited by his fellow- 
creatures. But he was never incapable of generosity: he 
was susceptible of the tenderest emotions; and though I doubt, 
from a certain proud and stormy look about the upper part 
of his face, whether his command of temper could ever have 
been quite relied on, yet I cannot help thinking, that had he 
been properly brought up, there would have been nobody 
capable of more lasting and loving attachments. The lower- 
part of the face was a model of beauty. 

I am sorry I ever wrote a syllable respecting Lord Byron 
which might have been spared. I have still to relate my con¬ 
nection with him, but it will be related in a different manner. 
Pride, it is said, will have a fall: and I must own, that on 
this subject I have experienced the truth of the saying. I 
had prided myself—I should pride myself now if I had not 
been thus rebuked—on not being one of those who talk against 
others. I went counter to this feeling in a book; and to 
crown the absurdity of the contradiction, I was foolish enough 
to suppose that the very fact of my so doing would show that 
I had done it in no other instance! that having been thus 
public in the error, credit would be given me for never having 
been privately so 1 Such are the delusions inflicted on us by 
self-love. When the consequence was represented to me as 
characterized by my enemies, I felt, enemies though they 
were, as if I blushed from head to foot. It is true I had been 
goaded to the task by misrepresentations:—I had resisted 
every other species of temptation to do it:—and, after all, I 
said more in his excuse, and less to his disadvantage, than 
many of those who reproved me. But enough. I owed the 
acknowledgment to him and to myself; and I shall proceed 
on my course with a sigh for both, and I trust in the good¬ 
will of the sincere. 

To return, then, to my arrival at Leghorn. 

In the harbour of Leghorn I found Mr. Trelawny, of the 
old Cornish family of that name, since known as the author 
of the Younger Brother . He was standing with his knight- 
errant aspect, dark, handsome, and mustachioed, in Lord 
Byron’s boat, the Bolivar, of which he had taken charge for 
his lordship. In a day or two I went to see my noble ac- 
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quaintnnee, who was in what the Italians call villcggiatura at 
Monte Nero; that is to say, enjoying a country house for the 
season. I there became witness to a singular adventure 
which seemed to make me free, of Italy and stilettos before 
I laid well set foot in the country. 

The day was very hot; the road to Monte Nero was very 
hot, through dusty suburbs ; and when I got there, I found 
the hottest looking house I ever saw. It was salmon colour. 
Think of this, daring over the country in a hot Italian sun! 

But the greatest of all the heats was within. Upon seeing 
Lord Byron, 1 hardly knew him, he, was grown so fat; and he 
was longer in recognising me, I had grown so thin. He took 
me into an inner room, and introduced me to Madame Guic- 
cioli, then very young as well as handsome, who was in a state 
of great agitation. Her fact; was Hushed, her eyes lit up, and 
her hair (which she wore hanging loose), streaming as if in 
disorder. The Conte Pietro, her brother, came in presently, 
alst» in a state of agitation, and having his arm in a sling. I 
then learned that; a quarrel having taken place among the 
servants, the young Count had interfered, and been stabbed. 
He was very angry; Madame Guieeioli was more so, and could 
not admit the charitable comments of Lord Byron, who was 
for making light of the matter. They seemed to think the 
honour of their nation at stake. Indeed, there was a look in 
the business not a little* formidable.; for though the stab was 
m*t much, the inflict or of it threatened more, and was at that 
minute keeping watch outside, with the avowed intention of 
assaulting the first person that issued forth. I looked out of 
the window, and met his eye glaring upwards like a tiger. He 
had a red capon like a sansculotte, and a most sinister aspect, 
dreary and meagre—that of a proper caitiff. 

How long things had continued in this state I cannot say; 
but the hour was come when Lord Byron and his friend took 
their evening drive, and the thing was to be put an end to 
somehow. A servant had been despatched for the police, and 
was not returned. 

At length we set out, the lady earnestly entreating his lord¬ 
ship to keep back, and all of us uniting to keep in advance of 
Conte Pietro, who was exasperated. 

It was a curious moment for a stranger from England. I 
fancied myself pitched into one of the scenes in the Mysteries 
of Udolpho. Everything was new, foreign, and vehement. 
There was the lady, flushed and dishevelled, exclaiming against 
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the “ scelerato ;” the young Count, wounded and threatening; 
and the assassin waiting for us with his knife. Nobody, how¬ 
ever, could have put a better face on the matter than Lord 
Byron did,—composed, and endeavouring to compose; and as 
to myself, I was so occupied with the whole scene, that I had 
not time to be frightened. Forth we issue at the house door, 
all squeezing to have the honour of being first, when a termi¬ 
nation is put to the tragedy by the man’s throwing himself on 
a bench, extending his arms, and bursting into tears. His cap 
was half over his eyes ; his face gaunt, ugly, and unshaved ; 
his appearance altogether more squalid and miserable than 
an Englishman would conceive it possible to find in such an 
establishment. This blessed figure reclined weeping and wail¬ 
ing, and asking pardon for his offence ; and to crown all, he 
requested Lord Byron to kiss him. 

The noble lord conceived such an excess of charity super¬ 
fluous. He pardoned him, but said he must not think of 
remaining in his service ; upon which the man renewed his 
weeping and wailing, and continued kissing his hand. I 
was then struck with the footing on which the gentry and 
their servants stand with each other in Italy, and the good¬ 
nature with which the strongest exhibitions of anger can be 
followed up. Conte Pietro, who was full of good qualities (for 
though he was here with his sister’s lover, we must not judge 
of Italian customs by English), accepted the man’s hand, and 
even shook it heartily; and Madame Guiccioli, though unable 
to subside so quickly from her state of indignant exaltation, 
looked in relenting sort, and speedily accorded him her grace 
also, seeing my lord had forgiven him. The man was all 
penitence and wailing, but he was obliged to quit. The police 
would have forced him; if he had not been dismissed. He left 
the country, and called in his way on Shelley, who was shocked 
at his appearance, and gave him some money out of his very 
antipathy; for he thought nobody would help such an ill-look¬ 
ing fellow, if he did not. 

The unjfleasant part of the business did not end here. It 
was, remotely, one of the causes of Lord Byron’s leaving Italy; 
for it increased the awkwardness of his position with the 
Tuscan government, and gave a further unsteadiness to his 
proceedings. XJls friends, the Gambas, were already only 
upon sufferance in Tuscany, They had been obliged to quit 
their native country Romagna, on account of their connection 
with the Carbonari; and Lord Byron, who had identified him- 
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with their fortunes, beeume a party to tlieir wanderings, 
auil to tin* footing on which they stood wherever they were 
pi iisiilfoil to abide. The (5rand 1 hikers government had given 
!iiiii to understand that they were at liberty to reside in Tus- 
raiiy* provided they were discreet. A Jhams which happened 
in the afreets of PLa, a little before 1 came, had given a shock 
to the tiauquillity of this good understanding; the retinue of 
tho l huah'u hm iny been tin* foremost persons concerned in it: 
and w, another of their men having caused a disturbance, 
fir dal mnu w as completed. Lord Byron’s residence in Tus- 
oan’i, i\4 v made uneasy to him. It was desired that he should 
o ' n m* him olt'frein the (Iambus : ami though it was under- 
■4 • .1 Lm a hit A courtesy on tits part towards the Grand 
iuthe and hiietirou the latter of whom was said to be par- 
fcieuturlv dedfotn t»f seeing him at court, would have produced 
a cjric*l4ua , lic for nil parties, yet he chose to take neither of 
tie*a* ateps; he therefore returned to hm house at Pisa, only 
*•* treble time two or three months longer; after which he 
quitted the rr.md alucal territory, ami departed for Genoa. 

Monte Nero I returned to Leghorn ; and, taking leave 
of I.?,u* ir. o-I f we put up at an hotel, Mr, Shelley then came 
t> im Loin hli riiir^finiunt at Lerici. His town abode, as 
wAl m Lor I Byron ho was at Lisa, i will not dwell upon the 

umeonU 

b'dmu io n pulife Whipping, with a square and a theatre. 

I no country mound is uninteresting when you become ac- 
qunmtod with it; but, to a stranger tin* realisation of anything 
U- Sin.- on I about i i a delm.hb especially of such things as 
no, ben ;tm from frees, ami the sight of Apennines. It is 
ph*4‘ {<fM, to a lover of books, when at Leghorn, to think 

th * sin fin once lived there; not, indeed, happily, for he 
u. ill and luvmleH living then*, died tliere^ But genius 
in* , w mio'U pit astnv (and must also have received so much 
lu th • i*Mtu ,*« ».f its life) that the memory of its troubles is 
t> u'!T,mr by It I teianym Smollett once lived, as Lord Byron 
did, at Mmite Nmo; and he was Imried in the Leghorn 

Mr. :4>dbn accompanied m from Leghorn to Pisa, in order 
lu ■* ■ * in live l in our new abode. Lord Byron leit^Monte 
# Vjh ut. Lm ,mne tun**, and joined uh* Wo occupied the 
puonte! tb». r * f Li i lorddiip’s house, the (kwa Lanfranchi, on 
tin idler Atom which runs through the city. Divided tenan- 
eitu 4 *4 lliL kind are common in Italy, where few houses are 
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in possession of one family. The families in this instance, as 
in others, remained distinct. The ladies at the respective 
heads of them never exchanged even a word. It was set to the 
account of their want of acquaintance with their respective 
languages; and the arrangement, I believe, which in every 
respect thus tacitly took place, was really, for many reasonable 
considerations, objected to by nobody. 

The Casa Lanfranchi, which had been the mansion of the 
great Pisan family whose ancestors figure in Dante, is said to 
have been built by Michael Angelo, and is worthy of him. It 
is in a bold and broad style throughout, with those harmo¬ 
nious graces of proportion which are sure to be found in an 
Italian mansion. The outside is of rough marble. 

We had not been in the house above an hour or two, when 
my friend brought the celebrated surgeon, Vacca, to see Mrs. 
Hunt. He had a pleasing, intelligent face, and was the most 
gentlemanlike Italian I ever saw. Vacca pronounced his 
patient to be in a decline; and little hope was given us by 
others that she would survive beyond the year. She lived 
till the year 1857, and Vacc5, had been dead many years 
before. I do not say this to his disparagement, for he was 
very skilful, and deserved his celebrity. But it appears to me, 
from more than one remarkable instance, that there Is a super¬ 
stition about what are called declines and consumptions, from 
which the most eminent of the profession are not free. T 
suspect, indeed I may say I know, that many people of this 
tendency, or at least supposed to be of it, may reach, with a 
proper mode of living, to as good a period of existence as 
most others. The great secret in this as in all other cases, 
and, indeed, in almost all moral as well as physical cases of ill, 
seems to be in diet and regimen. If some demi-god could 
regulate for mankind what they should cat and drink, and by 
what bodily treatment circulate their blood, he would put an 
end to half the trouble which the world undergo, some of the 
most romantic sorrows with which they flatter themselves not 
excepted. The case, however, in the present instance was 
perhaps peculiar, and may not before have been witnessed by 
Vacct\. The expectoration, at all events, of blood itself, and 
this too sometimes in alarming quantities, and never entirely 
without recurrence, lasted throughout a life of no ordinary 
duration. 

The next day, while in the drawing-room with Lord Byron, 

I had a curious specimen of Italian manners. It was like a 
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*■' *» *' in an fern, ^bie of his «%*rvnnts, a young man, sud* ! 

rattle in ;uiii!if4}f\ and was followed by big sister a 
1 urn brunette, in a bodice and sleeves, and her hair 
unearned, Sim advanced to his lordship to welcome him 
f ek O' lb n ami present hint with a basket of flowers. In 
m i * bo t* ok Lh hand and kissed it; then turned to 
?i '.'la" *4“, m. I Li^ed hii hand also. I thought we ought 
m k v > \ op a «pm*tett. 

h t 1 the mi ihmt *4' Italy » as it used to be in England, for 
i* f ? iv i i i » It v, y m* land in coining and going. There is an 
4 *f *f ,o *> I wtb in if flint in very agreeable, though the im- 
|b«‘d ., r|l ... t ,|” inferiority i * hardly ho pleasant* Servants have 
i'<i .n-m at ^ of wrihimr urn a *- happy evening” ( fetice sera) 
\,h n flew b* mi • in imjik. To this you may respond in like 
tiwrutoi ; after wSbeh it m*nm huposrible tor the sun to “go 
d<n%‘U mii the wi.ifln* if there is any, of either party. 

In a day or two Shelley took leave of us to return to 
hr: e 1 tW the to 4 of tin* season, meaning, however, to see us 
fune flan owe in the interval, 1 spent one delightful after- 
i,i »,u with him, wandering about i*isa, and visiting the 
junle-dra!. on the night of the same day he took a post- 
r!t u ,e tki L* /h*m t intending next morning to depart with his 
fuend tfipguti William.* for Lertei. i entreated him, if the 
Wr.nloi* Writ* i kb til, n*»t to give way to his daring spirit and 
veiU-iiie to m* 4 , I|r promis'd me In* would not; and it seems 
fhu be did Ml of later titan lie otherwise would have done, 
apjarenriv it! a imtv favourable moment,* l never beheld 

trim mote, , , , 

The Hattie night there was a tremendous storm of thunder 
met lightning, which made m very anxious; but we hoped 
iiju* iut-nd hud arrived before them \\ hen, some days later, 
t: lawny caiue to than, mtd tohi m lie was missing, I under¬ 
cut eiir of the oriwatiotiH whleh we read of in books, but 
tteMmu evperieitee: 1 was tongue-tied with horror, 

A dreadful interval took place of mure than a week, during 
womb, every imptiry and every fond hope were exhausted. At 
ibr rrnl of that period our worst fairs were confirmed. A 
Irndv had bf-»ii washed on shore, near the town of Via Reggio, 

" winrli, by tin* dreM mid stature, was known to be our friends. 
Keafdn lm4 volume also (the Lamia^ &«.)> was found open m 

• fTtd» h a mistake. Shelley 
il* 1 partiini being liaitetied by a 
fmm til# wif#* J 


twt off varlit'r than ho intended, his 
desponding note which he received 
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the jacket pocket. lie had probably been reading it when 
surprised by the storm. It was my copy. I had told him to 
keep it till he gave it me with his own hands. So I would 
not have it from any other. It was burnt with his .remains. 
The body of his friend Mr. Williams was found near a tower! 
four miles distant from its companion. That of the third 
party in the boat, Charles Vivian, the seaman, was not dis¬ 
covered till nearly three weeks afterwards.* 

The remains of Shelley and Mr. Williams were burnt after 
the good ancient fashion, and gathered into coffers [those of 
Williams on the 15th of August, of Shelley on the lGtlil. 
Those of Mr. Williams were subsequently taken to England. 
Shelley’s were interred at Rome, in the Protestant burial- 
ground, the place which he had so touchingly described in 
recording its reception of Keats. The ceremony of the burn¬ 
ing was alike beautiful and distressing. Trelawny, who had 
been the chief person concerned in ascertaining the fate of his 
friends, completed his kindness by taking the most active part 
on this last mournful occasion. He and his friend Captain 
Shenley were first upon the ground, attended by proper 
assistants. . Lord Byron and myself arrived shortly after¬ 
wards. His lordship got out of his carriage, but wandered 
aw§y from the spectacle, and did not see it. I remained 
inside the cairiage, now looking on, now drawing back with 
feelings that were not to be witnessed. 

Hone of the mourners, however, refused themselves the 
little comfort of supposing, that lovers of books and antiquity, 
like Shelley and his companion, Shelley in particular with his 
Greek enthusiasm, would not have been sorry to foresee this 
part of their fate. The mortal part of him, too, was saved 
from corruption; not the least extraordinary part of his history. 
Among the materials for burning, as many of the graccfuller 
and mote classical articles as could be procured--— frankin- 

* [A story was current in Leghorn which conjecturallv helped to 
explain the shipwreck of Shelley’s boat. It went out to sea in rough 
weather, and yet was followed by a native boat. When Shelley’s 
yacht was raised, a large hole was found stove in the stern. Shelley 
had on hoard a sum of money in dollars; and the supposition is that 
the men in the other boat had tried to board Shelley’s piratieally hut 
had desisted because the collision caused the English boat to sink - 
and they abandoned it because the men saved would have become 
their accusers. The only facts in support of this conjectural story 
are the alleged following of the native boat, and the damage to the 
stem of Shelley’s boat, otherwise not very accountable.] 
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« v *w‘* win**, iti*.—■were not forgotten; and to these Keats’s 

%4'lntiH* was added, The beauty of the flume arising from tie 
funeral pile wan extraordinary. The weather was beautifully 
fine. The Mediterranean, now soft and lucid, kissed the 
iKliofe a.« if to make peace with it. The yellow sand and blue 
sky were intensely contrasted with one another: marble 
mountains touched thi* air with coolness; and the flame of 
the tire bore it way ^ towards heaven in vigorous amplitude 
waving and quivering with a brightness of inconceivable 
bounty. It seemed as though it contained the glassy essence 
of vitality. You mightdsave expected a seraphic countenance 
to look out of it, turning once, more, before it departed, to 
thank the friends that had done their duty. 

Yet, see how extremes can appear to meet even on occasions 
the most overwhelming; nay, oven by reason of them; for as 
cold can perform the effects of fire, and bum us, so can despair 
put on the monstrous aspect of mirth. On reluming from 
one of our visits to this sea-short*, we dined and drank; I 
mean, Lm*d Byron anti myself-dined little, and drank too 
isitwb, Lord Byron hud not shunt* that day, even in Ids cups, 
which notally brought out Ids best qualities, As to myself, I 
had b'udrivd upon emotions which i have never suffered my- 
s*'|f to indulge, and which, foolishly as well as impatiently, 
render calamity, m somebody termed it, u an affront, and hot 
a iuis!brtmti% n The harouehe drove rapidly through the 
fbrr.4 of 1‘iUa, We sang, we lunched, we shouted. I even 
tint a gaiety the more shocking, because it was real and a 
relief. What the coachman thought of tin, God knows; but 
he helped to make up a ghastly trio, lie was a good- 
Iriupered fellow, and an affectionate husband and Hither; yet 
he bad the reputation of having offered his master to kill a 
man. 1 wish to have no such waking dream again. It was 
worthy of a German ballad. 

Shelley, when he died, was in his thirtieth year. His 
figure was fall ami slight, and Ilia constitution consumptive, 
lie wan subject to violent spasmodic pains, which would 
»oiii««fiines force him to lie on the. ground till they were over; 
liiif he had always a kind word to give to those about him, 
when Ida pangs allowed him to speak, Ju this organization, 
m well m in some other respects, he resembled the German 
poet, Beldller, Though well-turned, Ida shoulders were bent 
n little, owing to premature thought and trouble. The same 
cmm$ had touched Ida hair with gray; and though Ins habits 
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of temperance and exercise gave him a remarkable degree of 
strength, it is not supposed that he could have lived many 
years. He used to say that he had lived three times as long 
as the calendar gave out; which he would prove, between jest 
and earnest, by some remarks on Time, 

“ That would have puzzled that stout Stagyrite.” 

Like the Stagyrite’s, his voice was high and weak. His eyes 
were large and animated, with a dash of wildness in them; 
his face small, but well shaped, particularly the mouth and 
chin, the turn of which was very sensitive and graceful. His 
complexion was naturally fair and delicate, with a colour in 
the cheeks. He had brown hair, which, though tinged with 
gray, surmounted his face well, being in considerable quan¬ 
tity, and tending to a curl. Plis side-face, upon the whole, 
was deficient in strength, and his features would not have 
told well in a bust; but when fronting and looking at you 
attentively his aspect had a certain seraphical character that 
would have suited a portrait of John the Baptist, or the 
angel whom Milton describes as holding a reed u tipt with 
fire.” Nor would the most religious mind, had it known 
him, have objected to the comparison; for, with all his scep¬ 
ticism, Shelley’s disposition was truly said to have been any¬ 
thing but irreligious. A person of much eminence for piety 
in our times has well observed, that the greatest want of reli¬ 
gious feeling is not to be among the greatest infidels, but 
among those who never think of religion except as a matter 
of course. The leading feature of Shelley’s character may be 
said to have been a natural piety. He was pious towards 
nature, towards his friends, towards the whole human race, 
towards the meanest insect of the forest. He did himself an 
injustice with the public in using the popular name of the 
Supreme Being inconsiderately. He identified it solely with 
the most vulgar and tyrannical notions of a God made after 
the worst human fashion; and did not sufficiently reflect that 
it was often used by a jus ter devotion to express a sense of 
the great Mover of the universe. An impatience in contra¬ 
dicting worldly and pernicious notions of a supernatural 
power led his own aspirations to be misconstrued; for though, 
in the severity of his dialectics, and particularly in moments 
of despondency, he sometimes appeared to be hopeless of what 
he most desired—and though he justly thought that a Divine 
Being would prefer the increase of benevolence and good 
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before any praise, or even recognition of himself (a reflection 
worth thinking of by the intolerant), yet there was in reality 
no belief to which he clung with more fondness than that of 
some great pervading “ Spirit of Intellectual Beauty;” as may 
be seen in his aspirations on that subject. He assented warmly 
to an opinion which I expressed in the cathedral at Pisa, while 
the organ was playing, that a truly divine religion might yet 
be established, if charity were really made the principle of it, 
instead of faith. 

Music affected him deeply. He had also a delicate percep¬ 
tion of the beauties of sculpture. It is not one of the least 
evidences of his conscientious turn of mind that, with the 
inclination and the power to surround himself in Italy with 
all the graces of life, he made no sort of attempt that way; 
finding other uses for his money, and not always satisfied 
with himself for indulging even in the luxury of a boat. 
When he bought elegancies of any kind it was to give them 
away. Boating was his great amusement. He loved the 
mixture of action and repose which he found in it; and 
delighted to fancy himself gliding away to Utopian isles and 
bowers of enchantment. But he would give up any pleasure 
to do a deed of kindness. Indeed, he may be said to have 
made the whole comfort of his life a sacrifice to what he 
thought the wants of society. 

Temperament and early circumstances conspired to make 
him a reformer, at a time of life when few begin to think for 
themselves; and it was his misfortune, as far as immediate 
reputation was concerned, that he was thrown upon society 
with a precipitancy and vehemence which rather startled 
others with fear for themselves, than allowed them to become 
sensible of the love and zeal that impelled him. He was like 
a spirit that had darted out of its orb, and found itself in 
another world. I used to tell him that lie had come from the 
planet Mercury. When I heard of the catastrophe that over¬ 
took him it seemed as if this spirit, not sufficiently constituted 
like the rest of the world to obtain their sympathy, yet gifted 
with a double portion of love for all living things, had been 
found dead in a solitary comer of the earth, its wings stiff¬ 
ened, its warm heart cold; the relics of a misunderstood 
nature, slain by the ungenial elements. 

We remained but three months at Pisa subsequently to 
this calamitous event. We then went to Genoa, where we 
received the first number of the periodical work, the Liberal 
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which Lord Byron had invited me to set up, and in which 
Shelley was to have assisted. He did assist; for his beautiful 
translation of the May Day Night , from Goethe, appeared in 
the first number. 

But more of this publication when I come to Genoa. I 
will first say a few words respecting the way in which we 
passed our time at Pisa, and then speak of the city itself and 
its highly interesting features, which are not so well known 
as they should be. 

Our manner of life was this. Lord Byron, who used to sit 
up at night writing Don Juan (which he did under the influ¬ 
ence of gin and water), rose late in the morning. He break¬ 
fasted; read; lounged about, singing an air, generally out of 
Rossini; then took a bath, and was dressed; and coming 
down stairs, was heard, still singing, in the court-yard, out of 
which the garden ascended, by a few steps, at the back of the 
house. The servants, at the same time, brought out two or 
three chairs. My study, a little room in a corner, with an 
orange-tree at the window, looked upon this court-yard. I 
was generally at my writing when lie came down, and cither 
acknowledged his presence by getting up and saying some¬ 
thing from the window, or he called out u Leontius!” (a 
name into which Shelley had pleasantly converted that of 
u Leigh Hunt”) and came up to the window with some jest 
or other challenge to conversation. His dress, as at Monte 
Nero, was a nankin jacket, with white waistcoat and trousers, 
and a cap, either velvet or linen, with a shade to it. In his 
hand was a tobacco-box, from which he helped himself occa¬ 
sionally to what he thought a preservative from getting too 
fat. Perhaps, also, he supposed it good for the teeth. We 
then lounged about, or sat and talked, Madame Guiccioli, 
with her sleek tresses, descending after her toilet to join us. 
The garden was small and square, but plentifully stocked 
with oranges and other shrubs; and, being well watered, it 
looked very green and refreshing under the Italian sky. The 
lady generally attracted us up into it, if we had not been there 
before. Her appearance might have reminded an English 
spectator of Chaucer’s heroine— 

u Yclothed was she, fresh for to devise. 

Her yellow hair was braided in a tress 
Behind her hack, a yardd long, I guess; 

And in the garden (as the sun uprist) 

She walketh up and down, where as her lists” 
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In entering the city, the impression is not injured. What 
looked white in the distance, remains as pure and fair on 
closer acquaintance. You cross a bridge, and cast yonr eye 
up the whole extent of the city one way, the river Arno (the 
river of Dante, Petrarch, and Boccaccio) winding through the 
middle of it under two more bridges; and fair, elegant houses 
of good size bordering the white pavement on either side. 
This is the Lung’Arno, or street u Along the Arno.” The 
mountains, in which you fancy you see the marble veins (for 
it is from these that the marble of Carrara comes), tower 
away beautifully at the further end, and, owing to the clear 
atmosphere, seem to be much nearer than they are. The 
Arno, which is about as wide perhaps as the Isis at Oxford, 
is sandy-coloured, and in the summer-time shrunken ; but 
still it is the river of the great Tuscan writers, the visible 
possessor of the name we have all heard a thousand times; 
and we feel what a true thing is that which is called ideal. 

The first novelty that strikes you, after your dreams and 
matter-of-fact have recovered from the surprise of their in¬ 
troduction to one another, is the singular fairness and new 
look of houses that have been standing hundreds of years. 
This is owing to the dryness of the Italian atmosphere. An¬ 
tiquity refuses to look ancient in Italy. It insists upon 
retaining its youthfulness of aspect. The consequence at first 
is a mixed feeling of admiration and disappointment; for we 
miss the venerable. The houses seem as if they ought to 
have sympathized more with humanity, and -were as cold 
and as hard-hearted as their materials. But you discover 
that Italy is the land, not of the venerable, but the beautiful; 
and cease to look for old age in the chosen country of the 
Apollo and the Venus. The only real antiquities are those 
in Dante and the oldest painters, who treat of the Bible in 
an ancient style. Among 1 lie mansions on the Lung’Arno is 
one entirely fronted with marble, and marble so pure and 
smooth that you can see your face in it. It is in a most 
graceful style of architecture; and over the door has a mys¬ 
terious motto and symbol. The symbol is an actual fetter, 
attached with great nicety to the middle stone over the door¬ 
way : the motto, A lla Giomata (By the Day, or the Day’s 
Work). The allusion is supposed to be to some captivity 
undergone by one of the Lanfreducci family, the proprietors ; 
but nobody knows. Further up on the same side of the 
way, is the old ducal palace, said to be the scene of the 
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houses there is always a certain majestic amplitude; but the 
entrances of the rooms, and the staircase on the ground floor, 
are often placed irregularly, so as to sacrifice everything to 
convenience. In the details there is sure to be a noble eye to 
proportion. You cannot look at the elevation of the com¬ 
monest doorway, or the ceiling of a room appropriated to 
the humblest purposes, but you recognise the land of the 
fine arts. You think Michael Angelo has been at the turn¬ 
ing of those arches—at the harmonizing of those beautiful 
varieties of shade, which, by the secret principles common to 
all arts and sciences, affect the mind like a sort of inaudible 
music. The very plasterer who is hired to give the bare 
Avails of some old disused apartment an appearance of orna¬ 
ment, paints his door-ways, his pilasters, and his borders of 
leaves, in a bold style of relief and illusion, which would 
astonish the doubtful hand of many an English student “ in 
the higher walks of art. 15 It must be observed, however, that 
this is a piece of good taste which seems to have survived 
most others, and to have been kept up by the objects on which 
it works; for the arts are at present lying fallow in Italy, 
waiting for better times. 

I was so taken up, on my arrival at Pisa, with friends and 
their better novelties, that I foi'got even to look about me for 
the Leaning Tower. You lose sight of it on entering the 
town, unless you come in at the Lucca gate. On the Sunday 
following, however, I went to see it, and the spot where it 
stands, in illustrious company. Forsyth, a late traveller of 
much shrewdness and pith (though a want of car, and an 
affectation of ultra good sense, rendered him in some respects 
extremely unfit for a critic on Italy—as when he puts music 
and perfumery on a level!), had been beforehand with the 
spot in putting this idea in my head. 11 Pisa,” says he, 
u while the capital of a republic, was celebrated for its pro¬ 
fusion of marble, its patrician towers, and its grave magni¬ 
ficence. It still can boast some marble churches, a marble 
palace, and a marble bridge. Its towers, though no longer a 
mark of nobility, may be traced in the walls of modernized 
houses. It 3 gravity pervades every street; but its magnifi¬ 
cence is now confined to one sacred corner. There stand the 
Cathedral, the Baptistery, the Leaning Tower, and the Campo 
Santo; all built of the same marble, all varieties of the same 
architecture, all venerable with years, and fortunate both in 
their society and in their solitude.” 
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I know not whether my first sensation at the sight of the 
Leaning Tower, was admiration of its extreme beauty, or 
astonishment at its posture. Its beauty has never been suffi¬ 
ciently praised. Its overhanging seems to menace the houses 
beneath it with destruction. The inclination is fourteen feet 
out of the perpendicular. We are amazed that people should 
build houses underneath it, till we recollect that it has pro¬ 
bably stood thus ever since it was built, that is to say, for 
nearly six hundred and fifty years; and that habit reconciles 
ns to anything. Something of a curve backwards is given to 
it. The structure was begun by a German artist, William of 
Inspruelc, and finished by Italians. Several other towers in 
I’isa including the Observatory, have a manifest inclination, 
owing to the wane cause,—the sinking of the soil, which is 
light” sandy, and full of springs.* 

With regard to the company in which it stands, let the 
reader imagine a broad grass-walk, standing in the solitary 
part, of a country town. Let him suppose at one end of this 
walk the Leaning 'Power, with a row of small but elegant 
houses right under the inclination, and looking down the 
grass-plot'; the Baptistery, a rotunda, standing by itself at the 
opposite end; the public hospital, an extremely neat and quiet 
building, occupying the principal length of the road which 
borders the grass-plot cm one side; on the other side, and on 
the grass itself, the cathedral, stretching between the Leaning 
Tower and the Baptistery; and lastly, at the hack of the 
cathedral, and visible between the openings at its two ends, 
the Campo .Santo (Holy Field) or burial-ground, walled in 
with marble cloisters full of the oldest, paintings in Italy. All 
these buildings are detached; they all stand in a bee, open 
situation; they all look as il they were built hut a ycai ago; 
they are all of marble; the whole placet is kept extremely 
clean,—the very grass in a state of greenness not common to 
turf in tint south; and there arc trees looking upon^it over a 
wall next the Baptistery. Let the reader add to this scene a 
few hoys playing about, all ready to answer your questions in 
pure Tuscan,—women occasionally passing with veils or bare 

* Upon reflection, since the appearance of the first edition of this 
book, I cannot help thinking, after all, that the inclination of this 
famous tower so much out of the perpendicular, must have taken place 
long after it was completed; that it was left standing as it does, after 
lonjz and anxious watching for the consequences; and that anything 
which architecture may have done by way of counteraction, could 
only have ensued upon experience of the tower’s safety. 
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heads, or now and then a couple of friars; and though finer 
individual sights may be found in the world, it will be difficult 
to cope upon an assemblage of objects more rich in their 
combination. 

The Baptistery is a large rotunda, richly carved, and appro¬ 
priated solely to the purpose after which it was christened. 
It is in a mixed style, and was built in the twelfth century. 
Forsyth, who is deep in arches and polygons, objects to the 
crowd of unnecessary columns; to the “hideous tunnel which 
conceals the fine swell of the cupola;” and to the appro¬ 
priation of so large an edifice to a christening. The “ tunnel” 
may deserve his “ wrath; ” but his architectural learning some¬ 
times behaves as ill as the tunnel. It obscures his better 
taste. A christening, in the eyes of a good Catholic, is at 
least as important an object as a rotunda; and there is a re¬ 
ligious sentiment in the profusion with which ornament is 
heaped upon edifices of this nature. It forms a beauty of 
itself, and gives even mediocrity a sort of abundance of inten¬ 
tion that looks like the wealth of genius. The materials take 
leave of their materiality, and crowd together into a worship 
of their own. It is no longer “let everything” only “that 
has breath praise the Lord;” but let everything else praise 
him, and take a meaning and life accordingly. Let column 
obscure column, as in a multitude of men; let arch strain 
upon arch, as if to ascend to heaven* let there be infinite 
details, conglomerations, mysteries, lights, darknesses; and 
let the birth of a new soul be celebrated in the midst of all. 

The cathedral is in the Greek style of the middle ages, a 
style which this writer thinks should rather be called the 
Lombard, “ as it appeared in Italy first under the Lombard 
princes.” . He says, that it includes “ whatever was grand or 
beautiful in the works of the middle ages; ” and that “ tins 
was perhaps the noblest of them all.” He proceeds to find 
fault with certain incongruities, amongst which are some 
remains of Pagan sculpture left standing in a Christian church; 
but he enthusiastically admires the pillars of oriental granite 
that support the roof. The outside of the building consists 
of mere heaps of marble, mounting by huge steps to the roof; 
but their simplicity as well as size gives them a new sort of 
grandeur; and Mr. Forsyth has overlooked the extraordinary 
sculpture of the bronze doors, worthy of the same hand that 
made those others at Florence, which Michael Angelo said 
were fit to be the gates of Paradise. It is divided into com- 
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colours, and antiquity of the old paintings wonderfully har¬ 
monized with the nature of the place. I chose to go towards 
evening, when I saw it again; and though the sunset came 
upon me too fast to allow me to see all the pictures as minutely 
as I could have wished, I saw enough to warrant my giving 
an opinion of them ; and I again had the pleasure of standing 
in the spot at twilight. It is an oblong enclosure, about the 
size of Stratford Place, and surrounded with cloisters wider 
and lighter than those of Westminster. At least, such was my 
impression. The middle is grassed earth, the surface of which, 
for some depth, is said to have been brought from Palestine at 
the time of the crusades, and to possess the virtue of decom¬ 
posing bodies in the course of a few hours. The tradition is, 
that Ubaldo Lanfranchi, Archbishop of Pisa, who commanded 
the forces contributed by his countrymen, brought the earth 
away with him in his ships ; but though such a proceeding 
would not have been impossible, the story is now, I believe, 
regarded as a mere legend. The decomposition of the bodies 
might have been effected by other means. Persons are buried 
both in this enclosure and in the cloisters, but only persons of 
rank or celebrity. Most of the inscriptions for instance (of 
which there are some hundreds, all on marble, and mixed 
with busts and figures), are to the memory of Pisans in the 
rank of nobility; but there are several also to artists and men 
of letters. The most interesting grave is that of Benozzo, 
one of the old painters, who lies at the feet of his works. 

The paintings on the walls, the great glory of Pisa, are by 
Orgagna, Simon Memini, Giotto, Bulfalmacco, Benozzo, and 
others—all more or less renowned by illustrious pens; all, 
with more or less gusto, the true and reverend harbingers of 
the greatest painters of Italy. Simon Memmi is the artist 
celebrated by Petrarch for his portrait of Laura; BufFalmacco 
is the mad wag (grave enough here) who cuts such a figure in 
the old Italian novels; and Giotto, the greatest of them all, is 
the friend of Dante, the hander down of his likeness to pos¬ 
terity, and himself the Dante of his art, without the drawbacks 
of satire and sorrow. His works have the same real character, 
the imaginative mixture of things familiar with things un¬ 
earthly, the same strenuous and (when they choose) gentle 
expression,—in short, the same true discernment of the “ dif¬ 
ferences of things,” now grappling with a fiend or a fierce 
thought, now sympathising with fear and sorrow, now setting 
hard the teeth of grim warriors, now dissolving in the looks 









AUTOHIOOttAPHY OF XiEKUI HUNT. 


8nt 

and flawing tresses of women, or putting a young gallant in 
mi attitude to which Raphael might have traced liLs cavaliers. 

Ami this is more or less the character of the very oldest pic- 
tun-; in tho Campu Santo. 'Huy have the germs of beauty 
and. greatness, however obscured ami stiffened ; the struggle 
of true pictorial feeling with the inexperience of art As you ! 
proceed along the walls, you see gracefulness and knowledge 
gradually helping one another, and legs and arms, lights, 
Aides, and details of all sorts taking their proper measures !' 
and positions, as if every separate 1 thing m the world of paint- 
iug lad hems ereated with repeated efforts, till it answered the 
fair idea. They are like a dream of humanity during the 
iwUrdu of creation, 

I lave aheady mentioned that the pictures are painted on 
the walls of the fair cloisters, 'They occupy the greater part 
rf the elevation of these walls, beginning at top and finishing 
at a reasonable distance from the pavement The subjects 
are front the Old Testament up to the time of Solomon, from 
the legends of the middle umsg particularly St Ranieri (the | 
pah on atnt A IT a) and from the history of the Crucifixion, 
ip- aro af si, Ae, with the Day of Judgment. There is also 
a hinmph of Death. The colours of some of them, espe- 
riallv of the Ay and whip in the voyage of St, Ranieri, are 
wonderfully ptuwmvd. The Ay lodks an blue as the finest j 
i*nt of doom. But others are muelt injured hy the sea air, ! 

which blows info IIsi; and it U a pity that the windows of j 

the cloisters in these quarters art* not giu'/ed, to protect them 
its tii further injury. The beat Idea, perhaps, which I can J 
id* e an KitglDliuinu of the general character of the paintings, 

D be referring him to the engraungs of Albert Durer, and 
tip* Wiens parts of Chaucer, There Lh the name want of pro- 
p. j» *** * fmsae * tic* same interne feeling of tin*, human being, 
bah in body and 5oul*»««tlie name bookish, romantic, and re- 
iliet chataeter -the name evidences, in short, of antiquity 
md columntmnenb weak (where it hi weak) for want of a 
m«nhd art and language, but strung for that very rtwi in first 
nnptil and in putting down all that is felt. An old poet, . 

tinwrviT, id way .ii ban the advantage of an old painter, because j 
lie is tpit bound to a visible exhibition of arms, legs, and atti- I 
tildes, and thus ineapes the artistical detecta of the time. But i 
they truly Blunt rate, one another, Chaucers Duke 1 heseus, 
clothed and behaving accordingly *-*hm yawning courtiers, 
wito thank King Cainlm/eau for dismissing them to bod lus 
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god Janus keeping Christmas with his fireside and his dish of 
brawn, &c.—exhibit the same fantastic mixtures of violated 
costume and truth of nature. The way in which the great 
old poet mingles together personages of all times, nations, and 
religions, real and fictitious, Samson and Turnus with Socrates, 
Ovid with St. Augustin, &c., and his descriptions of actual 
“ purtreyings on a wall,” in which are exhibited, in one and 
the same scene, Narcissus, Solomon, Venus, Croesus, and 
“the porter Idleness,” resemble the manner in which some of 
the painters in the Campo Santo defy all perspective, and fill 
one picture with twenty different solitudes. There is a paint¬ 
ing, for instance, devoted to the celebrated anchorites, or her¬ 
mits of the desert. They are represented according to their 
several legends—reading, dying, undergoing temptations, as¬ 
sisted by lions, &c. At first they all look like fantastic actors 
in the same piece ; but you dream, and are reconciled. 

The contempt of everything like interval, and of all which 
may have happened in it, makes the ordinary events of life 
seem of as little moment; and the mind is exclusively occu¬ 
pied with the sacred old men and their solitudes, all at the 
same time, and yet each by himself. The manner in which 
some of the hoary saints in these pictures pore over their 
books, and carry their decrepit old age, full of a bent and 
absorbed feebleness—the set limbs of the warriors on horse¬ 
back—the sidelong unequivocal looks of some of the ladies 
playing on harps, and conscious of their ornaments-—the 
people of fashion, seated in rows, with Time coming up un¬ 
awares to destroy them—the other rows of elders and doctors 
of the church, forming part of the array of heaven—the 
uplifted hand of Christ denouncing the wicked at the Day of 
Judgment—the daring satires occasionally introduced against 
monks and nuns—the profusion of attitudes, expressions, 
incidents, broad draperies, ornaments of all sorts, visions, 
mountains, ghastly-looking cities, fiends, angels, sibylline old 
women, dancers, virgin brides, mothers and children, princes, 
patriarchs, dying saints;—it would be a simply blind injustice 
to the superabundance and truth of conception in all this 
multitude of imagery not to recognise the real inspirers as 
well as harbingers of Eaphael and Michael Angelo, instead of 
confining the honour to the Masaccios and Poruginos. The 
Masaccios and Pernginos, for all that ever I saw, meritorious 
as they are, are no more to be compared with then; than the 
sonneteers of Henry the Eighth’s time are to bo computed 
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sit in shade at their doors in the hottest weather, so that it 
cannot look so solitary as many parts of London at the same 
time of the year; and though it is true that grass grows in 
some of the streets, it is only in the remotest. The streets, 
for the most part, are kept very neat and clean, not excepting 
the poorest alleys ; a benefit arising not only from the fine 
pavement which is everywhere to be found, but from the wise 
use to which criminals are put. The punishment of death is 
not kept up in Tuscany. Robbers, and even murderers, are 
made to atone for the ill they have done by the good works 
of sweeping and keeping clean. A great murderer on the 
English stage used formerly to be dressed in a suit of brick- 
dust. In Tuscany, or at least in Pisa, robbers condemned to 
this punishment are clothed in a red livery, and murderers in 
a yellow. A stranger looks with a feeling more grave than 
curiosity at these saffron-coloured anomalies quietly doing 
their duty in the streets, and not seeming to avoid observa¬ 
tion. But, in fact, they look just like other men. They are 
either too healthy by temperance and exercise to exhibit a con¬ 
science, or think they make up by their labour for so trifling 
an ebullition of animal spirits. And they have a good deal 
to say for themselves, considering that circumstances modify 
all men,, and that the labour is in chains and for life. 

The inhabitants of Pisa, in general, are not reckoned a 
favourable specimen of Tuscan looks. You are sure to meet 
fine faces in any large assembly, but the common run is bad 
enough. They are hard, prematurely aged, and what ex¬ 
pression there is, is worldly. Some of them have no expres¬ 
sion whatever, but are as destitute of speculation and feeling 
as masks. The bad Italian face and the good Italian face are 
the extremes of insensibility and the reverse. But it is rare 
that the eyes are not fine; and the females have a profusion 
of good hair. Lady Morgan has remarked the promising 
countenances of Italian children, compared with what they 
turn out to be as they grow older; and she adds, with equal 
justice, that it is an evident affair of government and educa¬ 
tion. You doubly pity the corruptions of a people who, be¬ 
sides^ their natural genius, preserve in the very midst of their 
sophistication a frankness distinct from it, and an entire free¬ 
dom from affectation. An Italian annoys you neither with 
his pride like an Englishman, nor with his vanity like a 
Frenchman.^ He is quiet and natural, self-possessed without 
wrapping himself up in a corner, and ready for cheerfulness 
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without grimace. His frankness sometimes takes the air of a 
simplicity, at once misplaced and touching. A young manj 
who exhibited a taste for all good and generous sentiments, 
and who, according to the representation of his friends, was 
a very worthy as well as ingenious person, did not scruple to 
tell me one day, as a matter of course, that he made a point 
of getting acquainted with rich families, purely to be invited 
to their houses and partake of their good things. Many an 
Englishman would do this, but he would hardly be so frank 
about it, especially to a stranger ; nor would an Englishman 
of the same tastes in other respects be easily found to act so. 
But it is the old story of “ following the multitude to do evil, 51 
and is no doubt accounted a matter of necessity and common 

sense. ‘ , 

There seems a good deal of talent for music among the 
Pisans, which doe 3 not know how to make its way.^ lou 
never hear the poorest melody, but somebody strikes in with 
what he can muster up of a harmony. Boys go about of an 
evening, and parties sit at their doors, singing popular airs, 
and hanging as long as possible on the last chord. It is not 
an uncommon thing for gentlemen to play their guitars as 
they go along to a party. I heard one evening a voice singing 
past a window, that would not have disgraced an opera ; and^ 
I once walked behind a common post-boy, who, in default of 
having another to help him to a harmony, contrived to make 
chords of all his notes, by rapidly sounding the second and 
the treble, one after the other. The whole people are bitten 
with a new song, and hardly sing anything else till the next. 
There were two epidemic airs of this kind when I was there, 
which had been imported from Florence, and which the in- 
habitants sang from morning till night, though they were 
nothing remarkable. Yet Pisa is said to be the least fond of 
music of any city in Tuscany. _ 

Pisa is a tranquil, an imposing, and even now a beautiful 
and stately city. It looks like what it is, the residence of an 
university : many parts of it seem made up of colleges ; and 
we feel as if we ought to “ walk gowned.” It possesses the 
Campo Santo; its river is the river of Tuscan poetry, and 
furnished Michael Angelo with the subject of his cartoon ,, 
and it disputes with Florence the birth of G-alileo. Here, at 
all events, the great astronomer studied and taught. here hii 
mind was born, and another great impulse given to the pro** 
gress of philosophy and liberal opinion. 


309 


CHAPTER XX. 

GENOA. 

Towards the end of September, Lord Byron and myself, in 
different parties, left Pisa for Genoa. Tuscany had been ren¬ 
dered uncomfortable to him by the misadventures both there 
and at Leghorn ; and at Genoa he would hover on the borders 
of his inclination for Greece. Perhaps he had already made 
arrangements for going thither. 

On our way to Genoa we met at Lerici. He had an illness 
at that place; and all my melancholy was put to its height by 
seeing the spot which my departed friend had lived in, and his 
solitary mansion on the sea-shore. Lerici is wild and retired, 
with a bay and rocky eminences; the people suited to it, 
something between inhabitants of sea and land. In the sum¬ 
mer time they will be up all night dabbling in the water and 
making wild noises. Here Trelawny joined us. He took me 
to the Villa Magni (the house just alluded to); and we paced 
over its empty rooms and neglected garden. The sea fawned 
upon the shore, as though it could do no harm. 

At Lerici we had an earthquake. The shock was the 
smartest we experienced in Italy. At Pisa there had been 
a dull intimation of one, such as happens in that city about 
once in three years. In the neighbourhood of Florence we 
had another, less dull, but lasting only for an instant. It was 
exactly as if somebody with a strong hand had jerked a pole 
up against the ceiling of the lower room right under one’s feet. 
This was at Maiano, among the Fiesolan hills. People came 
out of their rooms, and inquired of one another what was the 
matter. At Lerici I awoke at dawn with an extraordinary 
sensation, and directly afterwards the earthquake took place. 
It was strong enough to shake the pictures on the wall; and 
it lasted a sufficient time to resemble the rolling of a waggon 
under an archway, which it did both in noise and movement. 
I got up and went to the window. The people were already 
collecting in the open place beneath it; and I heard, in the 
clear morning air, the word Terremoto (earthquake) repeated 
from one to another. The sensation for the next ten minutes 
or so was very distressing. You expected the shock to come 
again, and to be worse. However, we had no more of it. 
We congratulated ourselves the more, because there was a 
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tower on a rock just above our heads, which would have stood 
upon no ceremony with our inn. They told us, if I remember, 
that they had an earthquake on this part of the coast of Italy 
about once every five years. Italy is a land of volcanoes, more 
or less subdued. It is a great grapery, built over a fiue. If 
the earthquake did not come, it was thought the crops were 
not so good. 

From Lerici we proceeded part of our way by water, as far 
as Sestri. Lord Byron went in a private boat; Trelawny in 
another; myself and family in a felucca. It was pretty to 
see the boats with their white sails, gliding by the rocks over 
that blue sea. A little breeze coming on, our seamen were 
afraid, and put into Porto Venere, a deserted town a short 
distance from Lerici. 

After resting a few hours, we put forth again, and had a 
lazy,- sunny passage to Sestri, where a crowd of people assailed 
us, like savages at an island, for our patronage and portman¬ 
teaux. They were robust, clamorous, fishy fellows, like so 
many children of the Tritons in Raphael’s pictures; as if those 
plebeian gods of the sea had been making love to Italian 
chambermaids. Italian goddesses have shown a taste not un¬ 
similar, and more condescending; and English ones, too, in 
Italy, if scandal is to be believed. But Naples is the head¬ 
quarters of this overgrowth of wild luxury. Maidno, a 
Neapolitan, may have had it in his eye when he wrote that 
fine sonnet of his, full of gusto, brawny and bearded, about 
Triton pursuing Cymothoe. (See Pamaso Italmio, tom. 41, 

p. 10.) 

From Sestri we proceeded over the maritime part of the 
Apennines to Genoa. Their character is of the least interest¬ 
ing sort of any mountains, being neither distinct nor wooded ; 
but undulating, barren, and coarse; without any grandeur but 
what arises from an excess of that nppeai'ance. They lie in a 
succession of great doughy billows, like so much enormous 
pudding, or petrified mud. 

Genoa again!—With what different feelings we beheld it 
from those which enchanted us the first time 1 Mrs. Shelley, 
who preceded us, had found houses both for Lord Byron’s 
family and my own at Albaro, a neighbouring village on a MIL 
We were to live in the same house with her; and in the Casa 
Negrotto we accordingly found an English welcome. There 
•were forty rooms in it, some of them such as would be con¬ 
sidered splendid in England, and all neat and new, with 
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borders and arabesques. The balcony and staircase were of 
marble; and there was a little flower-garden. The rent of 
this house was twenty pounds a year. Lord Byron paid four- 
and-twenty for his, which was older and more imposing, and 
a good piece of ground. It was called the Casa Saluzzi * 
Mr. Landor and his family had occupied a house in the same 
village—the Casa Pallavicini. He has recorded an interesting 
dialogue that took place in it.’j' Of Albaro, and the city itselfj 
X shall speak more at large in the course of the chapter. 5 
The Genoese post brought us the first number of our new 
quarterly, the Liberal , accompanied both with hopes and fears, 
the latter of which were too speedily realized. Living now in 
a separate house from Lord Byron, I saw less of him than 
before ; and, under all the circumstances, it was as well: for 
though we had always been on what are called “ good terms,” 
the cordiality did not increase. His friends in England, who, 
after what had lately taken place there in his instance, were 
opposed, naturally enough, to his opening new fields of pub¬ 
licity, did what they could to prevent his taking a hearty 
interest in the Liberal; and I must confess that I did not 
mend the matter by my own inability to fall in cordially with 
bis ways, and by a certain jealousy of my position, which pre¬ 
vented me, neither very wisely nor justly, from manifesting 
the admiration due to his genius, and reading the manuscripts 
be showed me with a becoming amount of thanks and good 
words. I think he had a right to feel this want of accord in 
a companion, whatever might be its value. A dozen years 
later, reflection would have made me act very differently. At 
the same time, though the Liberal had no mean success, he 
unquestionably looked to its having a far greater; and the 
result of all these combined chcumstances was, that the in¬ 
terest he took in it cooled in proportion as it should have 
grown warm, and after four numbers it ceased. They were 
all published during our residence in this part of Italy. Lord 
Byron contributed some poems, to which his customary pub¬ 
lisher had objected on account of their fault-finding in Church 
and State, and their critical attacks on acquaintances. Among 

* Are the Saluzzi family from Chaucer's Country of Saluces , whose 
c< Markis ” married the patient Griselda? Saluces was in the mari¬ 
time Apennines, by Piedmont, and might have originated a family of 
Genoese nobles. Classical and romantic associations meet us in such 
Abundance at every turn in Italy, that upon the least hint a book 
gpeaketh. 

Imaginary Conversations , rol. i. p. 179, second edition. 
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tliem was the Vision of Judgment , tlie best satire since the 
days of Pope. Churchill’s satires, compared with it, are 
bludgeons compared with steel of Damascus. Hazlitt contri¬ 
buted some of the most entertaining of his vigorous essays; 
and Shelley had left us his masterly translation of the May- 
Day Night in Faust . As to myself, if I may speak of my 
own articles after these, I wrote by far the greater number,— 
perhaps nearly half the publication ; but I was ill ; and with 
the exception of one or two, I hope they were not among iny 
best. This, however, did not hinder great puzzlement among 
the critics of that day. I say it with not the slightest inten¬ 
tion of self-compliment; and I should think him a very dull 
fellow who supposed it. 

Puzzlement and posement of various sorts awaited many 
readers of the Liberal. A periodical work which is under¬ 
stood to be written by known authors, whose names are, 
nevertheless, unaffixed to their contributions, has the disad¬ 
vantage of hazarding uneasiness to the minds of such readers 
as pique themselves on knowing a man’s style without really 
being sure of it. They long to assign the articles to this and 
that author, but they fear to be mistaken. The perplexity 
irritates them; they are forced to wait the judgments of 
others; and they willingly comfort the wound given to their 
self-love by siding with such as are unfavourable, and pro¬ 
nouncing the articles to be of an undistinguishab 1 e mediocrity. 
I do not knowhow far this kind of dilemma may have injured 
the Liberal. I suspect it liad no little effect. But what must 
have exasperated, while it consoled it, critics of an opposite 
kind were sometimes as much in the wrong as the former 
wefe afraid of being. A signal instance occurred in the case 
of a writer not disesteemed in his clay, whose name I suppress, 
because the mention of it might disconcert some relation. 
One of the poems in the Liberal is entitled the Book of 
Beginnings. Its subject is poetical exordiums. The writer 
in question attributed it to Lord Byron; and after denouncing 
the “atheists and scoffers,” by whom, he said, his lordship 
had been “ led into defiance of the sacred writings,” thus pro¬ 
ceeded to notice a religious passage from Dryden, which was 
quoted with admiration in the notes to the poem :— 

“ fn vain was Lord Byron led into the defiance of the sacred 
writings; there are passages in his letters and in his works which 
show that religion might have been in his soul. Could he recite the 
following lines and resist the force of them? It is true that he marks 
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them for fclio beauty of fclio verse, but no less for the sublimity of the 
conception; and I cannot hut hope that, had he lived, he would have 
proved another instance of genius bowing to the power ot truth.’ 

Now the poem in question, and the notes to it, were written 
by myself, one of those “ atheists and scoffers” (according to 
this gentleman), by whom the supposed writer of the poem 
had been “ led into defiance of the sacred writings.•’ 

This person knew as little of my religion as he knew of an 
author's manner. Among these same notes of mine is the 
following passage 

« What divine plays would not Beaumont and Fletcher have left 
us, if they lnul not been fine gentlemen about town, and ambitious to 
please a perishing generation! Their muse is like an accomplished 
country beauty, of the most exquisite kind, seduced up to town, and 
made familiar with the most devilish parts of it, yet retaining, through 
all her debauchery, a sweet regret and an adoring fondness for nature. 
She has lilies about her paint and patch-boxes, and loves them almost 
as much as when she was a child.” 

I do not think that the author of Don Juan was accus¬ 
tomed to make critical reileetious of that sorL X do not 
allude, of course, to tho writing, but to flic sentiment. But 
the poem was written in flu*, stanza of Don Juan, and, there¬ 
fore, his Lordship was to lu* complimented with the religion 
of it, at the expense of his 

I will take this opportunity of recording some, more anec¬ 
dotes as they occur to me. My neighbour and myself used 
to walk in the grounds of the h *asa Saluzzi ; talking lim the 
most, part- of inditferent things, and endeavouring to joke 
awav the consciousness of our position. \\ e joked even upon 
our differences of opinion. It was a jest, between us, that, 
the only book that was a thoimigh favourite mi both sides, 
was Boswell's JJ/r <j' Johnatni. I used to talk of Johnson 
when 1 saw him disturbed, or when I wished to avoid other 
suhjeets, lie asked me one dav how 1 should have felt ill 
Johnson's eompauy, 1 said if was dillieulf to judge; because, 
living in other thues, and ones eharaeler being modified by 
them,' I could not help thinking of myself as l was now, and 
Johnson as lie was in times previous : so that; it appeared 
to me that 1 should have been somewhat “ Jacobinical ” in 
his company, and not. disposed to put up with his ipsa (ILrite. 
He. said that. u Johnson would have awed him, he treated 
lords with co mueh respect.” The. reader, after what I have 
lately said, will see what was* at the. bottom of these remarks 
vubutU sides. Had the quertiou been asked me xmw, I should 
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have said, that I loved Johnson, and hope I should have 
shown him all due homage ; though I think I should have 
been inclined sometimes to contest his conclusions more than 
they are contested by his interlocutors in Boswell. Lord 
Byron liked to imitate Johnson, and say, “ Why, sir,” in a 
high mouthing way, rising, and looking about him. His 
imitation was very pleasant. 

It is a credit to my noble friend, that he was by far the 
pleasantest when he had got a little wine in his head. The 
only time I invited myself to dine with him, I told him I did 
it on that account, and that I meant to push the bottle so that 
he should intoxicate me with his good company. He said he 
would have a set-to ; but he never did. It was a little before 
he left Italy; and there was a point in contest between us 
(not regarding myself) which he thought perhaps I should 
persuade him to give up. When in his cups, which was not 
often nor immoderately, he was inclined to be tender ; but 
not weakly so, nor lachrymose. I know not how it might 
have been with everybody, but he paid me the compliment of 
being excited to his very best feelings; and when I rose late 
to go away, he would hold me down, and say with a look of 
entreaty, u Not yet.” Then it was that I seemed to talk with 
the proper natural Byron as he ought to have been ; and I 
used to think there was not a sacrifice which I could not have 
made to keep him in that temper, and see his friends love him 
as much as the world admired. But I ought to have made 
the sacrifice at once. I should have broken the ice between 
us which had been generated on points of literary predilec¬ 
tion; and admired, and shown that I admired, as I ought to 
have done, his admirable genius. It was not only an over¬ 
sight in me; it was a want of friendship. Friendship ought 
to have made me discover what less cordial feelings had kept 
me blind to. Next morning the happy moment had gone, 
and nothing remained but to despair and joke. 

In his wine he would volunteer an imitation of somebody, 
generally of Incledon. He was not a good mimic in the de¬ 
tail, but he could give a lively broad sketch; and over his 
cups his imitations were good-natured, which was not always 
the case at other times. His Incledon was vocal. I made 
pretensions to the oratorical part; and between us we boasted 
that we made up the entire phenomenon. He would some¬ 
times, however, give a happy comprehensive idea of a per¬ 
son’s manner and turn of mind by the utterance of a single 
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phrase, or even word. Thus he would pleasantly pretend 
that Braham called “ enthusiasm” entoozymoozy ; and in the 
extraordinary combination of lightness, haste, indifference, 
and fervour with which he would pitch out that single word 
from his lips, accompanied with a gesture to correspond, he 
would really set before you the admirable singer in one of his 
(then) characteristic passages of stage dialogue. He did not 
live to see Braham become an exception in his dialogue as in 
his singing. 

Lord Byron left Italy for Greece, and our conversation was 
at an end. I will, therefore, request the reader’s company in 
a walk with me about Genoa. 

Genoa is truly “ Genoa the Superb.” Its finest aspect is 
from the sea, and from the sea I first beheld it. Imagine a 
glorious amphitheatre of white houses, with mountains on 
each side and at the back. The base is composed of the city 
with its churches and shipping; the other houses are country 
seats, looking out, one above the other, up the hill. To tire 
left are the Alps with their snowy tops : to the right, and for 
the back, are the Apennines. This is Genoa. It is situate at 
the very angle of the pointed gulf, which is called after its 
name, and which presents on either side, as you sail up it, 
white villages, country seats, and olive groves. 

When we first saw Genoa, which was the first Italian city 
we beheld, our notions of the Italian countenance were for¬ 
midably startled by the pilot-boat, which came out to offer 
its assistance in conducting us by the mole. The mole had 
been injured greatly by the storms of the preceding winter. 
The boat contained, I thought, as ugly a set of faces as could 
well have been brought together. It was a very neat boat, 
and the pilots were singularly neat and clean in their persons; 
but their faces l My wife looked at me as much as to say, 
“ Arc these our fine southern heads ? ” The children looked 
at me; we all looked at one another: and what was very in¬ 
hospitable, the pilots all looked at us. The sun was in their 
eyes; and there they sat on their oars, grinning up at us, and 
bargaining with the captain. The older ones were like 
monkeys; the younger like half-withered masks — hard, 
stony, and pale. 

The first sight of Italian women disappointed us almost as 
much as Italian men, because we expected still more of them. 
Of course, had we seen them first, they would have disap¬ 
pointed us more. But I afterwards found, that as you ascended 
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amonff the more educated classes, the faces improved; and 1 
CrLscn to believe, that most of Urn"£ 
in Boats deceived us as to tlieir rank m this respect, in 
Italy gentlemen do not look so much like gentlemen as in 
e 3»T“«* *1« g~tcr.»umbers cf women who Wk 
like ladies. This is partly owing to their dress. In Gen 
narticularly, the out-of-door head-dress for women 0 

Ss is a y ’white veil; and an Englishman unac^stome^ 

-pg this niece of drapery upon common heads, and observing, 
besides, the stateliness with which female Italians carry* em' 
selves, thinks he is oftener looking at gentlewomen than he is. 

W. had not been long in harbom before ™; mqmr^ w.ft 
all the eagerness of voyagers, for our fresh provisaons l 
Italy, we also looked for our fresh heaps of fruit , and we ha 
“em’-in <dl the hmrny of ba.kffi and ‘ 

cheapness that made us laugh. Grapes were not m seas ° , 
but there were figs, apricots, fresh almonds 0 ™ n S e !’| e ^ 
and gigantic cherries, as fine as they were large. We also 
took live of our biscuit for excellent tread ; and had^n^ 
brought to us in bottles, which were stopped with vine lea 
The mutton turned out to be kid, and lean enoug ’ 
was a novelty, and we ate it upon a principle of inquiry. 
An excellent light wine accompanied our repastdrun, ^ 
£ little cautious glasses, like our “ hot mtoxicatmg liquor, 
but out of tumblers. It was just threepence En 0 \is q • 

It had, notwithstanding its lightness, a real1 b « d y- an 

both looked and tasted like a sort of claret ; but we weie 

ciorrv to find it was French, and not Italian. As to the truit, 
EXApetone. i. o.e iord.-the apricots, very toe ones, 

'''*SnSr.f a e»~ is . ha.ds.me one, profuse of good 
,J„!crS«,ic.; and the atamla.ee cf cvc.yv.bcrc, 

the whiteness of the houses, and the blueness of the sky, cast, 
S first sight, an extraordinary look of lightness andcleanli- 
ness upon everything. Nor are you d.sappomted m Genoa, 
as people are at Lisbon, between the fairness of the loolc 
side and the dirt within. 'I'he large wrinkled features of the 
old women, with their uncapped gray hair, strike you at first 
as singularly plain: so do the people m general, but eiery 
thin^°looks clean and neat, and frill of the smart bustle of a 
commercial city. What surprises you is' 
the streets As soon as you Have passed the gate, you thmi 
you have entered upon a lane, remarkably good indeed for a 
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lane,*—a sort of Bond Street of an alley,—but yon have no 
suspicion that it is a street, and of the ordinary dimensions. 
The shops also, though neat, are entirely open, like English 
potato shops, or at best like some of the little comb shops now 
rarely to be seen in London. I mean, they have no windows, 
or such walls as would hold them. After entering this street, 
you soon come upon the public place, or exchange, which is a 
very fair one. You cross over this into the principal street, 
or street of goldsmiths, full of shops in which trinkets are 
sold, including a world of crosses and other Christian emblems, 
and huge ear-rings. It is the custom in several parts of Italy 
for girls to carry their marriage portion about with them, in 
the shape of gold ear-rings and crosses; and no maid-servant 
thinks herself properly dressed on mass-days without an¬ 
nouncing, in this way, that she is equally fit for heaven and a 
husband. The gold is very thin, but solidity is made up for 
by the length and width of the ornaments; and the ear-rings 
are often heavy enough to tear through the lobes of the ears. 
Imagine a brown, black-eyed girl, with her thick hair done 
up in combs, a white veil over it, a coloured, sometimes a 
white gown, large dangling gold ornaments at her ears and 
bosom, and perhaps bare feet or tattered shoes, and you have 
the complete portrait of a Genoese maid-servant or peasant 
girl, issuing forth to church or to a dance. The men of all 
classes dress more like the same classes in other countries, 
with an exception, however, as before noticed, in favour of 
the humbler ones. Yet you often see the old Genoese cap, 
and you notice a set of porters from Bergamo, who wear a 
puckered kilt. They are a good-looking race, and are esteemed 
for their honesty. The burdens they carry are enormous. 
The labourer of Italy often shows his propensity to a piece of 
drapery, by hanging his jacket over his shoulders with the 
sleeves dangling; a custom naturally prompted by the heat. 

In England we have delicate names for some of our streets 
and alleys. There is Love Lane, Maiden Lane, Garden Court, 
Green Arbour Court, &c., but in Italy they beat us hollow. 
Pisa has not only Love Street and Lily Street, but Beautiful 
Ladies’ Lane, and the Lane of the Beautiful Towers. In 
Genoa, after passing through Goldsmith Street, and another 
that leads up from it, you came out by the post-office upon 
the Piazza delle Fontane Amorose,—the Place of the Amorous 
Fountains. There is a magnificent mansion in it, containing 
baths; and another, adorned on the outside with paintings of 




318 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP LEIGH HURT. 

festive women. But here all the houses begin to be magnifi¬ 
cent mansions, and you again recognise u Genova la Supefba* 
From the Piazza delle Fontane Amorose you turn into the 
Strada Nuova, which leads round through another sumptuous 
street into the Strada Balbi, fit, says Madame de Stael, for a 
congress of kings. The three streets are literally a succession 
of palaces on each side of the way; and these palaces are of 
costly architecture, and are adorned inside with the works 
of the Italian masters. Marble is lavished everywhere. . It 
is like a street raised by Aladdin, to astonish his father-in- 
law, the Sultan. Yet there is one lamentable deficiency. 
Even these streets are narrow. I do not think the Strada 
Nuova is wider than Bond Street without the pavements. a A 
lane! 51 you cry. Yes, a lane of "Whitehalls, encrusted with 
the richest architecture. Imagine how much the buildings 
lose by this confinement, and then wonder how it could have 
taken place. The alleged reason is, that in a hot country 
shade is wanted, and therefore beauty is sacrificed to utility. 
But the reason is a bad one: for porticos might have been 
used, as at Bologna, and the street made so wide as to render 
the disadvantage to the architecture a comparative nothing. 
The circumstance probably originated in some reasons con¬ 
nected with the ground, or the value of it, and the pressure 
of the population within the then city walls. Some other 
magnificent streets, built subsequently, are wider, though still 
a good deal too narrow. The Genoese have found out, before 
ourselves, the folly*of calling a street New Street; but they 
have not very wisely corrected it by naming one of their last, 
Neiuest Street,—Strada Nuovissima. Upon this principle, 
they must call the next street they build, Newer-than-all- 
street, or Extremely-new-street, or New-of-the-very-newest- 
description-street. They seem to have no idea of calling 
their streets, as we do, after the names of obscure builders 
and proprietors; a very dull custom, and idle piece of vanity; 
especially in a country which abounds in great names. The 
streets of a metropolis ought to exhaust the whole nomen¬ 
clature of great men, national or otherwise, before it begins 
with bricklayers. Nay, it would be handsome to see the 
names of illustrious foreigners mingled with those of the 
nation; and I have no doubt, that as nations become fused 
together by intercourse, such compliments will take place, 
They will be regarded, indeed, as discharges of debts: for who 
does not feel grateful to the wise and good of all countries ? 
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Xu Genoa I first had the pleasure of seeing a religious pro¬ 
fession. I found chairs brought out in one of the streets, 
and well-dressed company seated on each side, as in a music- 
room. In Genoa, some of the streets are paved all over. In 
the rest, the fiat pavement is in the middle, and used both for 
traffic and walking. This, I suppose, originated in a vile 
bustom which they have in several cities of Italy,—-the same 
which Smollett speaks of in the Edinburgh of his time. Acci¬ 
dents frequently occur in consequence; but anything is sooner 
mended than a habit originating in idleness or moral indiffer¬ 
ence; and the inhabitants and the mules go on in their old 
way. But to return to the procession.—The reader must 
imagine a narrow street, with the company as above men¬ 
tioned, and an avenue left for the passage of the spectacle. 
The curiosity expressed in the company’s faces was of a very 
mild description, the next thing to indifference. The music 
was heard at a little distance, then came a bustling sound ot 
feet, and you saw the friars adYancing. Nearly at the head 
of the procession was a little live Virgin, about four years 
old, walking in much state, with a silver-looking crown on her 
head, and a sceptre in her hand. A pleased relation helped 
her along, occasionally righting the crown and sceptre, which 
she bore with all that dignified gravity which children so soon 
imitate. By her side was another grown person, equally 
pleased, supporting a still smaller St. John, dressed in a lamb¬ 
skin, and apparently selected for his office on account of his 
red little waxen cheeks and curly flaxen hair. He did not 
seem quite as much au fait in the matter as the Virgin, but 
was as grave as need be, and not a little heated. A string* of 
clergy followed in their gowns, carrying large lighted wax 
candles, and each one assisted by a personage whose appear- 
■ance was singularly striking to a foreigner from a Protestant 
•country. 

These coadjutors were neither more nor less than the very 
raggedest and dirtiest fellows, old and yonng, in all Genoa. 
There was one to every light. His object was to collect the 
wax that fell from the candles, which he did in a piece of 
paper; and the candle seemed to be made to gutter on pur¬ 
pose, in order to oblige him with as much of it as possible. 
The wax 33 sold by the gainer. I dare say this accompani¬ 
ment of pauperism has a reference to the best doctrines of 
the Christian religion; but it is a singular mistake, and has 
* most unedifying appearance. Poverty should not be in this 
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squalid condition, especially by the side of comfortable clergy* 
men. The faces, too, of the poor fellows had, for the most 
part, all the signs of bad education. Now and then there was 
a head like the beggar who sat for Sir Joshua’s Ugolino,—a 
fine head, but still a beggar. Some were of a portentous 
raffishness. 

As to the priests and friars (for there followed a variety), I 
could not help observing, that, with very few exceptions, the 
countenances grew indifferent and worldly as they grew old. 
A few of the young ones were worthy of the heads in Raphael 
One young man had a saint-like manner with him, casting 
down his eyes, and appearing absorbed in meditation; but I 
thought, when he did cast them up (which he instantly fol¬ 
lowed by casting them down again), it was in approaching the 
young ladies. He had certainly a head fit for an Abelard. 

I spoke just now of a bustle of feet. You do not know at 
first to what the loudness of it is owing, but the secretes 
explained as a large machine approaches, preceded by music. 
This is a group of wax-work as large as life, carried on the 
shoulders of ambling friars; for they are obliged to shuffle 
into that step on account of the weight. It represented, on 
the present occasion, St. Antonio kneeling before the Virgin, 
around whom were little angels fluttering like Cupids. It is 
impossible not to be reminded of Paganism by these spec¬ 
tacles. Indeed, as the Jupiter of the Capitol still sits there 
under his new name of St. Peter, so there is no doubt that 
the ancients, under other names, had these identical proces¬ 
sions. The Cupids remain unaltered. The son of Myrrha 
himself could not look more lover-like than Sant Antonio, 
nor Venus more polite than the Virgin; and the flowers stuck 
all about (the favourite emblem of the Cyprian youth), com¬ 
pleted the likeness to an ancient festival of Adonis. So also 
would the priests have looked in their ancient garments; so 
would have come the music and the torches (paupers excepted); 
and so would the young priests have looked, in passing by the 
young ladies. To see the grandeurs of the Catholic religion, 
you must consult its rarest and most serious festivals, its 
pictures, and its poet Dante. I must not forget, that among 
the musical instruments were violins. One set of friars wore 
cowls over their faces, having holes only to see through, and 
looking extremely hideous,—like executioners. Or were they 
brethren of the benevolent order of the Misericordia, who 
disguise themselves, only the more nobly to attend to any 
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disaster that calls upon them for aid? If so , observe how 
peop e may he calumniated merely in consequence of a speT 
tator s agnorance. Among the persons who showed their faces 
and who did not seem at all ashamed of them, was one lood 
natured, active individual, who ran back, with great vivfdtv 
to encourage the machine-bearers. He looked as much as to 

say, It is hot enough for you, Heaven knows!” and so 
it was. 

Somebody has said, that in the south all the monks look 
like soldiers, and all the soldiers like monks. I dare say this 
might have been the case before the spread of liberal opinions- 
but it is so no longer. In Spain and Portugal it cannot be so 
though the troops quartered in Genoa were for the most part 
under-grown and poor-looking men. The officers, however 
were better. They had a propensity, common, I am told, in 
the south, to overgrown caps and epaulets ; but they had 
otherwise a manly aspect, and looked more like gentlemen 
than any one else. This, indeed, is always the case where 
there is any difference—military habits begetting an air of 
self-possession. The Genoese soldiery were remarkably well- 
dressed They had a bad way of learning their exercise. 
They accompanied every motion—the whole set of men— 
with a loud Ho! just as if a multitude of quick paviors 
were at work. This, besides encouraging noise, must take 
away from a ready dependence on the eye. 

X used often to go to the churches in Genoa and elsewhere. 
X liked their quiet, their coolness, and their richness. Besides, 
I find my own religion in some part or other of all imagina¬ 
tive religions. In one of the churches are pillars of porphyry, 
and several are very imposing; but they struck me upon the 
whole as exhibiting the genius of a commercial rather than a 
tasteful country; as being more weighty and expensive than 
beautiful. There are some good pictures; but by far the 
greater number adorn the houses of the nobility. In all 
Catholic churches, there is an unfortunate mixture of petty 
ornaments with great, of dusty artificial flowers with fine altar- 
pieces, and of wretched little votive pictures, and silver hearts 
and legs, stuck up by the side of the noblest pieces of art. 

This is another custom handed down from antiquity. I 
was reminded of Horace's Ode to Pyrrha , by a painting of a 
shipwreck, in which the wind blew one way and the sails 
another. If a man has got rid of a pain in the pericardium, 
he dedicates a little silver heart to the saint whose assistance 
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he prayed for. If a toe lias been the complaining part, he 
hangs up a toe. The general feeling is good, bnt not so the 
detail. It is affecting, however, to think that many of the 
hearts hung up (and they are by far the most numerous) have 
been owing to pangs of the spirit. 

The most interesting thing I met with in the Genoese 
churches, next to a picture by Raphael and Giulio Romano 
in that of St. Stephen, was a sermon by a friar on W eeping. 
He ■ seemed a popular preacher, and held the attention of his 
audience for a good hour. His exordium was in a gentle and 
restrained voice, but he warmed as he went on, and became 
as loud and authoritative as the tenderness of his subject 
could well permit. He gave us an account of all sorts of 
tears—of the tears of joy and the tears of sorrow, of penitent 
tears, tears of anger, spite, ill-temper, worldly regret, love, 
patience, &c.; and from what I could collect, with an ear 
unaccustomed to hear Italian spoken, a very true, as well as 
full and particular account it was. The style was more florid 
than in our northern sermons. He spoke of murmuring rills 
and warbling nightingales, and admitted all the merits of 
poetical luxury; but in denouncing luxury in general, it was 
curious to hear a stout, jovial-looking friar exhorting his 
auditors to value above all other enjoyments that of weeping 
in solitude. The natives are not likely to be too much 
softened by injunctions of this description. 

The houses in Genoa are very high as well as large. Many 
of them are painted on the outside, not only with pictures, 
but with imitations of architecture; and whatever we may 
think of such a taste, these displays imisfc have looked magni¬ 
ficent when the paintings were first executed. Some of them 
look so now; colours in this beautiful climate retaining their 
vividness for centuries out of doors. But in some instances, 
the paintings being done upon stucco, the latter has partly 
crumbled away, and this gives a shabby, dilapidated appear¬ 
ance to houses otherwise excellent. Nobody seems to think 
of repairing them. It is the same with many of the houses 
unpainted, and with common garden walls, most of which 
must have once made a splendid appearance. The mere spirit 
of commerce has long succeeded to its ancient inclusion of a 
better one; or Genoa would not be what it is in many respects. 
But a Genoese must nevertheless have grand notions of houses; 
especially as in this city, as well as the rest of Italy, shop¬ 
keepers sometimes occupy the ground floors of the finest 
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mansions. _ You shall see a blacksmith or a carpenter looking 

out of a window where you might expect a duchess ' ° 

Neither^Genoa nor even the country around it abounds in 
trees. It is a splendid sea-port of stone and marble, and the 
mountains m the neighbourhood are barren, though thev soon 
begin to be clothed with olive-trees. But among the gigantic 
houses and stone walls you now and then detect a garden 
with its statues and orange-trees; some of the windows have 
vines trailed over them, not in the scanty fashion of our 
creepers, but like great luxuriant green hair hanging over 

the houses eyes; and sometimes the very highest stories have 
a terrace a ong the whole length of the house embowered with 
them. Calling one day upon a gentleman who resided in an 
elevated part of the suburbs, and to get at whose abode I had 
walked through a hot sun and a city of stone, I was agreeably 
surprised, when the door opened, with a long yellow vista of 
an arcade of vines, at once basking in the sun and defending 
from it. In the suburbs there are some orchards in all the 
southern luxuriance of leaves and fruit. In one of these I 
walked among heaps of vines, olives, cherry, orange, and 
almond-trees, and had the pleasure of plucking fresh lemons 
from the bough, a merry old browp gardener, with a great 
straw hat and bare legs, admiring all the while my regard for 
those commonplaces, and encouraging me with a good-natured 
paternity to do what I pleased. The cherries were Brobdig- 
nagian, and bursting with juice. Next the orchard was a 
wine-garden, answering to our tea-gardens, with vine-arbours 
and seats as with us, whore people drink wine and play at 
their games. Eetuming through the city, I saw a man in one 
of the bye-streets alternately singing and playing on a pipe, 
exactly as we conceive of the ancient shepherds. 

One night I went to the opera, which was indifferent 
enough, but I understand it is a good deal better sometimes. 
The favourite composer here and all over Italy, is Eossini, a 
truly national genius, full of the finest animal spirits, yet 
capable of the noblest gravity. My northern faculties were 
scandalized at seeing men in the pit with fans! Effeminacy is 
not always incompatible with courage, but it is a very danger¬ 
ous help towards it; and I wondered what Doria would have 
said had he seen a captain of one of his galleys indulging his 
cheeks in this manner. Yet perhaps they did so in his own 
times. What would be effeminate in a man of the north, 
unaccustomed to it, may be a harmless trifle to a southern. 

21—2 
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One night, on our first arrival in Genoa, the city waa 
illuminated, and bonfires and rockets put in motion, in honour 
of St. John the Baptist. The effect from the harbour was 
beautiful; fire, like the stars, having a brilliancy in this pure 
atmosphere, of which we have no conception. The scent of 
the perfumes employed in the bonfires was very perceptible 
on board ship. 

You learn for the first time in this climate, what colours 
really are. No wonder it produces painters. An English 
artist of any enthusiasm might shed tears of vexation, to think: 
of the dull medium through which blue and red come to hinx 
in his own atmosphere, compared with this. One day we saw- 
a boat pass us, which instantly reminded us of Titian, and 
accounted for him: and yet it contained nothing but an old 
boatman in a red cap, and some women with him in other- 
colours, one of them in a bright yellow petticoat. But a red 
cap in Italy goes by you, not like a mere cap, much less any¬ 
thing vulgar or butcher-like, but like what it is, an intenso 
specimen of the colour of red. It is like a scarlet bud in the; 
blue atmosphere. The old boatman, with his browm hue, his 
white shirt, and his red cap, made a complete picture; and so 
did the women and the yellow petticoat. I have seen pieces 
of orange-coloured silk hanging out against a wall at a dyer’s, 
which gave the eye a pleasure truly sensual. Some of these; 
boatmen are very fine men. I was rowed to shore one day by 
a man the very image of Kemble. He had nothing but hia 
shirt on, and it was really grand to see the mixed power and 
gracefulness with which all his limbs came into play as lio 
pulled the oars, occasionally turning his heroic profile to give; 
a glance behind him at other boats. They generally row 
standing, and pushing from them. 

The most interesting sight, after all, in Genoa, was the one 
we first saw—the Doria palace. Bonaparte lodged there w’her* 
he was in Genoa; but this, which would have been one of its 
greatest praises, had he done all he could for liberty, is one 
of its least. Andrew Doria dwelt there after a long life, 
which he spent in giving security and glory to his country, 
and which he crowned by his refusal of power. “ I know the 
value,” said he, “ of the liberty I have earned for my country, 
and shall I finish by taking it from her?” When upwards 
of eighty, he came forward and took the command of axx 
armament in a rough season. His friends remonstrated. 
Ci Excuse me,” said he; u I have never yet stopped for any*— 
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thing when my duty was in the way, and at my time of life 
one cannot get rid of one’s old habits.” This is the very 
perfection of a speech—a mixture of warrantable self-esteem, 
modesty, energy, pathos, and pleasantry; for it contains them 
all lie died upwards of ninety. 

I asked for IXiria’s descendants, and was told they were 
rich. The Pallavicini, with whom the Cromwell family wore 
connected, are. extant. I could ascertain nothing mows of the 
other old families, except that they had acquired a considera¬ 
ble dislike of the English; which, under all circumstances at 
that time, was in their tavour. I found one thing, however, 
which they did ; and I must correct, in favour of this one 
thing, what I have said about the Doria palace; for the sight 
of it upon the whole gave me still greater satisfaction. This 
was, the overthrow of the Genoese inquisition. There was a, 
wish to rebuild it; hut this the old families opposed; and the 
last ruins of it wore being clean si away. It was pleasant to 
sec the workmen crashing its old marble jaws. 

(Jenoa lias shown how much and how little can he done by 
mere commerce. A great man here and there in former f tinea 
is an exception; and the princely mansions, the foundations 
of schools and Jmspitals, and the erection of costly churches, 
attest that in similar periods money-getting hud not degene¬ 
rated into miserliness. But tin* Genoese did not cultivate 
mind enough to keep up the breed of patriots; ami it remained 
for an indignant spirit to issue, out of a neighbouring arbitrary 
monarchy and read them lectures on their absorption in money- 
getting. Alfteri, in his Matin m GWmem*, ranks them with 
their mules. It avails nothing to a people to he merely 
acquiring money, while the rest of the world are acquiring 
ideas a truth which England has gloriously understotsi, 
and, it is to he trusted, will still more gloriously illustrate. 
It turns out, that Genoa and its neighbourhood have no pre* 
tensions to Columbus; which is lucky tor her. He was horn 
at Guccaro, in the province of Aqui, not far from Asti— 
AltierPn birth* place. Ohtahrern, who hi sometimes called the 
Italian Pindar, was horn near Genoa, at Havana. I have rend 
little of him; hut he must have merit to he counted an 
Italian classic; and it says little for the Genoese, that I could 
not fmd a copy of his works at their principal booksellers. 
IJiave since become better acquainted with him. He was a 
bigot in his religion, and of so violent a temper, m Ut have 
been guilty, twice oveG uf wind he ealfo manslaughter in mdf* 
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vindication: yet he had not only force and expression in Ms 
graver lyrics, but a light and gay turn for Anacreontics. He 
tried to introduce a Greek turn of writing into the language, 
especially in compound words; but the practice did not obtain. 
Prugoni, their other poet, was born, I believe, in the same 
place. He is easy and lively, but wrote a great deal too 
much, probably for bread. There is a pleasant petition of his 
in verse to the Genoese senate, about some family claims, in 
which he gives an account of his debts that must have startled 
the faculties of that prudent and opulent body. A few more 
Prugonis, however, and a few less rich men, would have been 
better for Genoa. The best production I ever met with from 
a Genoese pen, is a noble sonnet by Giambattista Pastonm, a 
Jesuit; written after the bombardment of the city by the 
troops of Louis XIY. The poet glories in the resistance made 
by Genoa, and kisses the ruins caused by the bombardment 
with transport. What must have been his mortification, when 
he saw the Doge and a number of senators set out fori ranee, 
to go and apologize to Louis XIV. for having been so erroneous 
as to defend their country 1 

There is a proverb which says of Genoa, that it has a sea 
without fish, land without trees, men without faith, and 'women 
without modesty. Ligurian trickery is a charge as old as 
Virgil. But M. Millin very properly observes (Voyage en 
Savoie , &c.) that accusations of this description are generally 
made by jealous neighbours, and that the Genoese have most 
likely no more want of good faith than other Italians w o 
keep shops. I must confess, at the same time, that the most 
barefaced trick ever attempted to be practised on myself, was 
by a Genoese. The sea, it is said, has plenty of fish, only 
the duty on it is very high, and the people prefer butchers 
meat. This is hardly a good reason why fish is not eaten at 
a seaport. Perhaps it is naturally scarce at the extreme point 
of a gulf like that of Genoa. The land is naked enough, 
certainly, in the immediate vicinity, though it soon begins to 
be otherwise. As to the women, they have fine eyes and 
figures, but by no means appear destitute of modesty; and 
modesty has much to do with appearance. Wholesale charges 
of want of modesty are, at all times and in all places, most 
likely to be made by those who have no modesty themselves. 

The Governor of Genoa, at that time, was a Savoyard 
Marquis of the name of D’Yennes, and he is said to have 
related with much glee a current anecdote about himself. 
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As lie was coming to take possession of his appointment, he 
stopped at a town not far from Genoa, the inhabitants of 
which were ambitious of doing him honour. They accord¬ 
ingly gave him an entertainment, at which was an allegorical 
picture containing a hyaena surrounded with Cupids . The 
hysma was supposed to be a translation of his name. Upon 
requesting an explanation of the compliment, he received the 
following smiling reply:— u Les Amours , Monsieur , sont nous: 
et vous etes la bite." (“ The loves, sir, are ourselves; the 
beast is you.”) 


CHAPTER XXL 

FLORENCE—BACCHUS IN TUSCANY—THE YENUS DE’ MEDICI 
—AND ITALY IN GENERAL. 

Resolving to remain a while in Italy, though not in Genoa, 
we took our departure from that city in the summer of the 
year 1823, and returned into Tuscany in order to live at 
Florence. We liked Genoa on some accounts, and none the 
less for having a son bom there, who, from that hour to this, 
has been a comfort to us.* But in Florence there were more 
conveniences for us, more books, more fine arts, more illus¬ 
trious memories, and a greater concourse of Englishmen; so 
that we might possess, as it were, Italy and England together. 
In Genoa we no longer possessed a companion of our own 
country; for Mrs. Shelley had gone to England; and we felt 
strange enough at first, thus seeking a home by ourselves in a 
foreign land. 

Unfortunately, in the first instance, the movement did us 
no good; for it was the height of summer when we set out, 
and in Italy this is not the time for being in motion. The 
children, however, living temperately, and not yet being 
liable to cares which temperance could not remove, soon re¬ 
covered, It was otherwise with the parents; but there is a 
habit in being ill, as in everything else; and we disposed 
ourselves to go through our task of endurance as cheerfully as 
might be. 

In Genoa you heard nothing in the streets but the talk of 
money. I hailed it as a good omen in Florence, that the 

* This was written in the year 1849, and held good till the year 
1852, when, alas l he died. 
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first two words which caught my ears were flowers and 
women (Fiori and Donne). The night of our arrival we pnt 
up at an hotel in a very public street, and were kept awake (as 
agreeably as illness would let us be) by songs and guitars. 
It was one of our pleasantest experiences of the south; and 
for the moment, we lived in the Italy of books. One per- 
former to a jovial accompaniment sang a song about some¬ 
body’s fair wife, which set the street in roars of laughter. 

From the hotel we went to a lodging in the street of* 
Beautiful Women—Yia delle Belle Donne—a name which it 
is a sort of tune to pronounce. We there heard one night 
a concert in the street; and looking out, saw music-stands, 
books, &c. in regular order, and amateurs performing as in a 
room. Opposite our lodgings was an inscription on a house, 
purporting that it was the hospital of the Monks of Yal- 
lombrosa. Wherever you turned was music or a graceful 
memory. 

From the Yia delle Belle Donne we went to live in the Piazza 
Santa Croce, in a corner house on the left side of it, near to 
the church of that name, which contains the ashes of Galileo, 
Michael Angelo, Boccaccio, Macchiavclli, Alfieri, and others. 
Englishmen call it the Florentine Westminster Abbey, but it 
has not the venerable look of the Abbey, nor, indeed, any 
resemblance at all—but that of a building half finished ; 
though it is several hundred years old. There are so many 
of these unfinished old edifices in Florence, owing to decline 
in the funds left for their completion, that they form a pecu¬ 
liar feature in this otherwise beautiful city, and a whole 
volume has been devoted to the subject. On the other side 
of this sepulchre of great men is the monastery in whiclx 
Pope Sixtus the Fifth went stooping as if in decrepitude—- 
“ looking,” as he said afterwards, “ for the keys of St. Peter.” 
We lodged in the house of a Greek, who came from the island 
of Andros, and was called Dionysius; a name which has 
existed there, perhaps, ever since the god who bore it. Our 
host was a proper Bacchanalian, always drunk, and spoke 
faster than I ever heard. He had a “ fair Andrian ” for his 
mother, old and ugly, whose name was Bella. 

The church of Santa Croce would disappoint you as mucin 
inside as out, if the presence of the remains of great men did 
not always cast a mingled shadow of the awful and beautiful 
over one’s thoughts. Any large space, also, devoted to the 
purposes of religion disposes the wind to the loftiest of specu^ 
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lationa. The vaulted sky out, of doors appears small, com¬ 
pared with the opening into immeiusitv represented by that 
vor y enclosure—-that larger dwelling than common, entered 
by a little door. The door is like a grave, and the enclosure 
like a vestibule of heaven. 

Agreeably to our old rustic propensities, we did not stop 
long in the city. We left Santa, (Voce to live at Maiano, a 
village on the slope of out* of the Fiesohm hills, about; two 
miles olf. It gives its name to one of the, earliest, of the 
Italian poets, precursor of the greater Dante*, called Dante, of 
jNlaiano. lie had a namesake living on tin* spot; in tin* per¬ 
son ot a little boy--a terrible rover out of bounds, whom his 
parents were always shouting for with tin* apostrophe of 
44 D Dante* ! n lie excelled in tearing his clothes and getting 
n dirty taee and hands, I heard his mother erne evening 
bail his return home with the* following welcome ; .. ** (> 
Ikmte, what a brute* beast, you are f' I thought- ln*\v pro ¬ 
bable it was, that the' Florentine adversaries of the great 
poet, ius namesake, wouhl have tui dressed their abuser itt 
precisely the same terms, after muling one of his infernal 
Hayings of them in the Lakes of Tartarus, Dante and Alfieri 
were great favourites with a Hebrew family (jewellers, if I 
remember), who occupied the ground floor of the house we 
lived in, the Villa Morandi, ami who partook the lovo of 
music in common with their tribe. Their little girls de¬ 
claimed out of Allied in the morning, and the parents led 
concerts in the garden of an evening, They were an inter¬ 
esting set of people, with marked eltaraefem ; ami took 
heartily ^ to some specimens which 1 endeavoured to give 
them of tins genius of Stiaksjw*an% They had n French 
governess, who, though a remarkably good s|vaker of Ktiglish 
in general, told me one day, hi eulogi/ang tin* performance of 
one of the gentlemen who a player on tin* bassoon, that 
u Ids excellence lay in the luiM*n, n It was the grandfather of 
this family whom I have described itt another work {d/en t 
H m/nvt, und Ikmh *), as hatted one May morning by tint 
■mumbled merry- makers of the hamlet, itt verses which 
implied that he was the ellieieni <m?m of the exuberance of 
dte season. 

The manner,t of tin t hamlet were very pleasant and timer- 
The priest used to oatic of an evening, atul take a 
Christian game at cards with UU Hebrew fsiemk A young 
khtitti would dunce round » well with the daughter of tlm 
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vine-growers, the whole party singing as they footed. I re¬ 
member the burden of one of the songs— 

“ Ne di giomo, ne di sera, 

Non passiamo la selva nera.” 

(Night and morn be it understood. 

Nobody passes the darksome wood.) 

One evening all the young peasantry in the neighbourhood 
assembled in the hall of the village, by leave of the proprietor 
(an old custom), and had the most energetic ball I ever beheld. 
The walls of the room seemed to spin round with the waltz, 
as though it would never leave off—the whirling faces all 
looking grave, hot, and astonished at one another. Among 
the musicians I observed one of the apprentices of my friend 
the bookseller, an evidence of a twofold mode of getting 
money not unknown in England. I recollected his face the 
more promptly, inasmuch as not many days previous he had 
accompanied me to my abode with a set of books, and 
astonished me by jumping on a sudden from one side of 
me to the other. I asked what was the matter, and he 
said, “ A viper, sir” (una viper a, signore). He seemed to think 
that an Englishman might as well settle the viper as the bill. 

Notwithstanding these amusements at Maiano, I passed a 
very disconsolate time; yet the greatest comfort I experienced 
in Italy (next to writing a book which I shall mention) was 
living in that neighbourhood, and thinking, as I went about, 
of Boccaccio. Boccaccio’s father had a house at Maiano, sup¬ 
posed to have been situated at the Eiesolan extremity of the 
hamlet. That many-hearted writer (whose sentiment out¬ 
weighed his levity a hundredfold, as a fine face is oftener 
serious than it is merry) was so fond of the place, that he has 
not only laid the two scenes of the Decameron on each side of 
it, with the valley which his company resorted to in the 
middle, but has made the two little streams that embrace 
Maiano, the Affrico and the Mensola, the hero and heroine 
of Ms Nimphale Fiesolano. A lover and his mistress are 
changed into them, after the fashion of Ovid. The scene of 
another of his works is on the banks of the Mugnone, a river 
a little distant; and the Decameron is full of the neighbouring 
villages. Out of the windows of one side of our house we 
saw the turret of the Villa Gherardi, to which, according to 
his biographers, his “joyous company” resorted in the first 
instance. A house belonging to the Macchiavelli was nearer, 
i little to the left; and farther to the left, among the blue 
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hills, was the white village of Settignano, where Michael 
Angelo was born. The house is still in possession of the 
family. From our windows on the other side we saw, close 
to ns, the Fiesole of antiquity and of Milton, the site of the 
Boccaccio-house before mentioned still closer, the Decameron's 
Valley of Ladies at our feet; and we looked over towards the 
quarter of the Mugnone and of a house of Dante, and in the 
distance beheld the mountains of Pistoia. Lastly, from the 
terrace in front, Florence lay clear and cathedralled before us, 
with the scene of Eedi’s Bacchus rising on the other side of it, 
and the Villa of Arcetri, illustrious for Galileo. Hazlitt, who 
came to see me there (and who afterwards, with one of his 
felicitous images, described the state of mind in which lie 
found me, by saying that I was « moulting”), beheld the scene 
around us with the admiration natural to a lover of old folios 
and great names, and confessed, in the language of Burns, 
that it was a sight to enrich the eyes. 

But 1^stuck to my Boccaccio haunts, as to an old home. I 
lived with the true human being, with his friends of the 
Intlcon and the Basil ,and my own not unworthy melancholy; 
and went about the flowering lanes and lulls, solitary indeed, 
and sick to. the heart, but not unsustaiued. In looking back 
to such periods of one's existence, one is surprised to find how 
much they surpass many seasons of mirth, and what a rich 
tone of colour Ilnur very darkness assumes, as in some fine old 
painting. My almost daily walk was to Fiesole, through a 
path skirted with wild myrtle, and eydamen; ami I stopped at 
the cloister of the Doeoia, and sat on tint pretty melancholy 
platform behind it, reading or looking through the pines down 
to Florence. In the Valley of Ladies 1 ihund some. English 
trees (trees, not vino and olive), and even a meadow; and 
these, while 1, made them furnish me with a bit of my old 
home In the north, did no injury to the memory of Boccaccio, 
who is of all countries, and who finds his home wherever we 
do ourselves, in love, in the grave, in a desert island. 

But 1 had other friends, too, not far off, English, and of the 
right sort. My friend, Charles Annitage Brown (Keats's 
frieml, and the best commentator on Shakspeares Sonnets), 
occupied for a time the little convent of Han Baldassare, near 
Maiano, where he represented tin* body corporate of the 
former possessors, with ail the joviality of a comfortable 
natural piety. Tim closet in bis study, where it is probable 
the church treasures had been kept, was filled with tho 
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humanities of modern literature, not the less Christian for 
being a little sceptical: and we had a zest in fancying that we 
discoursed of loYe and wine in the apartments of the Lady 
Abbess. I remember I had the pleasure of telling an Italian 
gentleman there the joke attributed to Sydney Smith, about 
sitting next a man at table, who possessed a u seven-parson 
power; ” and he understood it, and rolled with laughter, cry¬ 
ing out — 16 Oh, ma hello ! ma bellissimo! ” (Beautiful! ex¬ 
quisite !) There, too, I had the pleasure of dining in com¬ 
pany with an English beauty (Mrs. W.), who appeared to be 
such as Boccaccio might have admired, capable both of mirth 
and gravity ; and she had a child with her that reflected her 
graces. The appearance of one of these young English 
mothers among Italian women, looks (to English eyes at least) 
like domesticity among the passions. It is a pity when you 
return to England, that the generality of faces do not keep up 
the charm. You are then too apt to think, that an Italian 
beauty among English women would look like poetry among 
the sullens. 

Our friend Brown removed to Florence, and, together with 
the books and newspapers, made me a city visitor. I there 
became acquainted with Landor, to whose genius I had made 
the amende honorable the year before; and with Mr. Kirkup, 
an English artist, who was not poor enough, I fear, either in 
purse or accomplishment, to cultivate his profession as he 
ought to have done; while at the same time he was so 
beloved by his friends, that they were obliged to get at a 
distance from him before they could tell him of it. Yet I 
know not why they should; for a man of a more cordial 
generosity, with greater delicacy in showing it, I never met 
with: and such men deserve the compliment of openness. 
They know how to receive it. 

To the list of my acquaintances, I had the pleasure of add¬ 
ing Lord Dillon ; who, in the midst of an exuberance of 
temperament more than national, concealed a depth of under¬ 
standing, and a genuine humanity of knowledge, to which 
proper justice was not done in consequence. The luxuriant 
vegetation and the unstable ground diverted suspicion from 
the ore beneath it. I remember him saying something one 
evening about a very ill-used description of persons in the 
London streets, for which Shakspeare might have taken him 
by the hand; though the proposition came in so startling a 
shape, that the company were obliged to be shocked in self* 
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defence. The gallant Viscount was a cavalier of the old 
school of the Meadowses and Newcastle??, with something of 
the O’Neal supcradded; and instead of wasting his words 
upon tyrants or Mr. Pitt, ought to have been eternally at the 
head of his brigade, charging mercenaries on his war horse, 
and meditating romantic stories. 

When the Liberal was put an end to, I had contributed 
some articles to a new work set up by my brother, called the 
Literary Examiner . Being too ill at Florence to continue 
those, 1 did what 1 could, and had recourse to the lightest 
and easiest translation 1 could think of, which was that; of 
Itedis Bacco in 7 oscanaJ* The lUice.o in Loncana (Bacchus 
in luscany), is a mock-heroical account of the Tuscan wines, 
put into the mouth of that god, and delivered in dithyrambios. 

^ ranked among tbe Italian classics, and deserves to be so 
for its style and originality. Bacchus is represented sitting on 
a hill outside the walls of Florence, in company with Ariadne 
and his usual attendants, and jovially giving his opinion of the 
wines, as he drinks them in succession, lie gets drunk a tier 
a very mortal fashion ; but recovers, and is borne away into 
ecstasy by a draught ot Montepuleiano, which he pronounces 
to be the King of Wines. 

I was the more incited to attempt a version of this poem, 
inasmuch as it was thought a choke-pear for translators. 
English leaders asked me how 1 proposed to render the 
u famous” 

** Mo*tra aver poeo giudi/Jo - 

(a line much quoted); ami Italians a* ked what I mount to do 
with the u compound words 11 (which are very source m their 
language). I laughed at, tin* famous u mostra aver,* 1 which it 
3 eqaired but a little animal spirits to give as good as it 
brought; n and I had the pleasure of informing Italians, that 
the English language abounded iu compound words, and could 
make as many more as it pleased. 

^At Maiano, I wrote tin* articles winch appeared in the 
Examiner, under the title of the Wmhiny Tup. Probably 
the reader knows nothing about them; but they contained 

» [In JWi4 or 1823 toll was phyidelan to the Grand Duke Cosmo 
or luucany ; his love of wine was ideal, for he was himself a water* 
(lrinker. Th<i autobiogrnpher had met with a ropy of it in the Sum 
College Library, while he was yet in prisonj and he found in tbt> 
tKK'in mention of Miunno, am! of persons, friends of Itedi, whose fami- 
U*» .till muaitunl ut Maiano, tin- Bellini ami the Hulviati.J 
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some germs of a book he may not be unacquainted witfy 
called The Town , as well as some articles since approved of in 
the volume entitled Men , Women, and Boohs. The title was 
very genuine. 

When I put on my cap, and pitched myself in imagination 
into the thick of Covent Garden, the pleasure I received was 
so vivid,—I turned the corner of a street so much in the ordi¬ 
nary course of things, and was so tangibly present to the pave¬ 
ment, the shop-windows, the people, and a thousand agreeable 
recollections which looked me naturally in the face,—that 
sometimes when I walk there now, the impression seems hardly 
more real. I used to feel as if I actually pitched my soul 
there, and that spiritual eyes might have seen it shot over from 
Tuscany into York Street, like a rocket. It is much pleasanter, 
however, on waking up, to find soul and body together in one’s 
native land;—yes, even than among thy olives and vines, 
Boccaccio! I not only missed “the town” in Italy; I missed 
my old trees—oaks and elms. Tuscany, in point of wood, is 
nothing but olive-ground and vineyard. I saw there, how it 
was, that some persons when they return from Italy say it has 
no wood, and some, a great deal. The fact is, that many parts 
of it, Tuscany included, has no wood to speak of; and it wants 
larger trees interspersed with the small ones, in the manner 
of our hedge-row elms. A tree of a reasonable height is a 
godsend. The olives are low and hazy-looking, like dry sal¬ 
lows. You have plenty of these; but to an Englishman, look¬ 
ing from a height, they appear little better than brushwood. 
Then, there are no meadows, no proper green lanes (at least, 
I saw none), no paths leading over field and stile, no hay- 
fields in June, nothing of that luxurious combination of green 
and russet, of grass, wild flowers, and woods, over which a 
lover of Nature can stroll for hours with a foot as fresh as the 
stag's; unvexed with chalk, dust, and an eternal public path ; 
and able to lie down, if he will, and sleep in clover. In short 
(saving, alas ! a finer sky and a drier atmosphere, great ingre¬ 
dients in good spirits), we have the best part of Italy in books; 
and this we can enjoy in England. Give me Tuscany in 
Middlesex or Berkshire, and the Yalley of Ladies between 
Harrow and Jack Straw’s Castle. The proud names and flinty 
ruins above the Mensola may keep their distance. Boccaccio 
shall build a bower for us out of his books, of all that we 
choose to import; and we will have daisies and fresh meadows 
besides. An Italian may prefer his own country after the 




FLORENCE : ITALY 1ST GENERAL. 835 

same fashion; and he is right. I knew a young English¬ 
woman, who, having grown up in Tuscany, thought the land¬ 
scapes of her native country insipid, and could not imagine 
how people could hve without walks in vineyards. To me 
Italy had a certain hard taste in the mouth. Its mountains 
were too hare, its outlines too sharp, its lanes too stony, its 
voices too loud, its long summer too dusty. I longed to bathe 
inyseli m the grassy balm of my native fields. But I was ill 
unhappy, m a perpetual low fever; and critics, in such con¬ 
dition, or in any condition which is not laudatory, should give 
ns a list of the infirmities under which they sit down to esti¬ 
mate what they differ with. What a comfort, by the way, 
that would be to many an author! What uncongenialities 
nay, what mcompetencies we should discover! What a relief 
to us to find that it was “ only A’s opinion!” or “ only B’s !” 
and how we should laugh at him while giving it in his own 
person, viva voce, instead of the mysterious body corporate of 
We. Nay, how we do laugh,—provided the bookseller’s 
account will let us, provided omissions of notice, or commis¬ 
sions of it, have not been the ruin of our u edition !” Thus 
may Italians laugh at me, should they read my English criti¬ 
cisms on their beautiful country. 

Disappointed of transplanting Redi’s Italian vines into 
England, I thought I would try if I could bring over some 
literature of modern English growth into Italy. I proposed 
to a Florentine bookseller to set up a quarterly compila¬ 
tion from the English magazines. Our periodical publica¬ 
tions are rarely seen in Italy, though our countrymen are 
numerous. In the year 1825, two hundred English families 
were said to be resident in Florence. In Kome, visitors, 
though not families, were more numerous; and the publica- 
tion, for little cost, might have been sent all over the Penin- 
sula. The plan was to select none but the very best articles, 
and follow them with an original one commenting upon their 
beauties, so as to make readers in Italy well acquainted with 
our 1^-rng authors. But the Tuscan authorities were frightened. 

Tou must submit the publication” (said my bookseller - ) 

“ to a censorship.” J 

“ Be it so.” 

“ But you must let them see every sheet before it goes to 
press m order that there may be no religion or politics?” 

Very -sveI ?;— to please the reverend censors, we will have 
no religion. Politics also are out of the question.” 
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• “ Ay, but politics may creep in.” 

“ They shall not.” 

“Ah, but they may creep in” (say the authorities) “with* 
out your being aware; and then what is to be done ?” 

“ Why, if neither the editor nor the censors are aware, I 
do not see how any very vivid impression need be appre¬ 
hended with regard to the public.” 

“ That has a very plausible sound; but how if the censors 
do not understand English ? ” 

“ There, indeed, they confound us. All I can say is, that 
the English understand the censors, and I see we must drop 
our intended work.” 

This was the substance of a discourse which I had with the 
bookseller, in answer to the communications which he brought 
me from his Government. The prospectus had been drawn 
out; the bookseller had rubbed his hands at it, thinking of 
the money which the best writers in England were preparing 
for him; but he was forced to give up the project. “Ah,” 
said he to me in his broken English, as he sat in winter-time 
with cold feet and an irritable face, pretending to keep himself 
warm by tantalizing the tips of his fingers over a little bason 
of charcoal, “Ah, you are vere happee in England. You can 
get so much money as you please.” 

I know not what the Tuscan Government would have said 
to another book which I wrote at Maiano, and which English 
readers have not yet heard of, at least not publicly; for, 
though intended for publication, and the least faulty book, 
perhaps, which I have written, it has hitherto been only 
privately circulated. [A warmhearted friend, of admirable 
taste, who has subsequently achieved for himself a high place 
in literature, requested, and obtained, leave to print it at his 
own expense.] It is entitled, Christianism , or Belief and 
Unbelief Reconciled; and contains, among other matters, the 
conclusions which the author had then come to on points of 
religious belief and practice. I wrote it because I was in a 
state of health which I thought might terminate fatally, and I 
was anxious before I died to do what good I could, as far as 
my reflections on those points had, in my opinion, enabled 
me. I shall say more of it towards the end of this volume. 
I had the consolation—I hope not the unchristian one—of 
writing it at a window opposite the dissolved convent of the 
Doccia; for though I contemplated with pleasure that image 
of departing superstition—then a lay abode, beautifully over- 
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looking the country—the book had any design in the world 
but that of grieving one gentle heart.* 

Attached, however, as associations of this nature, and those 
with Boccaccio and Redi, contributed to make me to my 
country walks, I often varied them by going into Florence: 
or rather, I went there whenever the graver part of them 
became too much for me. I loved Florence, and saw nothing 
in it but cheerfulness and elegance. I loved the name; I 
loved the fine arts and the old palaces; I loved the memories 
of Pulci and Lorenzo de’ Medici, the latter of whom I could 
never consider in any other light than that of a high-minded 
patron of genius, himself a poet; I loved the good-natured, 
intelligent inhabitants, who saw fair play between industry 
and amusement; nay, I loved the Government itself, however 
afraid it was of English periodicals; for at that time it was 
good-natured also, and could “ live and let live,” after a certain 
quiet fashion, in that beautiful bye-corner of Europe, 'where 
there were no longer any wars, nor any great regard for the 
parties that had lately waged them, illegitimate or legitimate. 
The reigning family were Austrians, but with a difference, 
long Italianized, and with no great family affection. One 
good-natured Grand Duke had succeeded another for several 
generations; and the liberalism of that extraordinary prince, 
the first Leopold, was still to be felt, in a general way, very 
sensibly, though it lost in some particulars after the triumph 
of the allies, and the promises broken to the Carbonaii nor, 
indeed, has the reigning Grand Duke in his old age and his 
fright about Mazzini, bettered them. 

* This hook has been since enlarged .and systematized, and is now 
entitled the Religion of the Heart. 

f The sixth volume of the Florentine History of the late Captain 
Henry Edward Napier is almost entirely occupied by a full and 
excellent account of the reign of this admirable and indeed wonderful 
prince, Leopold the First, Grand Duke of Tuscany, afterwards 
Emperor of Germany. He was not only a reformer, but a reformer 
of the noblest and most liberal kind, and this, too, notwithstand¬ 
ing opposition the most harassing from the priests, from his own 
ministers, nay, actually from the very nation for whom he reformed, 
and who had not yet been well taught enough to understand him. 
Such readers as are not acquainted with him, are earnestly recom¬ 
mended to become so; and they cannot do it better than in the pages 
of Captain Napier, who was himself a worthy member of a remark¬ 
able family, and a writer as honest as he was painstaking. I have 
the honour to possess a copy of his work, given me by himself; and 
I regret that I had not time to make that thorough intimacy with it 
before he died, which would have enabled me to say of it what I say 
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Talking of Grand Dukes and de’ Medicis, be It known, 
before I forget to mention it (so modest am I by nature), that 
on one of these visits to Florence, and in the house of a 
Medici himself, I had the happiness of folding to my bosom, 
with reciprocal pleasure in our faces, no less a personage than 
a certain lovely Maddalena de’ Medici, daughter of said dis¬ 
tinguished individual, and now, at this moment, in all proba¬ 
bility, lovelier than ever; seeing, alas! that she was then 
little more than a baby, just able to express her satisfaction 
at being noticed by her admirers. 

I wish I could equally have admired the famous Yenus 
de 1 Medici, In whom I expected to find the epitome of all 
that was charming; for I had been led, by what I thought 
the popular misrepresentations of her, to trust almost as little 
to plaster casts as to engravings. But how shall I venture to 
express what I felt? how own the disappointment which I 
shared with the “ Smelliungus ” of Sterne, instead of the 
raptures which I had looked for in unison with Sterne him¬ 
self, and Thomson, and, perhaps, all the travelled connois¬ 
seurs of the earth, Smollett alone and Hazlitt excepted ? 

When the intelligent traveller approaches Florence, when 
he ascends the top of the gentle mountains that surround it, 
and sees the beautiful city lying in a plain full of orchards— 
what are the anticipations and ideas in which he indulges? 
Not surely images of a Grand Duke, however grand or even 
good he may be, nor of divers other Grand Dukes that pre¬ 
ceded him, nor of the difference between tables-tfkdte , nor any 
such local phenomena, eminent in the eyes of the postilion :— 
he thinks of the old glories of Florence: of Lorenzo de’ 
Medici, of Dante, of Boccaccio, of Michael Angelo, of Galileo, 
of the river Arno and Fiesole, of the rank which that small 
city has challenged, by the sole power of wit, among the 
greatest names of the earth; of the lively and clever genera¬ 
tion that have adorned it, playing their music, painting their 
pictures, and pouring forth a language of pearls; and last, 
but not least, he thinks of the goddess who still lives there— 
the far-famed Yenus de’ Medici, triumphing in her worshippers 
as if no such thing as a new religion had taken place, and 
attracting adoration from all parts of the earth. 

now. I do not agree with some of his conclusions respecting wliat is 
finally desirable in the nature of government; but I do not wonder 
at them, considering what a set of iniquitous princes he had for the 
most part to describe* 
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He enters, and worships likewise. I too, entered and 
worshipped, prepared to be the humblest of hei^ admirers I 
did not even hurry to the gallery as soon as I arrived I 

f ° r S ° iDg properl y- When I entered 
the room, I retained my eyes a little on the objects around 
her, willing- to make my approaches like a devout lover, and 
to prepare myself for that climax of delight. It seemed too 
great a pleasure to be vulgarly and abruptly taken. At length 

I look. I behold, and I worship indeed; but not for the old 

reasons. How shall I venture to state the new ones? I 
must make a little further preface, and will take the oppor- 
tunity of noticing the gallery itself. ™ 

The celebrated Florentine Gallery is an oblong, occupying 
he uppei story of a whole street of government offices. The 
street is joined at the end, though opening into a portico 
underneath on the river Arno, so that the gallery runs almost 
entirely round the three sides. The longer corridor is 430 
feet long (French), the intermediate one 97 feet. Tliev ai 0 

II feet broad, 20 feet high, floored with variegated stucco and 

painted on the roof zn fresco, J 

The windows are ample, curtained from the sun, and Gene¬ 
rally opened to admit the air. The whole forms a combina¬ 
tion of neatness and richness, of clear and soft light, of silence 
firmness, and grace, worthy to be the cabinet of what it con- 
• 1 ! US0 fw» statues, busts, pictures, sarcophagi; 

the paintings filling the interstices between the sculptures 
and occupying the continued apace over their heads’ 1 The 
ftrst things you behold on entering the gallery are busts of 
Homan emperors and their kindred. 

But these more obvious portions of the gallery are not all. 
Ihese illustrious corridors present certain tempting-looking 
doors, which excite curiosity, and these, doors open into 
rooms winch are the very boudoirs of eonnoisseurship. They 
contain specimens of the different schools, collections of gem's 
and medals and select assemblages from the whole artistic 
ti ensure. One ot them, called the Tribune, little more per¬ 
haps than L0 leet in diameter, is a concentration of beauty 
and wealth. It is an octagon, lighted from above, floored 
with precious marble, and over-arched with a cupola adorned 
with mothcr-o’-pearl. But I knew nothing of all this till I 
read it 111 a book. I saw only the pictures and the statues. 
Here, among other wonderful things, is the more wonderful 
Venus of litiau. Here is the Fomarina of Kaphael; his 

22—2 
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Julius the Second, with four other pictures, showing the pro. 
cress of his hand; the adoring Virgin of Correggio; thm 
Epiphany of Albert Durer; a masterpiece of Vandyke; 
another of Paul Veronese; another by Domenichmo ; another 
by Leonardo da Vinci. In the middle of the room, forming 
a square, stand the famous Apollo, with his ann over his 
head, leaning on a tree; the Grinder, or Listening Slave; the 
Wrestlers; and the Faun Playing the Cymbals. And as the 
climax of attraction to all this, with the statues and paintings 
in attendance, elevated by herself, opposite the doorway, and. 
approached by a greater number of pilgrims than are now 
drawn to Italy by the Virgin herself, presides the goddess of 
the place, the ancient deity restored and ever young—the 
far-famed Venus de’ Medici. 

“ So stands the statue which enchants the world.” 

Seeing what I saw, and feeling as I did, when I first beheld, 
this renowned production, glittering with the admiration of 
ages as well as its own lustre, it was easy to conceive the in¬ 
dignation which the Florentines displayed when they saw it; 
take its departure for France, and the vivacity with whidh. 
Bonaparte broke out when he spoke of its acquisition. (See 
page 78 of this volume.) 

After this second preface, which is another genuine tran¬ 
script of my feelings on entering the room, I should again be 
at a loss how to venture upon the opinion I am about to ex¬ 
press, if I did not recollect that the entire statue is acknow¬ 
ledged not to be antique, and that the very important part 
which called forth my disappointment is by some supposed no t 
to be so. The statue was originally dug up near Tivoli, a,fc 
Hadrian’s Villa, and was then in a broken as well as in a muti¬ 
lated state. Luckily the divisions were such as to refit easily ; 
but it is confessed that the whole right arm was wanting, and 
so was part of the left arm from the elbow downwards. 

“ With the exception of a little bit of the body or so,” say a 
the French editor of the Guide , “ all the rest is evidently an¬ 
tique.” * 

This, it appears, is disputable; but nobody doubts tlna 
greater part of the body, and the body is certainly divine* $ 
Luckily for me, I approached the statue on the lelt as yout J 
enter the door, so that I first saw it from the point of viewf 

* [The work of Praxiteles has undoubtedly been pieced by resto- ; 
rations in the head, and some part of the arms; but the reatoratioxt * 
itself is supposed to be antique.] 
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which shows it to most advantage. The timid praises which 
cold northern criticism ventures to bestow upon naked beauty, 
are not calculated to do it justice. The good faith with which 
I speak must warrant me in resorting to the more pictorial 
allowances and swelling words of the Italians, The really 
modest will forgive me, at all events; and I am only afraid 
that the prudish will be disappointed at not having enough to 
blame. Ilips and sides, however (if they understand such 
words), will do. We first vulgarize our terms with a coarse 
imagination, and then are afraid to do justice to what they 
express. It was not so with our ancient admirers of beauty, 
the Spensers and Philip Sidneys; and they, I believe, were 
not worse men than ourselves. It would be difficult nowa¬ 
days to convey, in English, the impression of the Indian word 
fianchi (ilanks) with the requisite delicacy, in speaking of the 
naked human figure. We use it to mean only the sides of an 
army, of a fortified place, or of a beast. Yet the words rile- 
vati fianchi (thinks in relief) are used by the greatest Italian 
poets to express a beauty, eminent among all beautiful females 
who are not pinched and spoilt by modern fashions ; and this 
is particularly the am with the figure which the sculptor pre¬ 
sented to his mind in forming the Venus de’ Medici, Fielding, 
in one of his passages about Sophia, would help me out with 
the rest But to those, who have seen the Venus of Panova, it 
is suflieient; to say, that in all whieh constitutes the loveliness 
of the female figure, the Venus de’ Medici is tin* reverse of 
that lank and insipid personage, Venus, above all goddesses, 
ought to be. a woman; whereas tint statue of Panova, with its 
straight sides and Frenchified head of hair, Is the image (if 
of anything at all) of Fashion affecting Modesty. The finest 
view oi the Venus de’ Mediei is a three-.(puirter one, looking 
towards the back of the bead. Let, the, statue rest its fame 
cm this. It is perfection; it, indeed, the shoulders are not a 
thought tot) broad. But the waist, and all thereunto belong- 
ing—I would quote Sir Philip Sidney at ones 1 , if I were ante 
I had none but an audience worthy of 1dm* The feet are very 
beautiful—round, light, awl tender. It is justly said, that there 
is no cast of the Venus whieh gives a proper idea of the original* 
Perhaps tint nature of the marble is one of the reasons* It 
has warmth, and a polish that swims away with the eye; inieh 
m what Horace speaks of in the countenance of his inktress— 

44 Vultui ttlmhim lulilmw a«pld.** 

u Look* too slippery to ho looked upon.’*- C»«*en, 
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Alas! not so the face, nor tlie gesture. When I saw the face t j 

all the charms of the body vanished. Thomson thought : 

otherwise— ! 

“ Bashful she bends; her well-taught look aside 
Turns in enchanting guise, where dubious mix '% 

Vain conscious beauty, a dissembled sense j 

Of modest shame, and slippery looks of love. j 

The gazer grows enamour’d; and the stone, 

As if exulting in its conquest, smiles. ,, 

See the poem of Liberty , part the fourth. But Thomson writes 
like a poet who made what he went to find. I was not so 
lucky. I do not remember what it was that Smollett, in his 
morbid spleen, said of the Venus. Something, if Sterne is to 
be believed, not very decent. I hope I am not going to be¬ 
have myself as ill. With all my admiration of Smollett and 
his masterly writing, I would rather err with the poetical 
Scotchman, than be right with the prose one; but setting 
aside the body (which, if Smollett said anything indecent 
against, I say he spoke in a manner worthy of his friend Pere¬ 
grine Pickle), I must make bold to say, that I think neither the 
gesture of the figure modest, nor the face worthy even of the j 

gesture. Yes; perhaps it is worthy of the gesture, for affected * 

modesty and real want of feeling go together; and, to my mind, 
the expression of the face (not to mince the matter, now I must 
come to it) is pert, petty, insolent, and fastidious. It is the 
face of a foolish young woman, who thinks highly of herself, / 
and is prepared to be sarcastic on all her acquaintance. 

I cling eagerly to the supposition that the head is not an 
antique; and, I must add, that, if artists are warranted (as 
they very probably are) in deducing a necessity of the present 
position of the hands from the turn of the shoulders, the hands 
were certainly not in their present finical taste. A different 
character given to them would make a world of difference in 
the expression of the figure. It is not to be supposed that 
the sculptor intended to make a sophisticate pert Venus, such v 
as nobody could admire. It is out of all probability. There 
is too much sentiment in the very body. On the other hand,* 
the expression is neither graceful and good enough for the 
diviner aspect of the Goddess of Love, nor sufficiently festive I 
and libertine for the other character under which she was j 
worshipped. It might be said, that the Greek women, in con¬ 
sequence of the education they received, were more famous 
for the beauty of their persons than for the expression of their 
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faces; that the artist, therefore, copied this peculiarity of his 
countrywomen; that it might not have been his object to 
excel in expression of countenance; or that .he could not, per¬ 
haps, have made a face equal to the figure, his talent not 
being equally turned for both. But it is said, on the other 
hand, that the women of Greece, owing to moral causes of 
some kind, were inferior to the other sex in beauty, so that 
artists took their models from among those of a certain licensed 
order, who, strange to say, were the only females that received 
a good education ; and certainly it is possible that the Venus 
de’ Medici may have been a portrait of one of those anoma¬ 
lous personages. The face, however, has the very worst look 
of meretriciousness, which is want of feeling; and this, we are 
bound to suppose, would at least have been veiled under a 
pleasant and more winning aspect. That it may not have 
been the sculptor’s object to render the face worthy of the 
figure, it is hardly possible to conceive; though it may be 
conceded that he would have found it difficult to do so, espe¬ 
cially in marble. But the question lies, not between a figure 
divine and a face unequal to it, but between a figure divine 
and a face altogether unworthy. Apuleius has said, that if 
Venus herself were bald, she would no longer be Venus. It 
is difficult not to agree with him. And yet with much more 
truth might he have said, that Venus could not be Venus 
without attraotiveness of expression. A beautiful figure is not 
all, nor even half. It is far more requisite to have beauty in 
the eyes, beauty in the smile, and that graceful and affectionate 
look of approach, or of meeting the approacher half way, 
which the Latins expressed by a word taken from the same 
root as her name, Venustas. The cestus was round the waist; 
but what gave it its power ? Winning looks, tenderness, 
delightful discourse, the whole power of seduction and enter¬ 
tainment, such as Homer has described it, in verses rich as 
the girdle. Now, there is nothing of all this in the Venus de’ 
Medici. Her face seems to vilify and to vulgarize all which 
her person inspires. Even the countenance of Titian’s Venus, 
which hangs on the wall behind the statue, just over its head, 
as if on purpose to out-do it, succeeds in so doing; and yet 
this naked figure, though called a Venus, is nothing more, I 
believe, than the portrait of somebody’s mistress, not roman¬ 
tically delicate, and waiting till an old woman in the back¬ 
ground brings her her clothes to get up. But not to mention 
that it is an excellent painting, the expression of the face is at 
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least genuine and to the purpose, and the whole figure worthy 
to he adored in the temple of the Venus Pandemos, if not o- 
the diviner one. 

Upon the whole, I found the busts of the Roman emperors 
far more interesting than this renowned statue. . Julius Cesar 
leads them, with a thin face, traversed in all directions witi 
wrinkles. I thought I had never beheld such a care-worn 
countenance. Such was the price he paid for ruling his 
happier fellow - ereatures. Augustus, on the contrary, has 
quite a prosperous aspect,—healthy, elegant, and composed^ 
though, if I remember rightly, the expression was hard, You 
thought he could easily enough put his sign-manual to me 
proscription. His daughter Julia (I speak on all these points 
from memory) has a fat, voluptuous face, and (I think) wore a 
wig; at all events, her hair was dressed in some high, artificial 
manner. I think also she had a double chin, though she was 
far from old. You could well enough fancy her letting Ovid 
out, at a hack staircase. Somebody—Hazlitt, I think said 
that the Roman emperors in this gallery had more of an ordi¬ 
nary English look than what we conceive of the Roman ; and, 
if I am not mistaken at this distance of time, I agreed with 
him. There was the good English look with the good, the dull 
with the dull, and so on. Domitian had exactly the pert 
aspect of a footman peering about him in a doorway. The 
look, however, of the glutton Vitellius was something mon¬ 
strous. His face was simply vulgar, but he had a throat like 
that of a pelican. Nero’s face it was sad to contemplate. There 
is a series of busts of him at different periods of his life ; one, 
that of a charming happy little boy ; another, that of a young 
man growing uneasy; and a third, that of the miserable tyrant. 
You°fancied that he was thinking of having killed his 
mother, and was trying to bully his conscience into no care 

about it. . . 

After all, I know not whether the most interesting sight m 
Florence is not a little mysterious bit of something looking 
like parchment, which is shown you under a glass case in the 
principal public library. It stands pointing towards heaven, 
and is one of the fingers of Galileo. The hand to which 
it belonged is supposed to have been put to the torture by the 
Inquisition, for ascribing motion to the earth; and the finger 
is now worshipped for having proved the motion. After this, 
let no suffering reformer’s pen misgive him. If his cause be 
good, justice will be done it some day. 
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But I must return to Maiano, in order to take leave of it 
for England; for the fortunes of the Examiner^ as far as its 
then proprietors were concerned, had now come to their 
crisis; and constant anxiety in a foreign hmd for the very 
subsistence at my family was not to be borne any longer. I 
need not enter into some private matters which had tended to 
produce this aggravation of a public result. Suffice to say, 
that the author’s customary patron—the bookseller—enabled 
me to move homewards; and that I did so with joy, which 
almost took away half my cares. 

My last day in Italy was jovial. I had a proper Baccha- 
nalian parting with 1< Iorenoo. A stranger and I cracked a 
bottle together in high style. He ran against me with a flask 
ot wine in his hand, and divided it gloriously between us. 

. white waistcoat was drenched into rose colour, it; was 
impossible to be angry with his good-humoured face; so we 
complimented one another on our joviality, and parted on the 
most flourishing terms. In the (‘veiling I cracked another 
flask, with equal abstinence of inside. Mr. Kirkup made me 
a present <>f R vine-stick. He came to Maiano with Brown, 
to take leave ot ns; so we christened the stick as they do a 
seventy-four, and he stood mMather. 

We setoff next morning at six o’clock. X took leave of 
Maiano with a dry eye, Boccaccio and the Valley of Ladies 
notwithstanding. But the grave face of Brown (who had 
stajod all night, and who was to continue doing us service 
alter we had gone, by seeing to our goods and chattels) was 
not so easily to be parted with. 1 was obliged to gulp down 
a sensation in the throat, such as men cannot very well afford 
to confess “in these degenerate days,” though Achilles and 
old Lear math* nothing of owning it. 

But before I quit jtaly altogether, l will describe, some of 
our further impressions about it, both physical and moral, 
and general as well as particular. 

1 ou find yourself in Virgil’s country the moment; you see 
the lizards running up the. walls, amfhear the. ciauhr. (now 
t'icate) “ bursting the bushes with their song.” This famous 
‘‘grasshopper” of Anacreon, as the translators call it, which 
is not a grasshopper hut a beetle, sitting on the trees, pro¬ 
duces his “song” by scraping a hollow part of his chest 
with certain muscles. Tin*, noise is so loud, as well as inces¬ 
sant during the heats of But summer-days, as to resemble that 
of a stocking-manufactory. Travellers in Sicily declare, that 
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while conversing with a friend along a wood, you sometimes 
cannot be heard for them. 

All tie insect tribes, good and bad, acquire vigour and size 
as they get southward. We found, however, but one scorpion 
in-doors, and he was young. We were looking on him wim 
much interest, and speculating upon his turn of mind, when a 
female servant quietly took out her scissors, and out him in 
two. Her bile, with eating oil and mi nostra, was as much 
exalted as his. Scorpions, however, are no very dangerous 
things in Italy. The gnats are bad enough without them, and 
even the flies are almost as bad as the gnats. The zanzahere 
(the bed-net against tbe gnats) appeared almost as necessary 
against tbe flies, as against tbe enemy from whom it is nanusl. 

But there is one insect which is equally harmless and beau¬ 
tiful. It succeeds the noisy cicala of an evening; and is of so 
fairy-like a nature and lustre, that J would be almost worth 
coming into the south to look at it, if there were no other at¬ 
traction. I allude to the Are-fly. Imagine thousands of flash¬ 
ing diamonds every night powdering the ground, the trees, 
and the air, especially in the darkest places, and in the corn¬ 
fields, They give at once a delicacy and brilliance to Italian 
darkness, inconceivable. It is the glow-worm, winged, and 
flying in crowds. In England it is the female alone that ran 
be said to give light; that of the male, who is the exclusive 
possessor of the wings, is hardly perceptible. u Worm” is a 
wrong word, the creature being a real insect The Tuscan 
name is lucdola , little-light. In Genoa they call them are- 
belle (chiare-belle), clear and pretty. When held in 1 lie hand, 
the little creature is discovered to be a dark-coloured beetle, 
but without the hardness or sluggish look of the beetle tribe. 
The light is contained in the under part of the extremity of 
the abdomen, exhibiting a dull golden-coloured .section by day, 
and flashing occasionally by daylight, especially when the hand 
is shaken. At night the flashing is that of the purest and most 
lucid fire, spangling the vineyards and olive-trees, and their 
dark avenues, with innumerable stars. Its use is not known. 
In England, and I believe here, the supposition is that it i a a 
signal of love. It affords no perceptible heat;, but; is supposed 
to be phosphoric. In a dark room, a single one is Huflicient 
to flash a light against the wall. I have read of a lady in the 
West Indies who could see to read by the help of three under 
a glass, as long as they chose to accommodate her. During 
our abode in Genoa a few of them were commonly in our rooms 



347 


FLORENCE: ITALY IN GENERAL. 

all night, going about like little sparkling elves. It is impos¬ 
sible not to think of something spiritual in seeing the progress 
of one of them through a dark room. You only knoiv it by 
the Hashing of its lamp which takes place every two or three 
feet apart, sometimes oftener, thus marking its track in and 
out of the apartment, or about it. It is like a little fairy takin-r 
its rounds. These insects remind us of the lines in HerriclT 
inviting his mistress to come to him at night-time, and they 
suit them still better than his English ones:_ 

“ Their lights the glow-worms lend tliee; 

The shooting-stars attend thee; 

And the elves also, 

Whose little eyes glow, 

Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee.” 

To me, who when I was in Italy passed more of my time, 
even than usual, in the ideal world, the spiritual-looking little 
creatures were more than commonly interesting. Shelley used 
to watch them for hours. I looked at them, and wondered 
whether any of the particles he left upon earth helped to 
auiinato their loving aud lovely light. The last fragment 
lie wrote, which was a welcome to me on my arrival from 
England, began with a simile taken from their dusk look 
aud the tiro underneath it, in which he found a likeness to 
his friend. They had then just made their appearance for the 
season. 

There is one circumstance respecting those fire-flics, quite 
as extraordinary as any. There is no mention of them in the 
ancient poets. Now, of all insects, even southern, they are, 
perhaps, the most obvious to poetical notice. It is difficult to 
conceive how any poet, much more a pastoral or an amatory 
poet, could help speaking of them ; and yet they make their 
appearance neither in Greek nor Latin verse, neither in 
Homer, nor Virgil, nor Ovid, nor Anacreon, nor Theocritus. 
The earliest mention of them, with which I am acquainted, is 
in Dante (Inferno, canto 21), where he compares the spirits 
in the eighth circle ol hell, who go about swathed in fire, to 
the “ lueoiole” in a rural valley of an evening. A truly 
saturnine perversion of a beautiful object Does nature put 
forth a new production now and then, like an author ? Or 
has the glow-worm beam exalted into the fire-fly by the 
greater heat of the modern Italian soil, which appears indis¬ 
putable? Thu supposition is, I believe, that the ire-fly was 
brought into Europe from the New World. 
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With respect to wood in Italy, olive-trees in particular, 
travellers hearing so much of the latter, and accustomed to 
their pickled fruit, are generally disappointed at sight of 
them. Whether my enthusiasm was borne out by judgment, 
I cannot say, but I liked them, at least in combination. An 
olive-tree by itself is hardly to be called handsome, tin less it 
is young, in which state it is very much so, quite warranting 
Homer’s comparison with it of the slain youth. It is thou 
tender-looking and elegant. When old the leaves an*, stiff, 
hard, pointed, willow-like, dark above, and of a light lout horn 
colour underneath; the trunk slight, dry-looking, crooked ; 
and it almost always branches off'into a double stem at a little 
distance from the ground. A wood of olive-trees looks like a 
huge hazy bush, more light than dai'k, and glimmering with 
innumerable specks, which are the darker sides of the leaves. 
When they are in fruit they seem powdered with myriads of 
little black balls. My wife said, that olive-trees looked as if 
they only grew by moonlight; which gives a better idea of 
their light, faded aspect, than a more prosaical description. 

The pine-tree is tall, dark, and comparatively branchless, 
till it spreads at top into a noble, solid-looking head, wide and 
stately. It harmonizes as beautifully with extended land¬ 
scape, as architectural towers, or as ships at sea. 

The cypress is a poplar in shape, but more sombre, stately, 
and heavy; not to be moved by every flippant air. It is of a 
beautiful dark colour, and contrasts admirably with trees of a 
rounder figure. Two or three cypress-trees by the side of a 
white or yellow cottage, slated and windowed like our new 
cottage-houses near London, the windows often without glass, 
are alone sufficient to form a Tuscan picture, and constantly 
remind you that you are at a distance from home. 

The consumption, by the way, of olive oil is immense. It 
is probably no mean exasperator of Italian bile. The. author 
of an Italian Art of Health approves a moderate use of’ it, both 
in diet and medicine; but says, that as soon as it is eookod, 
fried, or'otherwise abused, it inflames the blood, disturbs the 
humours, irritates the fibres, and produces other effects very 
superfluous in a stimulating climate. The notoriousness of 
the abuse makes him cry out, and ask how much better it 
would be to employ this pernicious quantity of oil in lighting 
the streets and roads. lie thinks it necessary, however, to 
apologize to his countrymen for this apparent inattention 
to their pecuniary profits, adding, that he makes amends by 
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diverting tliem into another channel. I fear the two ledgers 
would make a very different show of profit and loss: not to 
mention, that unless the oil were consecrated, or the lamps 
hung very high, it woiild assuredly be devoured. We had no 
little difficulty in keeping the servants from disputing its food 
with our lamp-light. Their lucubrations were of a more 
internal nature than ours. 

“ The rather thou, 

Celestial oil shine inwards.” 

I was told that the olive-trees grew finer and finer as you 
went southwards. 

The chestnut-trees are very beautiful; the spiky-looking 
branches of leaves, long, and of a noble green, make a glorious 
show as you look up against the intense blue of the sky. Is 
it a commonplace to say that the castanets used in dancing, 
evidently originated in tint nuts of this tree, ca$t<rgnette'J 
Tiny an*, made in general, 1 believe, of cockle-shells, or an 
imitation of them; but the name renders their vegetable 
descent unequivocal It is pleasant to observe the simple 
origin of pleasant things. Some loving peasants, time imme¬ 
morial, fall dancing under the trees: tiny pick up the nuts, 
rattle them in their hands; ami behold (as the Frenchman 
says) the birth of the accompaniment of the fandango. 

Thus much for insects and trees. Among the human 
novelties that impress a strangin’ in Italy, I have not before 
noticed the vivacity prevalent among all classes of people. 
The gesticulation is not French. It; has an air of greater 
simplicity and sincerity, ami has more to do with the eyes 
and expression of countenance. But after lsung used to it, 
the English must look like a nation of seomers and prudes. 
When serious, the women walk with a certain piquant state¬ 
liness, this same which impressed the ancient as well as 
modern poets of Italy, Virgil in particular; but it has no 
haughtiness. You might imagine them walking up to a 
dance, or priestesses of Venus approaching a temple. When 
lively, their manner out of doors is that of our liveliest 
women within. If they make a quicker movement; than usual, 
if they recognize a friend, for instance, or call out to some¬ 
body, or despatch somebody with a message, they have all the 
life, simplicity, and uncimsciousness of the, happiest of out 
young women, who are at ease in their gardens or parks. 

On becoming intimate with Genoa, I found that it possesses 





350 AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP LEIGH HUNT. 

multitudes of handsome women; and what surprised me, 
many of them .with beautiful northern complexions. But an 
English lady told me, that for this latter discovery I was 
indebted to my short sight. This is probable. I have often, 
I confess, been in raptures at faces that have passed me in 
London, whose only faults were being very coarse and con¬ 
siderably bilious. It is not desirable, however, to hate a 
Brobdignagian sight; and where the mouth is sweet and the 
eyes intelligent, there is always the look of beauty with a 
right observer. Now, I saw heaps of such faces in Genoa. 
The superiority of the women over the men was indeed re¬ 
markable, and is to be accounted for perhaps by the latter 
being wrapt and screwed up in money-getting. Yet it is 
just the reverse, I understand, at Naples; and the Neapo¬ 
litans are accused of being as sharp at a bargain as anybody. 
What is certain, however, is, that in almost all parts of Italy, 
gentility of appearance is on the side of the females. The 
rarity of a gentlemanly look in the men is remarkable. The 
commonness of it among women of all classes is equally 
so. The former was certainly not the case in old times, if 
we are to trust the portraits handed down to us; nor, 
indeed, could it easily have been believed, if left upon record. 
What is the cause, then, of this extraordinary degeneracy ? 
Is it, after ail, an honourable one to the Italians ? Is it 
that the men, thinking of the moral and political situation 
of their country, and so long habituated to feel themselves 
degraded, acquire a certain instinctive carelessness and con¬ 
tempt of appearance; while the women, on the other hand, 
more taken up with their own affairs, with the conscious¬ 
ness of beauty, and the flattery which is more or less paid 
them, have retained a greater portion of their self-possession 
and esteem ? The alteration, whatever it is owing to, is of 
the worst kind. The want of gentility is not supplied, as 
it so often is with us, by a certain homely simplicity and 
manliness, quite as good in its way, and better, where the 
former does not include the better part of it. The appearance, 
to use a modern cant phrase, lias a certain raffish not# in it’ 
like that of a suspicious-looking fellow in England, who 
lounges about with his hat on one side, and a flower in his 
mouth. Nor is it confined to men in trade, whether high or 
low; though at^ the same time I must observe, that all men, 
high or low (with the exceptions, of course, that take; place’ 
in every case), are given to pinching and saving, keening their 
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Upor l the 1 ?' vcst r ossible allowance, and eating as 
little as need be themselves, with the exception of tlieir 
favourite mvnestra, of which I will speak presently, and which 
being a cheap as well as favourite dish, they gobble in suffi- 
lent quantity to hinder their abstinence in other things from 
being regarded as the effect of temperance. In Pisa the 
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m tiuth it is a necessity ot progression. All mankind must 
be fused together, hetore they know how to treat; one another 
properly, and to agree upon tinal good. Prince Albert’s 
project lor next year * is a great lift in this direction. It was 
a most happy thought; for combining the ordinary and extra¬ 
ordinary interests of tin- world. J 

One of the greatest causes of the deterioration of the 
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Italy for years} there was a. prevailing contempt of truth m thes 
country, that would have astonished even an oppressed Irish¬ 
man. It formed an awful comment^ upon those dangers of 
catechizing people into insincerity, which Bentham pointed out 
in his Church-of-Englandim. We in England are far enough, 
God knows, from this universality of evil yet; and some of the 
most conscientious of our clergy themselves have lately been 
giving remarkable indication of their disinterested horror on 
the subject. May such writers, and such readers ^oi them, 
always be found to preserve us from it 1 In Shelley’s preface 
to the tragedy of the Cenci, which was written at Rome, the 
religious nature of this profanation of truth is pointed out with 
equal acuteness and eloquence. I have heard instances of 
falsehood, not merely in shops, but among “ ladies and gentle¬ 
men,” so extreme, so childish, and apparently so unconscious 
of wrong, that the very excess of it, however shocking in one 
respect, relieved one's feelings in another. It showed how 
much might be done by proper institutions, to exalt the 
character of a people who are by nature so ingenuous. But 
received Italian virtues, under their present governments, 
consist in being Catholic (that is to say, in going to confession), 
in not being “taken in” by others, and in taking in every¬ 
body else. Persons employed to do the least or the* greatest 
jobs, will alike endeavour to cheat you through thick and 
thin. Such, at least, was the case when I was in Italy. It 
was a perpetual warfare, in which yon were obliged to fight iu 
self-defence. If you paid anybody what he asked you, it never 
entered into his imagination that you did it from anything but 
folly. You were pronounced a minchione (a ninny), one of 
their greatest terms of reproach. On the other hand, if you 
battled well through the bargain, a perversion of the natural 
principle of self-defence led to a feeling of respect for you. 
Dispute might increase ; the man might grin, stare, threaten ; 
might pour out torrents of argument and of “ injured inno¬ 
cence,” as they always do; but be firm, and he went away 
equally angry and admiring. Did anybody condescend to 
take them in, the admiration as well as the anger was still iu 
proportion, like that of the gallant knights of old when they 
were beaten in single combat. 

The famous order of things called Citixhnsm is the conse¬ 
quence of a state of society more inconsistent than itself, 
though leg's startling to the habits of the world ; but it \va 4 
managed in a foolish manner; and, strange to say, it w&a 
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almost as gross, more formal, and quite as hypocritical as what 
it displaced. It Is a stupid system. The poorer the people 
tiie less, of course, it takes place among them; but as the 
husband, in all eases, has the most to do for his family and 
is the person least cared for, he is resolved to get what he can 
or tore marriage; so a vile custom prevails among the poorest 
by which no girl can get married unless she brings a certain 
dowry. Unmarried females are also watched with exceeding 
strictness; and in order to obtain at once a husband* and 
freedom, every nerve is strained to get this important dowry 
Daughters scrape up, servants pilfer for it. If they were not 
obliged to ornament themselves, as a help towards their object 
I do not know whether even the natural vanity of youth would 
not he sacrificed, and girls hang out rags as a proof of their 
hoard, instead of the “outward and visible sign” of crosses 
and ear-rings. Dress, however, disputes the palm with saving*; 
and as a certain consciousness of their fine eyes and their 
naturalI graces survives everything else among southern woman¬ 
kind, English people have no conception of the high hand with 
which the humblest females in Italy carry it at a dance or an 
evening party. Ilair dressed up, white gowns, satins, flowers 
tans, and gold ornaments, nil form a part of the glitter of the 
o\ cuing, and all, too, amidst as great;, and perhaps as graceful 
a profusion of compliments ami love-making as takes place in 
the most privileged ball-rooms. Yet it is twenty to one that 
nine out of ten persons in the. room have dirty stockings on 
and shoos out at heel Nobody thinks of saving up articles 
of that description ; and they are too useful, and not showy 
enough, to be. eared for ai passant. Therefore Italian girls 
may of ton enough he well compared to flowers; with head 
and bodies all ornament, their feet are in the earth; and thus 
they go nodding forth for sale, “growing, blowing, and all 
alive, A foolish English servant w lit an we brought out with 
us, fell Into an absolute rage of jealousy at seeing my wile 
give a crown of flowers to a young Italian servant, "who was 
going to a dance. The latter, who was of the, most respectable 
sorb and looked as lady dike as you please when dressed, 
received the flowers with gratitude, though without surprise; 
hut English and Italian both were struck speechless, when, in 
addition to the crown, my wife presented tint latter with a 
jmtr of her own shoes ami stockings. Doubtless, they were 
the triumph of the evening# Next day we heard accounts of 
the beautiful dancingof Hignor F«, the English valet, open- 
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lug the hall with the handsome chandler’s-shopkeeper, &c.; 
and our poor countrywoman was ready to expire. 

One anti-climax more. If Italy is famous at present for 
any two things, it is for political uneasiness and minestra .* 
Wherever you find shops, you see baskets full of a yellow 
stuff, made up in long stripes like tape, and tied up in bundles. 

This is the main compound of minestra , or, to use the Neapo¬ 
litan term, it is our now growing acquaintance, maccaroni. 

Much of it is naturally of a yellowish colour, but the Genoese 
dye it deeper with saffron. When made into a soup it is 
called minestra , and mixed sometimes with meat, sometimes 
with oil and butter, but always, if it is to be had, with grated 
cheese. An Italian, reasonably to do in the world, has no 
notion of eating anything plain. If he cannot have his bit of 
roast and boiled, and, above all, his minestra and his oil, he is 
thrown out of all his calculations, physical and moral. He r 
has a great abstract respect for fasting; but he struggles hard { 
to be relieved from it. He gets, whenever he can, what is 
called an “ indulgence.” The Genoese in particular, being ! v . 
but Canaanites or borderers in Italy, and accustomed to pro- * 
fane intercourse by their maritime situation, as well as to an 
heterodox appetite by their industry and sea air, are extremely < 
restive on the subject of fasting. They make pathetic repre¬ 
sentations to the Archbishop respecting beef and pudding, and i 
allege their health and their household economies. Fish is 
luckily dear. I have seen in a Genoese Gazette, an extract \ 
fj'Oin the circular of the Archbishop respecting the Lent indul- 
gencies. lt The Holiness of our Lord,” he says (for so the Pope is 
styled), “ has seen with the greatest displeasure, that the ardent 
desire which he has always cherished, of restoring the ancient 
rigour of Lent, is again rendered of no effect by representations 
which he finds it impossible to resist.” He therefore permits the ’ 
inhabitants of the Archbishop’s diocese to make “ one meal a 
day of eggs and white-meats (latticini) during Lent; and to 
such persons as have really need of it, he allows the use of * 
flesh:” but he adds, that this latter permission “leaves a heavy ! . 

load on his conscience,” and that he positively forbids the ‘ 
promiscuous use of flesh and fish. I must add, for my part, I ^ 
thought the Pope had reason in this roasting of eggs. 

* I used to think that cicisbeisni was its main distinction; hut 
young Italy insists that it is going out of fashion; and, as Italians 
ought to know more about the subject than Ido, I shall not let certain 
spectacles that were shown me in their country, pretend to refute it. 
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^ P°^tical uneasiness, I should have so much to say 
about it, if I entered upon the subject, that I dare but occa¬ 
sionally allude to it in this volume. It would require a book 
to itself. I he whole of this volume, however, may be said to 
be about it, inasmuch as it concerns the transition state of 
the human mind. I shall advert again to the religious -part 
of the subject before I conclude. 

Meantime, I shall only say that Italy is a wonderful nation, 
always at the head of the world in some respect, great or small 
and equal y full of life. Division among its children Tits 
bane; and Mazzinfs was the best note that has been struck 
m its favour in modern times, because he struck it at Borne 
m the place of the very Pope, and thus gave it the best 
chance of rallying under one summons. Heaven forgive the 
I rench for the shameless vanity of their interference 1 for it 
has delayed, under the most unwarrantable circumstances, 
what must assuredly hike place before long, as far as priests 
and priestly government are concerned. The poor good Pope 
can no more keep it down, than lie could tread out a volcano 
with his embroidered slippers. 

I differ with Mazzini, inasmuch as I prefer a republic 
under a limited monarch, to a republic without one. It seems 
to me to promise better for order and x*efiue merit, and for the 
security, against reactions, of progression itself. Still I should 
have rejoiced to sec his noble experiment at Rome completed: 
for the throne which he and his compeers occupied, and from 
which, in accordance with his own awful words, he had made*, 
falsehood descend,* was occupied by justice and reason, and 
infamous was the intervention that broke it up. But if porn } 
divided, and still in great measure (as far as the uneducated 
classes are concerned) priest-ridden Italy is not yet strong 
enough or worthy enough to complete an experiment so noble, 
then the best thing to be desired is, that the gallant king of 
hardinia should succeed with his constitutional experiment, 
which would etui in something far better than absolutism of 
any kind, and might ultimately crown republicanism itself 
with the superior grata; and security, tf which mention hm 
just been math;. 

* “ You Aim A MSI to the Papal Power, 
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CHAPTEE XXII. 

RETURN TO ENGLAND. 

On our return from Italy to England, we travelled, not by 
post, but by vettura, that is to say, by easy stages of thirty or 
forty miles a-day, in a travelling carriage;^ the box of winch 
is turned into a chaise, with a calash over it# It is drawn by 
three horses, occasionally assisted by mules# We paid about 
eighty-two guineas English, for which some ten of us (count¬ 
ing as six, because of the children,) were to be taken to 
Calais; to have a breakfast and dinner every day on the road; 
to be provided with five beds at night, each containing two 
persons; and to rest four days during the journey, without 
further expense, in whatever places and portions of time wo 
thought fit. Our breakfast was to consist of coffee, bread, 
fruit, milk, and eggs (plenty of each), and our dinner ot the 
four indispensable Italian dishes, something roast, something 
boiled, something fried, and what they call an umido, which 
is a hash, or something of that sort; together with vegetables, 
wine, and fruit Care, however, must be taken in these, bar¬ 
gains, that the vetturino does not crib from the allowance by 
degrees, otherwise the dishes grow fewer and smaller; meat 
disappears on a religious principle, it being matjro day, on 
which “ nothing is to be had;” and the vegetables, adhering 
to their friend the meat in his adversity, disappear likewise. 
The reason of this is, that the vetturino has two conflicting 
interests within him. It is his interest to please you in hope 
of other custom; and it is his interest to make tin* most ot 
the sum of money which his master allows him for ex pi* uses. 
Withstand, however, any change at first, and good behaviour 
may be reckoned upon. We had as pleasant a little Tusean 
to drive us as I ever met with. He began very handsomely ; 
but finding us willing to make the best of any little defici¬ 
ency, he could not resist the temptation of giving up the 
remoter interest for the nearer one. We found our profusion 
diminish accordingly; and at Turin, after cunningly asking 
us whether we cared to have an inn not of the very highest 
description, lie brought us to one, of which it could only be 
said that it was not of the very lowest. The landlord showed 
us into sordid rooms on a second story. 1 found it necessary 
to be base and make a noise ; upon which little GIgi looked 



E1TURH TO mOtXSD. 


857 

frightened, and the landlord became slavish, and bowed ns into 
his best apartments. We had no more of the same treatment. 

Our rogue of a driver had an excellent temper, and was as 
honest a rogue, I will undertake to say, as ever puzzled a 
formalist. He made us laugh with his resemblance to Lamb, 
whoso countenance, a little jovializod, he engrafted upon an 
active little body and sturdy pair of legs, walking about in his 
jack-boots as if they wore pinups. But a man must have 
some great object in life, to carry him so many times over 
the Alps: and this, of necessity, is money. We could have ' 
dispensed easily enough with some of the fried and roasted; 
but to do this would have been to subject ourselves to other 
diminutions. Our bargain was reckoned a good one. Gen’s 
master said (believe him who will) that he could not have 
afforded it, had he not been sure, at that time of the year, 
that somebody would take his coach back again ; such is the 
multitude of persons that come to winter in'Italy. 

We were told to look for a barren road from Florence to 
Bologna, but were agreeably disappointed. The vines, indeed, 
anti the olives disappeared; but this was a relief to m In¬ 
stead of them!, and the comparatively petty ascents about 
Florence, we had proper swelling Apennines, valley and 
mountain, with fine sloping meadows of green, interspersed 
with wood. 

[Starting from Maiano at mi early hour on the fOth of 
September, IS2o, | we stopped to refresh ourselves at mum at 
an mn called Le iifasehtsre, where there was an elegant pro-* 
apeet, a mixture of nature with garden ground; and wo slept 
aMWigliaio, where three tall buxom damsels wailed upon 
UH, who romped during supper with the. men servants. One 
of them had abetter tone in speaking than the other®*, upon 
the strength of which she stepped about with a (aunty air in 
a hat and leathern, and “ did the amiable.” A*Greek came 
m with a hmg beard, which he poked into all the man a by 
way of investigation, as he could apeak no language but his 
own* I linked one o| the girls why she looked so frightened ; 
ufion winch she shrugged her shoulders and said H Ok I Ho! ” 
as if Bluebeard had come to put her in his seraglio. 

Our vile inn knocked ns up; and wt* were half starved. 
Little Gigi, on living remonstrated with, said that he wa# not 
aware fill that moment of its being part of his duty, by the 
agreement, to pay expenses during our clays of stopping, lb* 
had uot looked into the agreement till then I The rogue ! Ho 




358 


AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP LEIGH HUNT. 

we lectured him, and forgave liim for his good temper; and 
he was to be very honest and expensive for the rest of the 
journey. 

Next morning we set off at five o’clock, and passed a vol¬ 
canic part of the Apennines, where a flame issues from the 
ground. We thought we saw it. The place is called Pietra 
Mala (Evil Lock). Here we enter upon the Pope’s territories; 
as if his Holiness were to be approached by an infernal door. 

We refreshed at Poggioli, in sight of a church upon a hill, 
called the Monte dei Formicoli (Ant Hill). Sitting outside 
the inn-door on a stone, while the postilion sat on another, he 
told us of an opinion which prevailed among travellers re¬ 
specting this place. They reported, that on a certain day in 
the year, all the ants in the neighbourhood come to church in 
the middle of the service, and die during the celebration of 
the mass. After giving me this information, I observed him 
glancing at me for some time with a very serious face, after 
which he said abruptly , u Ho you believe this report, signore? ” 
I told him, that I was loath to differ with what he or any one 
else might think it proper to believe; but if he put the ques¬ 
tion to me as one to be sincerely answered— 
u Oh, certainly, signore.” 

“ Well, then, I do not believe it.” 

“ No more,” said Little Gigi, “ do I.” 

. 1 subsequently found my postilion very sceptical on some 
highly Catholic points, and he accounted for it like a philo¬ 
sopher. Seeing that he made no sign of reverence in passing 
the images of the Virgin and Child, I asked him the reason. 
u Sir,” said he, ct I have travelled.” 

These were literally his words. (Ho viaggiato, signore.) 
He manifested, however, no disrespect for opinions on which 
most believers are agreed; though whenever his horses vexed 
lm, he poured forth a series of tne most blasphemous 
execrations which I ever heard. Indeed, I had never heard 
any at all resembling them; though I was told they were not 
uncommon with persons unquestionably devout. He abused 
the Divine presence in the sacrament. He execrated the body 

and-but I must not repeat what he said, for fear of shock- 

ing the reader and myself. Nevertheless, I believe he did it 
all in positive innocence and want of thought, repeating the 
words as mere words which he heard from others all his life 
and to which he attached none of the ideas which they ex¬ 
pressed. When a person d—ns another in English, he has 
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no real notion of what he condemns him to ; and I believe 
our postilion had as little when he devoted the objects of his 
worship to malediction. He was very land to the children 
and took leave of us at the end of our journey in tears. ’ 
Ihe same evening we got to Bologna, where we finished 
tor the present with mountains. The best streets in Bologna 
aie furnished with arcades, very sensible things, which we 
are surprised to miss in any city in a hot country.- They are 
to be found, more or less, as you travel northwards. The 
houses were all kept in good-looking order, owing, I believe, 
to a passion which the Bolognese have for a gorgeous anni- 
versary, against which everything, animate and inanimate, 
puts on its best. I could not learn what it was. Besides 
tapestry and flowers, they bring out their pictures to hang in 
front of the houses. Many cities in Italy disappoint the eye 
of the traveller. The stucco and plaster outside the houses 
get worn, and, together with the open windows, gives them 
a squalid and deserted appearance. But the name is always 
something. If Bologna were nothing of a city, it would still 
he a fine sound and a sentiment; a thing recorded in art, in 
poetry, in stories of all sorts. 

We passed next day over a flat country, and dined at 
Modena, which is neither so good-looking a city, nor so well 
sounding a recollection, as Bologna; but it is still Modena, 
the native place of Tassoni. I went to the cathedral to get 
sight of the Bucket (La Secchia) which is lmng up there, but 
found the doors shut, and a very ugly pile of building. The 
J 10118 before the doors looked as if some giant’s children had 
made them in sport; wretchedly sculptured, and gaped as if 
in agony at their bad legs. It was a disappointment to me 
not to see the Bucket. . The poem called the Rape of the 
Bucket (La Secchia IZapita), next to Metastasio’s address to 
Venus, is my oldest Italian acquaintance ; and I reckoned 
upon saying to the subject of it, “ Ha, ha! There you are ! ” 
Pope imitated the title of this poem in his Rape of the Lock ; 
and Dry den confessed to a young critic, that he himself knew 
the poem, and had made use of it.* The bucket was a trophy 
taken by the Modenese from their rivals of Bologna, during 
one of the petty Italian wars. 

There is something provoking, and yet something fine too, 
in flitting in this manner from city to city. You are vexed at 
not being able to stop and see pictures, <&c.; but you have a 
of royal taste of great pleasures in passing. * The beat 





ATJTOBIOGEAPHY OF LEIGH HUNT. 


360 

tiling one can do to get at tlie interior of anything in this 
hurry, is to watch the countenances of the people. I thought 
that the aspects of the Bolognese and Modenese people singu¬ 
larly answered to their character in books. What is more 
singular, is the - extraordinary difference and nationality of 
aspect in the people of two cities, at so little distance from 
one another. The Bolognese have a broad steady look, not 
without geniality and richness. You can imagine them to 
give birth to painters. The Modenese are crusty-looking and 
carking, with a narrow mouth, and a dry twinkle at the corner 
of the eyes. They are critics and satirists on the face of them* 
For my part, I never took very kindly to Tassoni, for all my 
young acquaintance with him ; and in the war which he has 
celebrated, I was henceforward, whatever I was before, de¬ 
cidedly for the Bolognese. 

On the 12th of September, after dining at Modena, we slept 
at Eeggio, where Ariosto was born. His father was captain 
of the citadel. Boiardo, the poet’s worthy precursor (in some 
respects, I think, his surpasser), was bom at Scandiano, not 
far off. I ran, before the gates were shut, to get a look at the 
citadel, and was much the better for not missing it. Poets 
leave a greater charm than any men upon places they have 
rendered famous, because they sympathise more than any other 
men with localities, and identify themselves with the least 
beauty of art or nature—a turret or an old tree. The river 
Ilissus at Athens is found to be a sorry brook; but it runs 
talking for ever of Plato and Sophocles. 

At Parma I tore my hair mentally at not being able to see 
the Correggios. Piacenza pleased us to be in it, on account of 
the name ; but a list of places in Italy is al;vays like a set of 
musical tones. Parma, Piacenza, Voghera, Tort6na, Fclizaua, 
—sounds like these convert a road-book into a music-book. 

At Asti, a pretty place, with a a west-end” full of fine 
houses, I went to look at the Alfieri palace, and tried to re¬ 
member the poet with pleasure; hut I could not like him. 
To me, his austerity is only real in the unpleasantest part of 
it. The rest seems affected. The human heart in his hands 
is a tough business; and he thumps and turns it about in his 
short, violent, and pounding manner, as if it were an iron on 
a blacksmith’s anvil. Alfieri loved liberty like a tyrant, and 
the Pretender’s widow like a slave. 

The first sight of the Po, of the mulberry-trees, the mea¬ 
dows, and the Alps, was at once classical, and Italian, and 
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northern. It made us feel that we were taking a great step 
nearer home. Pornno, a pretty little place, presented its with 
a sight like a passage in Boccaccio. This was a set of Domi- 
mcan friars with the chief at their head, issuing out of two 
coaches, and proceeding along the corridor of the inn to dinner 
each holding a bottle of wine in his hand, with the exception 
of the abbot, who held two. The wine was doubtless their 
°wn, that upon the road not being sufficiently orthodox 

twkiT* tJ n w% Cit3 Vi ke a S6t of Regent-streets,’made 
twice as tall. We found here some of the most military- 

looking officers we ever saw, fine, tall, handsome fellows, 
whom the weather had beaten but not conquered, very gen¬ 
tlemanly, and combining the officer and soldier as completely 

When T « T T Tll fJ lV i SerVGd under Bonaparte 
When I saw them, I could understand how it was that a 

I ledmontese revolution was more dreaded by the legitimates 
than any other movement in Italy. The one concocted at 
that time was betrayed by the heir-apparent, then Prince of 
Carignan, who undertook to make amends by his heading 
another, as King Charles Albert. A second was lost not long 
ago. Suspicion still clung to him during the vicissitudes of 
the war; but a death, looking very much like a broken heart 
appears to have restored his memory to respect, and his son 
has made great and promising moves in the right direction * 

* [Li this passage there is a very grave mistake, and none the less 
serious for | being apparently countenanced by so conscientious a 
writer. I he allusion to a betrayal of a liberal movement by Charles 
Albert m bis youth, is based on an entirely false report. Charles 
Albert bad joined the party of the Carbonari, and had suddenly with¬ 
drawn from them, but it was on grounds frankly stated, consistent 
with Ins own professions, and with the avowedly monarchical prin¬ 
ciples of the present volume. The Carbonari originally formed their 
combination to free their race from tyranny, and to restore Italy to 
the Italians. Charles Albert went with them; but when they enlarged 
their project and planned the establishment of a republic, he declared 
that he could not adopt republican principles, and he withdrew from 
the movement. I lie movement was defeated, but there is not the 
slightest evidence that Charles Albert, by deed or word, suggestion 
or silence, over betrayed his former comrades. He afterwards endured 
great trouble of mmd^ and sickness of body from the disappointment 
an( ^» ^ understood, doubts whether lie was perfectly 
justified in opposing the Church. When opportunity again offered 
itself, Charles Albert again Stood forward, and staked his throne in 
the national cause. When lie found that his presence embarrassed 
the endeavours of the constitutional party, he spontaneously sur¬ 
rendered his throne, and doomed himself to die in exile, leaving his 
son, his companion in the field and in council, to cany on the enter- 
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At Turin was the finest dancer I had ever seen, a girl ol 
the name of De’ Martini. She united the agility of the 
French school with all that you would expect from the Italian. 
Italian dancers are in general as mediocre as the French are 
celebrated ; but the French dancers, in spite of their high 
notions of the art and the severity of their studies (perhaps 
that is the reason), have no mind with their bodies. They 
are busts in barbers’ shops, stuck upon legs full of vivacity. 
You wonder how any lower extremities so lively can leave 
such an absence of all expression in the upper. De’ Martini 
was a dancer all over. Her countenance partook of the feli¬ 
city of the limbs. When she came bounding on the stage, in 
two or three long leaps like a fawn, I should have thought 
she was a Frenchwoman ; but the style undeceived me. She 
came bounding in front, as if she would have pitched herself 
mto the arms of the pit; then made a sudden drop, and 
addressed three enthusiastic courtesies to the pit and boxes, 
with a rapidity and yet a grace, a self-abandonment yet a self- 
possession, quite extraordinary, and such as, to do justice to 
1 , should be described by a poet combining the western ideas 
ol the sex with eastern licence. She was beautiful, too, both 
m ace and figure, and I thought was a proper dancer to 
appear before a pit full of those fine fellows I have just men¬ 
tioned. She seemed as complete in her wav as themselves, 
in short, I never saw anything like it before, and did not 
wonder that she had the reputation of turning peoples’ heads 
wherever she went. 


. ^ -^ftbrogio, a little town between Turin and Susa, 
IS a proper castle-topped mountain a la Radcliffe, the only one 
we had met with. Susa has some remains connected with 
Augustus ; but Augustus is nobody, or ought to be nobodv 
to a traveller in modern Italy. He, and twenty like him’ 
never gave me one sensation all the time I was there; and 
even the better part of the Romans it is difiicult to think of. 
lhere is something formal and cold about their historv, in 
spite of Virgil and Horace, and even in spite of their own 
violence, which does not harmonize with the south. Thev 
are men in northern iron, and their poets, even the best of 
them, were copiers of the Greek poets, not originals, like 

prise with happier auspices. Charles‘Albert proved at once the 
timM* i° f j? 6 sa ® n ^ ce which he voluntarily incurred and his devo- 

that 1118 heart * 



RETURN TO ENGLAND. 


363 


Dante and Petrarch. So we slept at Susa, not thinking of 
Augustus, but listening to waterfalls, and thinking of the Alps. 

Next morning we beheld a sight worth living for. We were 
now ascending the Alps ; and while yet in the darkness before 
dawn, we beheld the top of one of the mountains basking in 
the sunshine. We took it with delighted reverence into our 
souls, and there it is for ever. The passage of the Alps 
(thanks to Bonaparte, whom a mountaineer, with brightness 
in his eyes, called “ Napoleon of happy memory ,”—Napoleone 
di felice memoria) is now as easy as a road in England. You 
look up towards airy galleries and down upon villages that 
appear like toys, and feel somewhat disappointed at rolling 
over it all so easily. 

The moment we passed the Alps, we found ourselves in 
France. At Lanslebourg, French was spoken, and amorous 
groups gesticulated on the papering and curtains. Savoy is a 
glorious country, a wonderful intermixture of savage preci¬ 
pices and pastoral meads ; but the roads are still uneven and 
bad. The river ran and tumbled, as if in a race with our 
tumbling carriage. At one time you are in a road like a 
gigantic rut, deep down in a valley j and at another, up in the 
air, wheeling along a precipice I know not how many times as 
high as St. Paul’s. 

At Chambery, I could not resist going to see the house of 
Kousseau and Madame de Warens, while the coach stopped. 
It is up a beautiful lane, where you have trees all the way, 
sloping fields, and a brook; as fit a scene as could be desired. 
I met some Germans coming away, who congratulated me on 
being bound, as they had been, to the house of “ Jean 
Jacques.” The house itself is of the humbler genteel class, 
but neat and white, with green blinds. The little chapel, 
that cost its mistress so much, is still remaining. 

We proceeded, through Lyons and Auxerre, to Paris. 
Beyond Lyons, we met on the road the statue of Louis XIV. 
going to that city to overawe it with Bourbon memories. It 
was an equestrian statue, covered up, guarded with soldiers, 
and looking on that road like some mysterious heap, Don 
Quixote would have attacked it, and not been thought mad: 
so much has romance done for us. The natives would in¬ 
fallibly have looked quietly on. There was a riot about it at 
Lyons, soon after its arrival. I had bought in that city a 
volume of the songs of B^ranger, and I thought to myself, as 
I met the statue, “ I have a little book in my pocket, which 
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will not suffer you to last long.” And, surely enough, down 
it went; for down went King Charles. 

Statues rise and fall; but, a little on the other side of 
Lyons, our postilion exclaimed, “Monte Bianco!” and turn¬ 
ing round, I beheld, for the first time, Mont Blanc, which 
had been hidden from us, when near it, by a fog. It looked 
like a turret in the sky, amber-coloured, golden, belonging to 
the wall of some ethereal world. This, too, is in our memo¬ 
ries for ever,—an addition to our stock,—a light for memory 
to turn to, when it wishes a beam upon its face. 

At Paris we could stop but two days, and I had but two 
thoughts in my head; one of the Revolution, the other of the 
times of Moliere and Boileau. Accordingly I looked about 
for the Sorbonne, and went to see the place where the guil¬ 
lotine stood;—the place where thousands of spirits under¬ 
went the last pang of mortality; many guilty, many innocent, 
but all the victims of a re-action against tyranny, such as will 
never let tyranny be what it was, unless a convulsion of nature 
should swallow up knowledge, and make the world begin over 
again. These are the thoughts that enable us to bear such 
sights, and that serve to secure what we hope for. 

Paris, besides being a beautiful city in the quarter that 
strangers most look to, the Tuileries, Quai de Yoltaire, &c., 
delights the eye of a man of letters by the multitude of its 
book-stalls. There seemed to be a want of old books; but 
the new were better than the shoal of Missals and Lives of 
the Saints that disappoint the lover of duodecimos on the stalls 
of Italy; and the Rousseaus and Yoltaires were endless. I 
thought, if I were a bachelor, not an Englishman, and had 
no love for old friends and fields, and no decided religious 
opinions, I could live very well, for the rest of my life, in a 
lodging above one of the bookseller’s shops on the Quai de 
Yoltaire, where I should look over the water to the Tuileries, 
and have the Elysian fields in my eye for my evening walk. 

I liked much what little I saw of the French people. They 
are accused of vanity; and doubtless they have it, and after a 
more obvious fashion than other nations; but their vanity, at 
least, includes the wish to please; other people are necessary 
to them; they are not wrapped up in themselves; not sulky; 
not too vain even to tolerate vanity. Their vanity is too 
much confounded with self-satisfaction. There is a good deal 
of touchiness, I suspect, among them—a good deal of ready¬ 
made heat, prepared to fire up in case the little commerce of 
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flattery and sweetness is not properly carried on. But this is 
better than ill-temper, or than such egotism as is not to be 
appeased by anything short of subjection. On the other 
hand, there is more melancholy than one could expect, espe¬ 
cially in old faces. Consciences in the south are frightened 
m their old age, perhaps for nothing. In the north, I suspect, 
they are^ frightened earlier, perhaps from equal want of know- 
ledge. The worst in France is (at least, from all that I saw), 
that fine old faces are rare. There are multitudes of pretty 
girls; but the faces of both sexes fall off deplorably as they 
advance in life; which is not a good symptom. Nor do the 
pretty faces, while they last, appear to contain much depth, 
or sentiment, or firmness of purpose. They seem made like 
their toys, not to last, but to break up. 

• ^ aces Ital 7 are as abundant as cypresses. However, 
m both countries, the inhabitants appeared to us amiable, as 
well as intelligent; and without disparagement to the angel 
faces which you meet with in England, and some of which 
are perhaps finer than any you see anywhere else, I could not 
help thinking, ^that, as a race of females, the countenances 
both of the French and Italian women announced more 
pleasantness and reasonableness of intercourse, than those of 
my fair and serious countrywomen. The Frenchwoman looked 
as if she wished to please you at any rate, and to be pleased 
herself. She is too conscious; and her coquetry is said, and 
I believe with truth, to promise more than an Englishman 
would easily find her to perform: but at any rate she thinks 
of you somehow, and is smiling and good-humoured. An 
Italian ^woman appears to think of nothing, not even of her- 
sejl Existence seems enough for her. But she also is easy 
of intercourse, smiling when you speak to her, and very 
unaffected. Now, in simplicity of character the Italian appeal's 
to me to have the advantage of the English women, and in 
pleasantness of intercourse both Italian and French. When 
I came to England, after a residence of four years abroad, I 
was grieved at the succession of fair sulky faces which I met 
in the streets of London. They all appeared to come out of 
unhappy homes. In truth, our virtues, or our climate, or 
whatever it is, sit so uneasily upon us, that it is surely worth 
while for our philosophy to inquire whether, in some points 
moral and political economy, we are not a little mistaken. 
Gipsies will hardly allow us to lay it to the climate. 

It was a blessed moment, nevertheless, when we found our- 
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selves among those dear sulky faces, the country women of 
dearer ones, not sulky. We set out from Calais in the steam¬ 
boat, which, carried us to London, energetically trembling all 
the way under us, as if its burning body partook of the 
fervour of our desire; [arriving on the 14th of October.] 
Here (thought we), in the neighbourhood of London, we are; 
and may we never be without our old fields again in this 
world, or the old “familiar faces” in this world or in the 
next. 


CHAPTEE XXIII. 

AT HOME IN ENGLAND. 

On returning to England, we lived a while at Highgate, where 
I took possession of my old English scenery and my favourite 
haunts, with a delight proportionate to the difference of their 
beauty from that of beautiful Italy. For a true lover of nature 
does not require the contrast of good and bad in order to be I 
delighted; he is better pleased with harmonious variety. He * 
is content to wander from beauty to beauty, not losing his 
love for the one because he loves the other. A variation on ^ 
a fine theme of music is better still than a good song after a I 
bad one. It retains none of the bitterness of fault-finding. 

I used to think in Italy that I was tired of vines and olives, ^ 
and the sharp outlines of things against indigo skies; and so 
I was; but it was from old love, and not from new hatred, j 
I humoured my dislike because I knew it was ill-founded. I 
always loved the scenery at heart, as the cousin-german of all 
other lovely scenery, especially of that which delighted me in 
books. 

But in England I was at home; and in English scenery I 
found my old friend “pastoral” still more pastoral. It was 
like a breakfast of milk and cream after yesterday’s wine. 
The word itself was more verified: for pastoral comes from 
pasture; it Implies cattle feeding, rather than vines growing, 
or even goats browsing on their tops; and here they were in 
plenty, very different from the stall-fed and rarely seen cattle 
of Tuscany. The country around was almost all pasture; 
and beloved Hampstead was near, with home in its church- 
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yard as well as in its meadows. Again I wandered with 
transport through 

u Each alley green. 

Ami every bosky bourn from aide to side,— 

My daily walks ami ancient neighbourhood.” 

Only for u bosky bourn ” you must read the ponds in which 
Shelley used to sail his boats, and very little brooks unknown 
to all but the eyes of their lovers. The walk across the tields 
from Ilighgate to Hampstead, with ponds on one side, and 
Caen Wood on the other, used to he (and 1 hope is still, for 
I have not seen it for some years) one of the prettiest of 
England. Ports' (vulgarly called Milliield) L<inv crossed it 
on the side next Highgute, at the foot of a beautiful slope, 
which in June was covered with daisies ami buttercups; ami 
at the other end it descended charmingly into tint Vale of 
Health, out of which rose the highest ground in Hampstead* 
It was in this spot, and in relation to it and about this time 
(if I may quote my own verses in illustration of what 1 felt), 
that I wrote some lines to 44 Gipsy dune/ 1 apostrophizing that 
brown and happy month on the delights which l found again 
in my native country, and on the wrongs done him by the 
pretension of the month of May. 

# * ♦ * # 

u May, the jade, with her fresh cheek, 

Ami the love the hards bespeak,— 

May, by coming first In sight, 

Half defrauds thee of thy right. 

For her best is shared by thee 
With a wealthier potency ; 

So that thou dost bring us in 
A sort of Maydime masculine, 

Fit for aethm'or for rest, 

As the luxury seems the best,-* 
bearding now the morning breezi* 

Or in love with patina ot tree;?, 

< »r disponed full length to lie, 

With a lmiid*etwifiuied eye, 

On thy warm and golden slopes, 
busker in the buttercups j 
LlstVmg with nice distant ears 
To the shepherd’s clapping shears, 

Or the next field’s laughing play 
In the happy wars ot hay, 

While its perthme breathes all over, 

Or tlie bean cofheit fine, or clover 
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« Oh! could I walk round the earth 
With a heart to share my mirth, 

With a look to love me ever. 

Thoughtful much, hut sullen never, 

I could be content to see 
June and no variety. 

Loitering here, and living there, 

With a book and frugal fare, 

With a finer gipsy time. 

And a cuckoo in the clime, 

Work at morn and mirth at noon, 

And sleep beneath the sacred moon. 

No offence, nevertheless, as John Buncle would 
to the “ stationary domesticities.” For fancy takes ol • # 

along with it in new shapes; domesticity itself can trave , 
and I never desired any better heaven, m this world or 
next, than the old earth of my acquaintance put in its tine 
condition, my own nature being improved, ot cours ®’ 
with it. I have often envied the household waggon that on 
meets with in sequestered lanes—a cottage on wheels—mov¬ 
ing whithersoever it pleases, and halting for as long a i 
may suit it. So, at least, one fancies; ignoring all about 
parish objections, inconvenient neighbourhoods, an wan 
harmony in the vehicle itself. The pleasantest idea which x. 
can conceive of this world, as far as oneself and one s enjoy- 
ments are concerned, is to possess some favourite ome n 
one’s native country, and then travel over all the rest o 1 
frlobe with those whom we love; always being able to return, 
if we please; and ever meeting with new objects, as long as 
we choose to stay away. And I suppose this is what the in¬ 
habitants of the world wilL come to, when they have arrived, 
at years of discretion, and railroads will have hastened the 

I seemed more at home in England, even with Arcadian 
idealisms, than I had been in the land nearer their birth-place; 
for it was in England I first found them in books, and with 
England even my Italian books were more associated than 

* “ There is a flock of pigeons at Maiano, which, as they go careering 
in and out among the olive-trees, look like Ihegentlespiritsot the 
Decameron again assembled in another shape. AIm- over 

as I may, and thankful as I am, I would quit it all for a walk over 
the fields from Hampstead, to one or two houses I could mention. 
My imagination can travel a good way, but, like the Tartar, it must 
carry its tents along with it. New pleasures must o1 ^ w “ r ^.“ ts " 
I can gain much, but I can afford to lose nothing, —Notes to Bacchut 
in Tuscany , p, 174, 
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With Italy itself. When in prison, I had bought the collection 
of poetry called the Parnaso Italiano , a work in fifty-six duo¬ 
decimo volumes, adorned with vignettes. The bookseller, by 
the way, charged me thirty pounds for it; though I could 
have got it, had I been wise, for a third part of the sum, 
albeit it was neatly bound. But I thought it cheap; and 
joyfully got rid of my thirty pounds for such a southern 
treasure; which, I must own, has repaid me a million times 
over, in the pleasure I have received from it. In prison it 
was truly a lump of sunshine on my shelves; and I have 
never since been without it. I even took it with me to its 
native land. 

This book aided Spenser himself in filling my English 
walks with visions of gods and nymphs—of enchantresses and 
magicians; for the reader might be surprised to know to what 
a literal extent such was the case. I suspect I had far more 
sights of “ Proteus coming from the sea,” than Mr. Words¬ 
worth himself; for he desired them only in despair of getting 
anything better out of the matter-of-fact state of the world 
about him; whereas, the world had never been able to de¬ 
prive me, either of the best hopes for itself, or of any kind 
of vision, sacred or profane, which I thought suitable to 
heaven or earth. I saw fairies in every wood, as I did the 
advent of a nobler Christianity in the churches; and by the 
help of the beautiful universality which books had taught me, 
I found those two classes of things not less compatible than 
Chaucer and Boccaccio did, when they talked of u Holy 
Ovid,” and invoked the saints and the gods in the same exor¬ 
dium. I found even a respectful corner in my imagination for 
those poetical grown children in Italy, who (literally) played 
at u Arcadians ” in gardens made for the purpose, and 
assumed names from imaginary farms in old Greece. The 
“ bays ” upon poets 7 heads in old hooks had prepared me, 
when a hoy, to like that image of literary success. I had 
myself played at it in dedications and household pastimes; 
and the names of Filieaia, Menzini, Guidi, and other grave 
and classical Italian poets, who had joined the masquerade in 
good faith, completed my willingness not to disesteem it. 

The meaning of all this is, that at the time of my life in 
question, I know not in which I took more delight—the actual 
fields and woods of my native country, the talk of such things 
in books, or the belief which I entertained that I should one 
day be joined in remembrance with those who had talked it 

24 
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I used to stroll about the meadows half tbe day, with a book 
tinder my arm, generally a 11 Parnaso ” or a Spenser, and won¬ 
der that I met nobody who seemed to like the fields as I did. 
The jests about Londoners and Cockneys did not affect me in 
the least, as far as my faith was concerned. They might as 
well have said that Hampstead was not beautiful, or Rich¬ 
mond lovely ; or that Chancer and Milton were Cockneys 
when they went out of London to lie on the grass and look at 
the daisies. -The Cockney school of poetry is the most illus¬ 
trious in England: for, to say nothing of Pope and Gray, who 
were both veritable Cockneys, u bom within the sound ol 
Bow Bell,” Milton v\*as so too; and Chaucer and Spenser were 
both natives of the city. Of the four greatest English poets, 
Shakspeare only was not a Londoner. 

But the charge of Cockneyism frightened the booksellers. 

I could never understand till this moment, what it was, for 
instance, that made the editor of a magazine reject an article 
which I wrote, with the mock-heroical title of The Graces anc 
Anxieties of Pig Driving. I used to think he found some¬ 
thing vulgar in the title. He declared that it was not he v\lio 
rejected it, but the proprietor of the magazine. The pro¬ 
prietor, on the other hand, declared that it was not he who 
rejected it, but the editor. I published it in a magazine 
of my own, the Companion , and found it hailed as one of my 
best pieces of writing. But the subject was a man inducting 
a pig into Smithfield through the intricacies of Cockney lanes 
and alleys; and the names of Smithfield, and Barbican, and 
Bell-alley, and Ducking Pond-row, were not to be ventured 
in the teeth of my friends the Tories under the signature of 
the quondam editor of the Examiner . I subsequently wrote 
a fictitious autobiography, of which I shall speak presently, 
under the title of Sir Ralph Esher. It was republished the 
other day with my name to it for the first time. The pub¬ 
lisher in those days of Toryism and Tory jesting would not 
venture to print it. I was atTength irritated by misrepresen¬ 
tations on the subject of Lord Byron to publish some auto¬ 
biographical accounts of myself, and a refutation of matters 
relating to his lordship; and to this book, for obvious reasons, 
my name was suffered to be attached; but this only made 
matters worse; and it is inconceivable to what extent I suf¬ 
fered, in mind, body, and estate, because the tide of affairs 
was against me, and because the public (which is not the best 
trait in their character) are inclined to believe whatever is 
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Miid o f a man by the prosperous. I have since been lauded 
to the slues on no other account, for productions which at 
that period foil dead from the press. People have thought I 
wrote them yesterday; and I hare sometimes been at once 
mystified and relieved, to observe who the persons were that 
have so praised them, and what they have omitted to notice 
for no better reason. It is said, and I believe truly, that no 
man in the long run can be written down, or up, except by 
himself; but it is painful to think how much can be done to 
both purposes in the meantime, and for those who deserve 
neither the one nor the other. A secret history of criticism, 
f* 01 . twenty years at a time, with its favouritisms, its 

animosities, and its hesitations, would make a very curious 
book; but the subject would be so disagreeable, that it would 
require almost as disagreeable a person to write it. 

But adieu to records of this kind for ever. It is not possi¬ 
ble for many persons to have had greater friends than I have. 
I am not aware that I have now a single enemy; and I accept 
the fortunes which have occurred to me, bad and good, with 
the same disposition to believe them the best that could have 
happened, whether for the correction of what was wrong in 
me, or the improvement of what was right. 

I struggled successfully with this state of things, as long as 
their causes Lasted. It was not till Toryism began its declension 
with the rise of Louis Philippe, and the small stock of readers 
who never left me was increasing, that the consequences of 
what I had battled with, forced me almost to drop the pen for 
some years. I had never lost cheerfulness of tone, for I had 
never ceased to be cheerful in my opinions. I had now rea¬ 
son to be more hopeful than ever; but the wounds resulting 
from a long conflict, my old ignorance of business, and that 
very tendency to reap pleasure from every object in creation, 
which at once reconciled me to loss, retained me my few 
readers, and hindered me from competing with the more 
prudential lessons of writers who addressed the then state of 
society, conspired to set me at the mercy of wants and cre¬ 
ditors. The ailment from which I suffered in Italy returned 
with double force; and I know not what would have happened 
to me for some time, short of what temperance and my 
opinions rendered impossible, if friends, with a delicacy as 
well as generosity which I have never been able to thank suf¬ 
ficiently to this day (for the names of some with whom I was 
not conversant eluded my gratitude) had not supplied th* de- 
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fects of fortune. Ought I to blush for stating my obligations 
thus publicly ? I do, if it be held fit that I should; for I am 
loth not to do what is expected of me, even by a respectable 
prejudice, when it is on the side of delicacy and self-respect. 
But far more, I conceive, should I have reason to blush, and 
upon those very accounts, first, if I could not dare to distin¬ 
guish between an ordinary and an exceptional case; and 
secondly, and most of all, if I could not subordinate a pre¬ 
judice, however respectable, to the first principles of social 
esteem, and justify by my gratitude the sympathies which my 
writings had excited. 

The little periodical work to which I have alluded—the 
Companion —consisted partly of criticisms on theatres, authors, 
and public events, and partly of a series of essays in the 
manner of the Indicator . Some of the essays have since 
accompanied the republications of that older work. They 
contained some of what afterwards turned out to be my 
most popular writing. But I had no money to advertise the 
publication; it did not address itself to any existing influence; 
and in little more than half a year I was forced to bring it to 
a conclusion. 

The Companion was written at Ilighgate; but the opening 
of the court scenes in Sir Ralph Esher was suggested by the 
locality of Epsom, to which place we had removed, and which 
saw the termination of what it had commenced. 

Those who are not acquainted with the work, may be told 
that it is the fictitious autobiography of a gentleman of the 
court of Charles the Second, including the adventures of 
another, and notices of Cromwell, the Puritans, and the 
Catholics. It was given to the world anonymously, and, not¬ 
withstanding my wishes to the contrary, as a novel; but the 
publisher pleaded hard for the desirableness of so doing; and as 
he was a good-natured man, and had liberally enabled me to 
come from Italy, I could not say Nay. It is not destitute of 
adventure; and I took a world of pains to make it true to the 
times which it pictured; but whatever interest it may possess 
is so entirely owing, I conceive, to a certain reflecting exhi¬ 
bition of character, and to fac-simile imitations of the courts 
of Charles and Cromwell, that I can never present it to 
my mind in any other light than that of a veritable set of 
memoirs. 

The reader may judge of the circumstances under which 
authors sometimes write, when I tell him that the publisher 
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had entered into no regular agreement. respecting this work; 
that he could decline receiving any more of it whenever it 
might please him to do so; that I had nothing else at the, time 
to depend on for my family; that I was in very had health, 
never writing a page that did not put my nerves into a state 
of excessive sensibility, starting at every sound ; and that 
whenever 1 sent the copy up to London for payment, which 
I did every Saturday, l always expected, till 1 got a good way 
into the work, that he would send me word he had laid 
enough. 1 waxed and waned in spirits accordingly, as the 
weeks opened ami terminated; now being as lull of them as 
my hero Sir Ralph, and now as much otherwise as his fiiend 
Sir Philip Herne; and these two extremes of mirth and 
melancholy, and the analogous thoughts which they fed, made 
a strange kind of harmony with tim characters themselves; 
which characters, by the way, were wholly fictitious, anti 
probably suggested by tin', circumstance. Merry or melan¬ 
choly, my nerves equally antlered by the tensity oeeasioned 
them in composition. 1 could never (and l seldom ever could, 
or can) write a few hundred words without a certain degree 
of (‘motion, which in a little while suspends tin* breath, then 
produces a flushing in the face, and, if persevered in, makes 
me wake up, when I have finished, iu a sort of surprise at 
the objects around me, and a necessity of (‘(imposing myself by 
patience and exercise. When the health is at its worst, a 
dread is thus apt to be produced at the idea of reeotumeneing; 
and work is delayed, only to aggravate the result. I have 
often tried, and sometimes been forced to write only a very 
little white at a time, and so eseape tin*, accumulation of ex¬ 
citement; but it is very diilieult to do this; for you forget 
the intention in the excitement itself; and when you call it to 
mind, you continue writing, in the hope of concluding the 
task for the day, A few mouths ago, when l had occasion to 
look at Sit* Ralph Knker again, after some lapse of time, I 
was not a little pleased to find how glibly and at their ease 
tint words appeared to run on* as though l had suffered no 
more in writing it than Hu* Ralph himself* But thus it is 
with authors who are in earnest* The propriety of what they 
are saying becomes a matter of m much nervous Interest to 
them, m any other exciting cause; and l believe, that if a 
writer of this kind were summoned away from Ins work to be 
taken to the scaffold, lie would not willingly leave ht» hurt 
icntcuae in erroneous condition, 
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The reader may be surprised to hear, after these remarks, 
that what I write with the greatest composure is verses. He 
may smile, and say that he does not wonder, since the more 
art the less nature, or the more artificiality the less earnest¬ 
ness. But it is not that; it is that I write verses only when 
I most like to write; that I write them slowly, with loving 
recurrence, and that the musical form is a perpetual solace 
and refreshment. The earnestness is not the less. ^ In one 
respect it is greater, for it is more concentrated. It is forced, 
by a sweet necessity, to say more things in less compass. 
But then the necessity is sweet. The mode, and the sense of 
being able to meet its requirements, in however comparative 
a degree, are more than a sustainment: they are a charm. 
This is the reason why poetry, not of the highest order, is 
sometimes found so acceptable. The author feels so much 
happiness in his task, that he cannot but convey happiness to 
his reader. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

LITERARY PROJECTS. 

We left Epsom to return to the neighbourhood of London, 
which was ever the natural abiding-place of men of letters, 
till railroads enlarged their bounds. We found a house in a 
sequestered corner of Old Brompton, and a landlord in the 
person of my friend Charles Knight, with whom an intercourse 
commenced, which I believe has been a pleasure on both sides. 
I am sure it has been a good to myself. If I had not a reve¬ 
rence of a peculiar sort for the inevitable past, I could wish 
that I had begun writing for Mr. Knight immediately, instead 
of attempting to set up another periodical work of my own, 
without either means to promulgate it, or health to render 
the failure of little consequence. I speak of a literary and 
theatrical paper called the Tatler , set up in 1830. It was a 
very little work, consisting but of four folio pages; but; it was 
a daily publication: I did it all myself, except when too ill; 
and illness seldom hindered me either from supplying the 
review of a book, going every night to the play, or writing 
the notice of the play the same night at the printing-ofiku*. 
The consequence was, that the work, slight as it looked, nearly 
killed me; for it never prospered beyond the coterie of play- 
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going readers, to whom it was almost exclusively known - and 
I was sensible of becoming weaker and poorer every’day 
When I came home at night, often at morning, I used to feci 
as if I could hardly speak; and for a year and a half after¬ 
wards, a certain grain of fatigue seemed to pervade my limbs 
which I thought would never go off. Such, nevertheless, is a 
habit of the mind, if it but be cultivated, that my spirits 
never seemed better, nor did I ever write theatricals so well 
as in the pages of this most unremunerating speculation. ’ 

I had attempted, just before, to set up a little work called 
Chat of the Week; which was to talk, without scandal, of 
anything worth public notice. The Government put a stop 
to this speculation by insisting that it should have a stamp- 
which I could not afford. I was very angry, and tilted against 
governments, and aristocracies, and kings and princes in 
general; always excepting King William, for whom I had 
regard as a reformer, and Louis Philippe, whom I fancied to 
be a philosopher. I also got out of patience with my old 
antagonists the Tories, to whom I resolved to give as good as 
they brought; and I did so, and stopped every new assailant. 
A daily paper, however small, is a weapon that gives an 
immense advantage; you can make your attacks in it so often. 
However, I always ceased as soon as my antagonists did. 

In a year or two after the cessation of the Tatter [t. e. in 
1833], my collected verses were published by subscription; 
and as a reaction by this time had taken place in favour of 
political and other progress, and the honest portion of its 
opponents had not been unwilling to discover the honesty of 
those with whom they differed, a very handsome list of sub¬ 
scribers appeared in the Times newspaper, comprising names 
of all shades of opinion, some of my sharpest personal anta¬ 
gonists not excepted. 

In this edition of my Poetical Works is to be found the 
only printed copy of a poem, the title of which ( The Gentle 
Armour) has been a puzzle for guessers. It originated in 
curious notions of delieao.y. 'Hie poem is founded on one of 
the French fabliaux, Lee Trots Chevaliers et la Chemise. It 
is the story of a knight, who, to frets himself from the impu¬ 
tation of cowardice, lights against three other knights in no 
stouter armour than a lady’s garment thus indicated. The 
late Mr. Way, who lirst introduced the story to the British 
public, and who was as respectable and conventional a gentle¬ 
man, I believe, in every point of view, as could be desired, 
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had no hesitation, some years ago, in rendering 
title of the poem by its (then) corresponding English woida, 
The Three Knights and the Smock; but so rapid are the 
changes that take place in people’s notions of what is decorous, 
that not only has the word “ smock ” (of which it was impos¬ 
sible to see the indelicacy, till people were determined to find 
it) been displaced since that time by the wor , 

even that harmless expression tor the act of 
garment for another, has been set aside in favour of the Fi each 
word “ chemise and at length not even tins wordj it see ., 
is to be mentioned, nor the garment itself alluded tp, by . i y 
decent writer! Such, at least, appears to have been the 

dictum of some customer, or customers, of the booksdlu wlu 

published the poem. The title was altered to ijease these 
gentlemen; and in a subsequent edition of the Woiks, thu 
poem itself was withdrawn from their virgin eyes. ^ 

The terrible original title was the Battle of the bhijt; amt 
a more truly delicate story, I will venture to affirm, never wan 
written. Charles Lamb thought the new title unworthy of 
its refinement, “ because it seemed ashamed of the right one. 
He preferred the honest old word. But this was the author 

of Rosamond Gray. , , Tr . , 

We had found that the clay soil of St. John s Wood did 
not agree with us. Or, perhaps, it was only the melancholy 
state of our fortune : for the New Road, to which we again 
returned, agreed with us as little. It was there that I thong \ * 
I should have died, in consequence of the long fatigue winch 
succeeded the working of the Tatler . 

While in this quarter I received an invitation to write m 
the new evening paper called The True Sun.. I did so; but 
nothing of what I wrote has survived, I believe; nor can X 
meet with the paper anywhere, to ascertain. Perhaps an 
essay or two originated in its pages, to which I cannot tram 
it. I was obliged for some time to be carried every morning 
to the True Sun office in a hackney-coach. I there became; 
intimate with Lam an Blanchard, whose death [about ten yearn 
back] was such a grief and astonishment to his friends.^ They 
had associated anything but such end with his witty, joyous, 
loving, and beloved nature. But the watch was over-wound t 
and it ran suddenly down. What bright eyes lie had ! and 
what a kindly smile! How happy he looked when he 
thought you were happy; or when he was admiring some¬ 
body; or relating some happy story 1 If suicide, bad m it 
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often is, and full of recklessness and resentment, had not. been 
rescued from indiscriminate opprobrium, Laman Blanchard 
alone, should have rescued it. 1 never think of him without 
feeling additional scorn for the hell of the. seorner Panto, 
who has put all suicides into his truly internal regions, both 
those who were unjust to others, and those who were unjust 
only to themselves.* 

From the. noise and dust, of the New Road, my family 
removed to a corner in Chelsea, where the air of the neigh¬ 
bouring river was so refreshing, and the <juiet of the u no- 
thoroughfare” so full ot repose, that although our fortunes wore 
at their worst, and my health almost of a piece with them, I felt 
for some weeks as if l could sit still for ever, embalmed in the 
silence. 1 got to like the very cries In the street, for making 
me the more a wart* of it by the contrast. 1 fancied they were 
unlike the cries in other quarters of the suburbs, and that, tiny 
retained something of the old quamtuess and melodiousness 
which procured them tin* reputation of having been composed 
by Purcell and others. Nor is this unlikely, when it is con¬ 
sidered how fond those masters were of sporting with their art, 
and setting the most trivial words to music in their glees and 
catches. The primitive cries of cowslips, primroses, and hot 
cross-buns seemed never to have quitted this sequestered 
region. Tiny wore like daisies in a bit of surviving field. 
There was mi obi seller of fish, in particular, whose cry of 
H shrimps ns large as prawns,” was such a regular, long-drawn, 
and truly pleasing melody, that in spite of his hoarse and, I 
am afraid, drunken mire, I used to wish for it of an evening, 
and hail it when it came. It lasted for some years ; then 
fadeil, and went out ; I suppose, with tin* pour old weather- 
beaten fellow’s existence. 

This sense of quiet and repose may have been increased by 
an early association of ( lielsea with something out of the 
pale ; nay, remote. It may seem strange to hear a man who 
has crossed the Alps talk of one suburb as being remote from 
another. Hut the sense of distance m not in space only ; it is 
in difference and discontinuance, A little back-room m a 
sfxeet in Iamdon is farther removed from the noise, than a 
front room in a. country town. In childhood, the farthest 
local point winch 1 reached anywhere, provided it was quiet, 

* JHttit the apeeeh of the good Piero delie Vigne, who was driven to 
kill lilmnelf hy the envy of those that hated him for fidelity to hi# 
mailer,'canto xlll 
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always seemed to me a sort of end of the world; and I 
remembered particularly feeling this, the only time when I 
had previously visited Chelsea, which was at that period of 
life. So the green rails of the gardens in Paddington seemed 
as remote as if they were a thousand miles off. They repre¬ 
sented all green rails and all gardens, at whatever distance. 

I have a lively recollection, when a little boy, of having been 
with my mother one day walking out by Mile End, where 
there was a mound covering the remains of people who died 
in the Plague. The weather had been rainy; and there was 
a heavy mud in the road, rich with the colour of brown (I 
suppose Mr. West had put his thought in my head of finding 
colour in mud. Whoever it was, he did me a great deal of 
good). I remember to the present day looking at this rich 
mud colour and admiring it, and seeing the great broad wheels 
of some waggons go through it, and thinking awfully of the 
mound, and the plague, and the dead people always feeling 
at the same time the delight of being abroad with my mother, 
with whom I could have walked through any peril, to say 
nothing of so many strange satisfactions. Now, this region 
also looked the remotest in the world. Even the name of 
« Mile End” had to do with the impression; for it seemed to 
be, not the end of one mile, but of many; the end of miles 
in general; of all miles. Measurement itself terminated at 
that spot. What there was beyond it, I did not conjecture.^ 

I know not whether the corner I speak of remains as quiet 
as it was. I am afraid not; for steamboats have carried vicis¬ 
situde into Chelsea, and Belgravia threatens it with her mighty 
advent. But to complete my sense of repose and distance, 
the house was of that old-fashioned sort which I have always 
loved best, familiar to the eyes of my parents, and associated 
with childhood. It had seats in the windows, a small third 
room on the first floor, of which I made a sanctum , into which 
no perturbation was to enter, except to calm itself with reli¬ 
gious and cheerful thoughts (a room thus appropriated in a 
house appears to me an excellent thing); and there were 
a few lime-trees in front, which, in their due season diffused a 
fragrance. 

In this house we remained seven years; in the course of 
which, besides contributing some articles to the Edinburgh and 
"Westminster Reviews , and producing a good deal of the book 
since called The Town,l setup [in 1834] the London Journal, 
endeavoured to continue the Monthly Repository , and wrote 
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the poem entitled Captain Sieord and Captain Pen , the Legend 
of Florence , and three other plays which are yet unpublished. 
Here, also, I became acquainted with Thomas Carlyle, one of 
the kindest and best, as well as most eloquent of men; though 
in his zeal for what is best he sometimes thinks it incumbent 
»>n him to take not the kindest tone, and in his eloquent de* 
mauds of some hearty uncompromising creed on our parts, he 
does not quite set the example of telling us the amount of 
his own. Mr. Carlyle sees that there is a good deal of rough 
work in the operations of nature: he seems to think himself 
bound to consider a good deal of it devilish, after the old 
Covenanter fashion, in order that he may find something 
angelical in giving it the proper quantity of vituperation and 
blows; and he calls upon us to prove our energies and our 
benevolence by acting the part of the wind rather than the 
sun, of warring rather than peace-making, of frightening and 
forcing rather than conciliating and persuading. Others re¬ 
gard this view of the one thing needful, however strikingly 
set forth, as an old and obsolete story, fit only to be finally 
done with, and not worth the repetition of the old series of 
reactions, even for the sake of those analogies with the physical 
economy of the world, which, in the impulse which nature 
herself gives us towards progression, we are not bound to 
suppose everlastingly applicable to its moral and spiritual 
development. If mankind are destined never to arrive at 
years of discretion, the admonition is equally well-founded 
and unnecessary; for the old strifes will be continued at all 
events, the admonition (at best) being a part of them. And 
even then, I should say that the world is still a fine, rich, 
strenuous, beautiful, and desirable thing, always excepting 
the poverty that starves, and one or two other evils which on 
no account must we consent to suppose irremediable. But if 
the case be otherwise, if the hopes which nature herself has 
put into our hearts be something better than incitements to 
hopeless action, merely for the action’s sake, and this beautiful 
planet be destined to work itself into such a condition as we 
feel to be the only fit condition for that beauty, then, I say, 
with every possible respect for my admirable friend, who can 
never speak but he is worth hearing, that the tale which he 
condescends to tell is no better than our old nursery figment 
of the Blade Man and the Coal-hole , and that the growing 
desire of mankind for the cessation of bitterness, and for the 
prevalence of the sweets of gentleness and persuasion, is an 
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evidence tliat the time has arrived for dropping the thorns 
and husks of the old sourness and austerity, and^showmg 
<s urselves worthy of “ the goods the gods provide us. 

Mr. Carlyle’s antipathy to “shams,” is highly estimable and 
salutary. I wish Heaven may prosper his denouncemen s o 
them, wherever they exist. But the danger of the^ hahit o 
denouncing—of looking at things from the antipathetic instead 
of the sympathetic side—is, that a man gets such a love or 
the pleasure and exaltation of fault-finding, as tempts im, 
in spite of himself, to make what he finds; till at length he is 
himself charged with being a “ sham;” that is to say, a pie- 
tender to perceptions and virtues which he does not prove, or 
at best a willing confounder of what differs frorn modes anc 
appearances of his own, with violations of intrinsical wisdom 
and goodness. Upon this principle of judgment, natiire 
herself and the universe might be found fault with; and the 
sun and the stars denounced for appearing no bigger than they 
do, or for not confining the measure of their operation to that 
of the taper we read by. Mr. Carlyle adopted a peculiar 
semi-German style, from the desire of putting thoughts on 
his paper instead of words, and perhaps of saving himself 
some trouble in the process. I feel certain that he does it 
from no other motive; and I am sure he has a right to help 
himself to eveiy diminution of trouble, seeing how many 
thoughts and feelings he undergoes. He also strikes an 
additional blow with the peculiarity, rouses men’s attention 
by it, and helps his rare and powerful understanding to pro¬ 
duce double its effect. It would be hard not to dispense with 
a few verbs and nominative cases, in consideration of so great 
a result. Yet, if we were to judge him by one of his own 
summary processes, and deny him the benefit of his notions 
of what is expedient and advisable, how could he exculpate 
this style, in which he denounces so many <L shams, 11 of being 
itself a sham? of being affected, unnecessary, and ostentatious i 
a jargon got up to confound pretension with performance, and 
reproduce endless German talk under the guise of novelty ? 

Thus much in behalf of us dulcet signors of philanthropy, 
and conceders of good intention, whom Mr, Carlyle is always 
girding at, and who beg leave to say that they have not con¬ 
fined their lives to words, any more than the utterers of words 
more potential, but have had their a actions” too, and their 
sufferings, and even their thoughts, and have seen the faces 
of the gods of wonder and melancholy; albeit they end with 
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believing them to be phantoms (however useful) of bad health, 
and think nothing finally potential but gentleness and per¬ 
suasion. 

It has been well said, that love money as people may, there 
is generally something which they love better: some whim, 
or hobby-horse; some enjoyment or recreation; some personal, 
or political, or poetical predilection; some good opinion of 
this or that class of men ; some club of one’s fellows, or 
dictum of one’s own;—with a thousand other somes and pro¬ 
babilities. I believe that what Mr. Carlyle loves better than 
his fault-finding, with all its eloquence, is the face of any 
human creature that looks suffering, and loving, and sincere; 
and I believe further, that if the fellow-creature were suffering 
only, and neither loving nor sincere, but had come to a pass 
of agony in this life, which put him at the mercies of some 
good man for some last help and consolation towards his grave, 
even at the risk of loss to repute, and a sure amount of pain 
and vexation, that man, if the groan reached him in its for¬ 
lornness, would be Thomas Carlyle. 

The London Journal was a miscellany of essays, criticism, 
and passages from books. Towards the close, it was joined 
by the Printing Machine , but the note which it had struck 
was of too sesthetical a nature for cheap readers in those days; 
and [in 1836], after attaining the size of a goodly folio double 
volume, it terminated. I have since had the pleasure of 
seeing the major part of the essays renew their life, and 
become accepted by the public, in a companion volume to the 
Indicator, entitled the Seer* But the reputation, as usual, 
Was too late for the profit. Neither the Seer nor the Indicator 
are mine.—The Seer does not mean a prophet, or one gifted 
with second sight, but an observer of ordinary things about 
him, gifted by his admiration of nature with the power of 
discerning what everybody else may discern by a cultivation 
of the like secret of satisfaction. 1 have been also pleased to 
see that the London Journal maintains a good, steady price 
with my old friends, the bookstalls. It is in request, 1 under¬ 
stand, as a book for sea-voyages; and assuredly its large, 
triple-columned, eight hundred pages, full of cheerful ethics, 
of reviews, anecdotes, legends, table-talk, and romances of 
real life, make a reasonable sort of library for a voyage, and 
must look pleasant enough, lying among the bulky things 
upon deck. The Romances of Real Life were, themselves, 
collected into a separate volume. They contain the best 
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tilings out of the Lounger's Common-Place Booh , and other 
curious publications, with the addition of comments by t e 
editor. These romances are as little my property as the books 
of essays just mentioned: but I venture to think that t ey 
are worth recommending for their own sates, and that the 
comments contain some of my best reflections. 

Alas 1 whither am I going, thus talking about myseh 
But I must finish what I have got so far with. 

Among the contributors to the London Journal was a 
young friend, who, had he lived, would have been a very 
distinguished man. I allude to Egerton Webbe, a name we 
known in private circles of wit and scholarship, lie was 
a wit of the first water, a scholar writing elegant Latin verse, 
a writer of the best English style, having philological reason 
for every word he uttered—a reasoner, a humorist, a poli¬ 
tician, a cosmopolite, a good friend, brother, and son; and to 
add a new variety to all this, he inherited from Ins grand¬ 
father, the celebrated glee composer, a genius for musical 
composition, which in his person took a higher and widei 
range, being equally adapted for pathos and comedy. Ho 
wrote a most humorous farce, both words and music; and ho 
was the author of a strain of instrumental music in the 
funeral scene of the Legend of Florence , which was taken by 
accomplished ears for a dirge of some Italian master. 

Unfortunately, like Beethoven, he was deaf; but so delight¬ 
ful was his conversation, that I was glad to strain my voice 
for it the whole evening to such an extent, that, on his de¬ 
parture, my head would run round with dizziness, and I could 
not go to sleep. 

Had he lived, he would have enriched a family too good 
* and trusting for the ordinary course of the world. He died; 
and their hopes and their elder lives went with him, till they 
all meet somewhere again. Dear Egerton Webbe 1 How 
astonished was Edward Holmes, the best musical critic which 
this nation has produced, to see him come into his house with 
his young and blooming face, after reading essays and meta¬ 
physics, which he took for those of some accomplished old 
gentleman! 

I would not do my friend’s memory such disservice, as to 
give the following jeux d'esprit by way of specimens of his 
powers. They are samples only of his pastime and trifling. 
But I fear, that such entertainment as my book may contain 
has been growing less and less; and I put them in, that he 
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may still do for me what he has done before—give mv iaded 
spirits a lift. J J 

Scholarly readers know Martial well enough; and therefore 
they know, that in pouring forth everything which came into 
his head, bad and good, he is sometimes bad indeed. He 
realizes his own jest about the would-be sly fellow, who, in 
order not to be thought poor, pretended a voluntary appear¬ 
ance of poverty. Martial, on these occasions, utters his no¬ 
things with an air as if they were something on that very 
account; as if they possessed a merit which stood in no need 
of display. Such are the “ epigrams” which my friend ban¬ 
tered in the London Journal with the following exquisite 
imitations. He has not even forgotten (as the Journal ob¬ 
served) the solemn turn of the heads of the epigrams, “ Con¬ 
cerning Flavius ”—“ On the same ”—“ To Antonius concern¬ 
ing Lepidus,” &c., “nor the ingenious art with which Martial 
contrives to have a reason asked him, for what he is bent on 
explaining.” The banters, it is true, “have this drawback; 
that being good jokes upon bad ones, they cannot possibly 
convey the same impression;” but the reader is willing to 
guess it through the wit. 

st Concerning Jones. 

Jones eats his lettuces undress’d; 

I)’ you ask the reason? ’Tis confess’d,— 

That is the way Jones likes them best.” 

“To Smith, concerning- Thomson. 

Smith, Thomson puts no claret on his board; 

IV you ask the reason?—Thomson can’t afford.” 

“ To Gibbs, concerning his Poems. 

You ask me if I think your poems good; 

If 1 could praise your poems, Gibbs,—I would.” 

“ Concerning the Same. 

Gibbs says, his poems a sensation make;— 

But Gibbs, perhaps, is under a mistake.” 

“To Thomson, concerning Dixon and Jackson. 

How Dixon can with Jackson bear, 

You ask me, Thomson, to declare;— 

Thomson, Dixon’s Jackson’s heir.” 

Were ever three patronymics jumbled so together! or with 
such a delightful importance ? It is like the jingling of the 
money in Jackson’s pocket. 

How strange to sit laughing at my fireside over these 
epigrams, while he that wrote them, instead of coming to 
drink tea with me, is . . . 
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But we are all bound somewhere together, as the sun and 
t i_ rjianets are bound in one direction towards another part 
of the heavens; and the intervals between the departures of 
the dead and the living are very small. , . , 

The London Journal was followed by the produoticm of 
Captain Sword and Captain Pen ;—a poem which, poem 
though it was, and one which gave me a sense of my a ^'“ce 
in imaginative culture, and consequent power of expression 
nothing but a sense of duty could have enabled me to persist 
in writing. I have implied this before; but I will now state, 
t reasons which may be of service, that I was several times 
forced to quit my task by accesses of wonder and horror so 
overwhelming, as to make me burst out m perspirations (a 
rtmip r very difficult in me to produce), and that nothing but 
Shydcal relief thus afforded me, the early pother-taught 
lesson of subjecting the one to the manyand p«*aps 
habit of thinking the best in worst, and believing that eveiy 
thing would, somehow or other, come right at last, could have 
given me courage enough to face the subject again. ^ 

I remember three passages in particular, which tried me to 
a, degree almost unbearable. One was that in winch ie 
shriek of the horse is noticed; another, the description of 
the bridegroom lying by the ditch, sabred, and calling lor 
water; and the third, the close of the fourth canto, when, 
the horriblest thing occurs, that maddens a taken city. Men 
of action are too apt to think that an author, and especially a 
poet, dares and undergoes nothing as he peacefully sits by las 
fireside “ indulging his muse.” But the muse is sometimes an 
awful divinity. With truest devotion, and with dreadful neces¬ 
sity for patience, followed by what it prayed for, were the last 
three lines of that canto written.'* Not that the trusting 
belief, for which X owe an unceasing debt of gratitude to my 
parents, failed me then or ever; but all the horror ot won¬ 
der (and in such visitations wonder is a very horrible tiling) 
passed over me with its black burthen; and I looked back on 
it, as one might look upon the passage of some tremendous 
spirit, whose beneficence, though you still believed m it, n ul 
taken that astounding shape. Firmly do X believe, that ait 
such sufferings,—and far worse, those under the very imagi¬ 
nation of which they suffer,—tire for the very best aud liac- 


* “ 0 Godl let me breathe, and look up at thy iky* 
Good is as hundreds, evil as one: 

Bound about goeth the golden sun.” 
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Snfj^y go? teVer ^ ^ darkneSS wllicb ^ cast oa 
nh ?7 a ® in * Lat Persuasion, as well as from need of relief 

Oiese friSrtftd U ^ir ati0 >T? f mj tLenle ’ that 1 intermingled 

mese lughtful scenes with passages of military gaiety of 
s ive enjoyment, and even of pleasantry; such as the'de 

EE’"' «“•*»“*•’ of a. 

Captain Sword, and of the various dances in the ball-room:— 

. , “ ^ country-dance, small of taste- 

And the waltz, that loveth the lady’s waist’ 

TVTnS^f gaUo P ade > strange agreeable tramp 
Made of a scrape, a liobble, and stamp,” &c. 

that - + his h f ving been a ca P tai n of militia was 
2 111 y f g hlS great work - Witt du e feelings 

n " , n t0 t be . captain, I can say, that my having 

been a private m a regiment of volunteers was of use to me 
m performing this painful duty. 

* steady!—the masses of men 

Wheel, and fall in, and wheel again* 

Softly as circles drawn with pen.” 

I had been a part of the movement, and felt how soft and 
orderly it was. 

“ Kow for the flint, and the cartridge bite: 

Darkly gathers the breath of the fight. 

Salt to the palate, and stinging to sight.” 

Many a cartridge had I bitten, and thus learned the salt to 
that dreadful dinner. 

■j.,? was a ^ otlt ^is time that I projected a poem of a very- 
different sort, which was to be called A Day with the Reader . 

I proposed to invite the reader to breakfast, dine, and sup 
with me, partly at home, and partly at a country inn, in order 
to vary tlm circumstances. It was to be written both gravely 
and gaily, in an. exalted or in a lowly strain, according to the 
topics of which it treated. The fragment on Paganini was a 
part of the exordium: 

“ So play’d of late to every passing thought 
With finest change (might I but half as well 
So write!) the pale magician of the bow,” &c. 

I wished to write in the same manner, because Paganini, 
with his violin, could move both the tears and the laughter of 
Ills audience, and (as I have described him doing in the verses) 
would now give you the notes of birds in trees, and even hens 
feeding in a farm-yard (which was a corner into which I meant 

25 
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to take my companion), and now melt you into 1 ^ 

or mystify you with witchcra , P 7 f a sm iting” 
lofty triumph like a conqueror. That ptaase 

the chords,— ' . . 

“He smote;—and clinging to the serious chords 
With godlike ravishment, &c. 

was no classical commonplace; nor ’ 

on the mind, was it exaggeration to say, that trom 

chord he would fetch out 

“ The voice of quires, and weight 
Of the built organ.” 

the squeezers in “ standing . through the arm 

happened to catch the first sig 0 before me, which 

akimbo of a man who was perchedupj> in that 

- 1 

have described him. „ His hand) 

Loading the air with dumb expectancy, 

Suspended, ere it fell, a nation’s breath. 

“ He mote and clinging to *°L 

With godlike ravishment, 

c n aeet) so strong, so fervid thick \uth love, 

BhssM yet laden as with twenty prayers. 

That Juno yearn’d with no diviner soul 
To the first burthen of the lips of Jove. 

«<T»he exceeding mystery of the loveliness 

»Twixt his dark flowing locks, he almost seem d, 

To feeble or to melancholy eyes, 

One tot had parted with his soul for pride, 

And in the sable secret hv d forlorn. 
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I have mentioned the Monthly Bepository. It was originally 
a magazine m the Unitarian interest, and contained admi3 
paper. by Mr William Johnson Fox, the presenttSbS 
for Oldham, Mr. John Mill, and others; but it appeared, so to 
speak, m one of the least though most respectable corners of 
influence, and never obtained the repute it deserved. Nor 
if such writers as these failed to counteract the drawback 
could it be expected that others would help it better The 
author of Orion made the attempt in vain; and so did the 
last of its editors the present writer, though Landor assisted 
Imn. [dhe transfer of editorship took place in 1837 1 In 
this publication, like better things before it, was sunk Blue- 
Stocking Revels, or the Feast of the Violets— a kind of female 
Feast of the Poets , which nobody took any notice of; though 
I had the pleasure of hearing that Mr. liogers said it woiSd 
have been sufficient “ to set up half a dozen young men about 
town in a reputation for wit and fancy.” 

As Apollo in the Feast of the Poets gave a dinner to those 
gentlemen, in JBlue-ococking Revels he gives a ball and supper 
to literary ladies. The guests were so numerous as to call 
forth a pleasant remark from Lord Holland, who, in a letter 
in which he acknowledged the receipt of the poem, said, that 
u the inspector of blue ankles under Phoebus ” had, he per¬ 
ceived, “ no sinecure.” I believe the fair guests were not 
dissatisfied with their entertainment* It was thought by 
somebody, that objection was intended to Mrs. Somerville, 
because it was said of her, that 

“ Instead of the little Loves, laughing at colleges, 

Hound her, in doctors’ caps, flew little Knowledges.” 

But I did not mean to imply, either that the lady’s knowledge 
was little, or that she was not a very amiable person. It was 
only a commonplace jest in a new shape. Perhaps it ought 
to have been followed by a recommendation to look into the 
faces of the “little Knowledges;” who are apt to have more 
love in them, than people suspect. 

A bookseller objected to publishing this poem on a very 
different account. He thought that Lady Blessington would 
take offence at the mention of her “ shoulders,” and at being 
called a “ Venus grown fat.” 


“ ‘Lady Blessington!’ cried the glad usher aloud, 

As she swam through the doorway, like moon from a cloud. 

I know not which most her face beam’d with,—fine creature l 
Enjoyment, or judgment, or wit, or good-nature. 

25—a 
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Perhaps you have known what it is to feel longings 
To pat buxom shoulders at routs and such throngings; — 

Well,—think what it was, at a vision like that! 

A Grace after dinner!—a Venus grown fat! ” 

It would be strange if any lady, grown stout, would object to 
being thought a Venus notwithstanding: and it would be still 
stranger, if, after having her face lauded for so many fine 
qualities, she should object to having her shoulders admired. 
Lady Blessington, at all events, had too much understanding to 
make such a mistake; and, though I had not the pleasure of 
her acquaintance, I had good reason to know that she took the 
passage in anything but an offensive light. Let me take this 
opportunity of saying that her ladyship’s account of Lord 
Byron is by far the best and most sensible I am acquainted 
with. Her writings, indeed, throughout, though not of a 
nature qualified to endure, were remarkable for a judgment 
as well as benevolence for which many would not give credit 
to an envied beauty. 


CHAPTER XXV. . 

PLAY-WRITING.—CONCLUSION. j 

Poems of the kind just mentioned were great solaces to caie; I 

but the care was great notwithstanding. I felt age coming j 

on me, and difficulties not lessened by failing projects : nor 
was I able, bad I been never so inclined, to render my facul¬ 
ties profitable “ in the market.” It is easy to say to a man 
—Write sncb and such a thing, and it is sure to sell. Watch j 

the public taste, and act accordingly. Care not for original j 
composition; for inventions or theories of your own; for l 
esthetics, which the many will be slow to apprehend. Stick ; 
to the works of others. Write only in magazines and reviews. ! 

Or if you must write things of your own, compile. Tell : 

anecdotes. Reproduce memoirs and topographies. Repeat, I 
in as many words of your own as you can, other men’s criti- | 

cisms. Do any tiling but write to the few, and you may get j. 

rich. . £ 

There is a great deal of truth in all this. But a man can 
only do what he can, or as others will let him. Suppose he ’ £ 
has a conscience that will not suffer him to reproduce the 
works of other people, or even to speak what he thinks com¬ 
monplace enough to have become common property. Suppose 1 
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this conscience will not allow him to accommodate himself to 
the opinion of editors and reviewers. Suppose the editors 
and reviewers themselves will not encourage him to write on 
the subjects he understands best, perhaps do not understand 
the subjects themselves; or suppose, at best, that they play 
with him, postpone him, and keep him only as a resource 
when their ordinary circle fails them. Suppose he has had 
to work his way up through animosities, political and reli¬ 
gious, and through such clouds of adversity as, even when 
they have passed away, leave a chill of misfortune round his 
repute, and make “prosperity” slow to encourage him. 
Suppose, in addition to all this, he is in bad health, and of 
fluctuating, as well as peculiar powers; of a temperament 
easily solaced in mind, and as easily drowsed in body; quick 
to enjoy every object in creation, everything in nature and in 
art, every sight, every sound, every book, picture, and flower, 
and at the same time really qualified to do nothing, but either 
to preach the enjoyment of those objects in modes derived 
from his own particular nature and breeding, or to suffer with 
mingled cheerfulness and poverty the consequences of advo¬ 
cating some theory on the side of human progress. Great 
may sometimes be the misery of that man under the necessity 
of requesting forbearance or undergoing obligation; and terri¬ 
ble will be his doubts, whether some of his friends may not 
think he had better have had a conscience less nice, or an 
activity less at the mercy of his physique. He will probably 
find himself carelessly, over-familiarly, or even superciliously 
treated, pitied, or patronized, by his inferiors; possibly will 
be counted inferior, even in moral worth, to the grossest and 
most mercenary men of the world; and he will be forced to 
seek his consolation in what can be the only final consolation 
of any one who needs a charitable construction; namely, that 
he has given, hundreds of times, the construction which he 
would receive once for all. 

I did not understand markets; I could not command 
editors and reviewers; I therefore obeyed an inclination 
which had never forsaken me, and wrote a play. The pro¬ 
pensity to dramatic writing had been strong in me from boy¬ 
hood. I began to indulge in it long before my youthful 
criticisms on the theatre. The pieces which I then wrote 
have been mentioned in the earlier part of this volume. 
They were all failures, even in my own opinion; so tha,t 
there pan bp little doubt of their having beep actually spplp 
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but the propensity remained, and tlie present consequence was 
the Legend of Florence . 

I wrote this play in six weeks, in a state of delightful 
absorption, notwithstanding the nature of the story and of the 
cares which beset me; and now, for the first time, I thought 
I had done something dramatic, which might be put forth. to 
the world without misgiving. It was declined by the prin¬ 
cipal manager then reigning. I wrote another blank-verse 
play in five acts, thinking to please better by adapting it to 
his taste, but I succeeded as little by this innocent artifice; 
and thus seemed closed upon me the prospect of any better¬ 
ing of my fortunes, the most needed. 

I have reasons of a very special and justifiable kind for 
saying thus much, and showing how my labours were lost; 
and I subsequently lost more; but not without an interval of 
refreshment and hope. How pleasant it was, long afterwards, 
to find my rejected Legend welcomed and successful at an¬ 
other theatre [Covent Garden, in February, 1840]. Here I 
became acquainted, for the first time, with a green-room, and 
surrounded with a congratulating and cordial press of actors 
and actresses. But every step which I took into Co vent 
Garden Theatre was pleasant from the first. One of the com¬ 
pany, as excellent a woman as she was an actress, the late 
Mrs. Orger, whom I had the pleasure of knowing, brought 
me acquainted with the management; an old and esteemed 
friend was there to second her, in the person of the late Mr. 
Henry Kobertson, the treasurer, brother too of our quondam 
young society of “ Elders,” and every way harmonious asso¬ 
ciate of many a musical party afterwards at the Novcllos’, and 
at Hampstead. Mr. Charles Mathews welcomed me with a 
cordiality like his own; Mr. Planclrf, the wit and fairy poet 
of the house, whom envy accused of being jealous of the 
approach of new dramatists, not only contributed everything 
in his power to assist in making me feel at home in it, but 
added the applause of his tears on my first reading of the 
play. To conclude my triumph in the green-room, when I 
read the play afterwards to its heroine, Miss Tree (now Mrs. 
Charles Kean), I had the pleasure of seeing the tears pour 
down her glowing cheeks, and of being told by her afterwards, 
that she considered her representation of the character her 
best performance. And finally, to crown all, in every sense 
of the word, loyal as well as metaphorical, the Queen did the 
play the honour of coming to see it twice (to my knowledge) 
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—four times, according to that of Madame Vestris, who 
ought to have known. Furthermore, when her Majesty saw 
it first, she was gracious and good-natured enough to express 
her approbation of it to the manager in words which she gave 
him permission to repeat to me 5 and furthermost of all, some 
years afterwards she ordered it to be repeated before her at 
Windsor Castle, thus giving me a local memory in the place, 
which Surrey himself might have envied, and which Warton 
would certainly have hung, as a piece of its tapestry, with a 
sonnet. 

The four other blank-verse plays of which I have spoken, 
and one or two of which would have also come out at Covent 
Garden, had' the management prospered, were called The Secret 
Marriage , since called The Prince's Marriage , which is the 
play I have mentioned as having endeavoured to propitiate my 
first manager’s good-will. Lovers' Amazements , in three acts; 
The Double , the piece of mixed prose and verse in two ; and 
Look to your Morals , the prose afterpiece, or petty comedy. 
Lovers' Amazements has since made its appearance, as late 
as the year 1858, with a success equal to that of the 
Legend . I shall have occasion to speak of it once again, be¬ 
fore I conclude. 

The Secret Marriage is the story of a prince of Navarre, 
whose marriage with a lady not of blood royal is resented by 
an envious nobility. It is founded on the celebrated history 
of Ines de Castro, of which, indeed, I first intended it to con¬ 
sist ; but in these effeminate days of the drama, I found that 
its tragical termination would not be endured. At least the 
actors told me so. I said, that I had not intended to crown 
her dead body (which was what her husband actually did, 
forcing the nobles who assassinated her to attend the cere¬ 
mony) ; my design was to crown her coffin ; which is done in 
the Secret Marriage ; though matters in that play, in deference 
to modern requirement, are still brought happily about. I 
confess that, both as a critic and an Englishman, I am ashamed 
of this alleged weakness on the part of the British public; this 
charge of not being able to endure a strong sensation, how¬ 
ever salutary. Nor do I believe it. The strong Saxon people, 
who have carried the world before them, are not the audiences 
xo quail before a tragedy. The only point is how to set it truly 
and nobly before them ; and not in that gratuitous and vulgar 
style of horror, which it becomes manhood to repudiate. How 
is it that they endur % Othello and Lear ? u Oh I ” but say the 
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actors, Li that is Shakspeare’s writing.” Yes; and thus, like 
the cunning priests of a faith which they dishonour, they make 
a bugbear as well as a business of their idol; as if all worship 
of the true and beautiful were to fail in its effects with others, 
because they are without it themselves. I have heard actors 
themselves say, notwithstanding this esoterical religion of 
theirs, that Shakspeare himself would be damned to-morrow 
if he were to write now. The Secret Marriage was rejected 
by the same manager that rejected the Legend of Florence ; 
which is perhaps a good omen, if I could get it performed. 
But then it a costs money,” pathetically say these caterers for 
the public amusement. 

Lovers' Amazements is an imbroglio of two ladies and two 
gentlemen, who are constantly undergoing surprises, which 
make them doubt the fidelity or the regard of one another. 
But then, in this beautiful modern state of the British theatres, 
I was asked, with the like pathos, where were two gentleman 
actors and two lady actresses to be found, who could, or, if 
they could, would perform a play in which they are all four 
put on a level perhaps in point of intellectual pretension. 
Nevertheless, after a lapse of many years, the piece, as I have 
just stated, has been brought out with success. Some other 
particulars respecting it will be given in order of time. In 
vain I answered that one charming actress took singular pains 
to get it performed, and that another would have had it per¬ 
formed, but for the closing of her theatre. I was defied to 
get four gentlefolks of the stage together, or any four together, 
competent to perform the parts. How different from what A 
had seen in former days I 

The Double is founded on a story, from the Italian novelists, 
of a clever fisherman, who bears so strong a resemblance to a 
gentleman who is drowned, while bathing in his company, 
that he is tempted to personate the deceased, and to take 
possession of his house. To render the personation more pro¬ 
bable, I turned the fisherman into an actor. But this piece 
also was objected to on the score of its not being thoroughly 
“ pleasant.” That, according to the actors, is the great requisite 
now with the robust British public. You must make every¬ 
thing “ pleasant” to them ;—give them nothing but sops and 
honey. At least, in polite theatres. You may frighten the 
people in the Borough; but you must not think of startling 
the nerves at the West End. 

The two principal characters in Look to your Morals , are 
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ail English valet, and a French damsel whom he has married. 
He is very jealous; and in order to keep down the attractive¬ 
ness of her animal spirits, he has told her that there is nothing 
but the most rigid propriety in England, both in morals and 
demeanour, and that she is to regulate her behaviour accord¬ 
ingly. The girl, who is a very innocent girl, believes him; 
and the consequence is, that she has to undergo a series of 
attentions, which very much open her French eyes. I know 
not how far the impression of this is to rank with the u un¬ 
pleasant” things that are not to be risked with the British 
public. The stage, to be sure, is so much in the habit of 
pampering the national self-love, especially on the side of its 
virtues and respectability, and this, too, at the expense of our 
lively neighbours, that I can suppose it possible for a theatre 
to see some danger in it. At all events, the manager in whose 
hands it has been put, kept it by him as safe as gunpowder: 
—so safe indeed, Hibernically speaking, that on a late inquiry 
for it, it appeared to be lost; and I have no complete copy. 
He is old and ailing, however; and I shall not turn gun¬ 
powder myself, and blow him up. [It was found after the 
author’s death, and returned to the family.] 

About a dozen years ago*in consequence of disappointments 
of this kind, and of those before mentioned, some friends re¬ 
newed an application to Lord Melbourne, which they had made 
in the reign previous. It was thought that my sufferings in 
the cause of reform, and my career as a man of letters, rendered 
me not undeserving a pension. His lordship received both the 
applications with courtesy; which he does not appear to have 
shown in quarters where the interest might have been thought 
greater 5 but the pension was not granted. Perhaps the cour¬ 
tesy was on that account. Perhaps he gave my friends these 
and other evidences of his good-will towards me, knowing that 
he should advise nothing further; for I had twice during his 
administration received grants from the Boyal Bounty Fund, 
of two hundred pounds each; once during the reign of King 
William, and the second after the accession of her Majesty. 
It subsequently turned out, that Lord Melbourne considered 
it proper for no man to have a pension given him by one 
sovereign, who had been condemned in a court of law for 
opposing another. 

Simultaneous with the latest movement about the pension, 
was one on the part of my admirable friend Dickens and other 
distinguished men,—Forsters and Jerrolds.—who, combining 
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kindlv purpose with an amateur inclination for the stage, had 
condescended to show to the public what, excellent actors they 
could have been, had they so pleased,—what excellent actors, 
indeed, some of them were. They were of opinion that a 
benefit for myself at one of the metropolitan theaties would 
be a dishonour on neither side. A testimonial of difrere 
sort, which had been proposed by some other mends, was 
superseded by this form of one; and preparations were being 
accordingly made, when the grant of the pension seemed o 
render it advisable that the locality of the benefit should be 
transferred from London to a provincial stage, m acknow¬ 
ledgment to the superior boon, and for the avoidance °i a 
appearance of competing with it. The result was still o± grea 
use to me, and my name was honoured in a manner 1 s ui 
never forget by an address from the pens of Mr. Serjeant (late 
Justice') Talfourd and Sir Edward Bulwer, and the plaudits ot 
Birmingham and Liverpool. Talfourd had always been one ot 
my best and dearest friends; and Sir Edward, with whom I 
became acquainted much later, had, before I knew him, ana 
when it was a bold thing to praise me in the circles, done me, 
nevertheless, that handsome and valuable service. The pieces 
performed on this occasion were Ben Jonson’s Every Man in 
his Humour , and the farce of—I forget what, in the country, 
for I was not there ; but the play had been repeated before m 
town, as it was afterwards, and several farces came after it. 

If anything had been needed to show how men of letters 
include actors, on tlie common principle of the _ greater 
including the less, these gentlemen would have furnished it. 
Mr. Dickens’s “Bcbadil” had a spirit in it of intellectual appre¬ 
hension beyond anything the existing stage.has shown: us 
farce throughout was always admirable,—quite rich and filled 
up; so were the tragical parts in which he subsequently 
appeared; and Mr. Forster delivered the verses of Bon Jonson 
and Fletcher with a musical flow and a sense of their giace. 
and beauty unknown, I believe, to the recitation of actois at 
present. At least I have never heard anything like it since 
Edmund Kean’s. The lines came out of liis lips as if lie loved 
them. I allude particularly, in this instance, to his perform¬ 
ance of tlie “ Younger Brother.” But he did it always, when 
sweet verse required it. 

Meantime, I had removed with my family from Chelsea fo 
Kensington; and although my health was not bettered, as I 
hoped it would have been by the change, but, on the contrary, 
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was made worse in respect to body than I ever experienced, 
and showed me the formidable line that is drawn between being 
elderly and being old (for we unfortunately got into a part 
which had been denounced in the books of the Sanitary Com¬ 
missioners), yet I loved Kensington for many reasons, and do 
still, even for one more of a melancholy description, hereafter 
to be noticed, nay, love it the more on that account, though I 
can never pass the spot without a pang. 

Here, sometimes in the Gardens, sometimes in the quondam 
Nightingale-lane of Holland House (now partially diverted), 

I had the. pleasure of composing the Palfrey , the scenes of 
which are partly laid in the place. Here (with the exception 
of a short interval at Wimbledon) I wrote, besides reviews and 
shorter articles, one of the dramatic pieces above mentioned, the 
criticism in Imagination and Fancy , and Wit and Humour; the 
Stories from the Italian Poets ; the Jar of Honey; the criticism 
in the Pooh for a Corner ; a portion of the Town (most of 
which had been produced long before)*, and lastly, the 
greater part of the work which the reader is now perusing. At 
the close of the second volume of the Italian Stories I had a 
severe illness. I had opposed a lethargic tendency to which 
I am subject, the consequence of hepatitis, with too free a use 
of coffee, which ended in a dangerous attack of the loins, the 
effects of which appeared for a good while to be irrecoverable; 
but they were not. A friend, the late estimable Mr. Stritch, 
who had often looked in upon me and found me sitting with 
cold feet, and with a bust, as it were, on fire, repeatedly 
warned me of what would happen ; but I was sanguine, was 
foolish, and down I went. I used to envy my friend for his 
being able to walk leisurely in and out, and thought how sure 
he was of living beyond me. And now he is gone. Too 
many of such surprises have I had ; but there is always good 
of some kind in evil. My friend’s last moments were as brief 
as they were unlooked for. I had also another consolation 
during my illness. It has so happened that several of my 
illnesses have taken place after I had been writing on matters 
connected with religion, and in those cases I have always 
liad the comfort of knowing that I had been doing my best 
to diminish superstition. In the present instance, I had been 
attacking the infernal opinions of Dante—a task which no 
respect for his genius, or false considerations for the times in 
which he lived (for others who lived in them were above 
them), can ever make me regard but as a duty and a glory; 
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for though I acknowledge the true part of might to be right, 
vet might of any sort never so much astonished me as that I 
could not discern in it what was not might; and Dantes 
venturing on his ghastly visions did not blind me to that false 
support and intoxicating spirit of vindictiveness, which enabled 
him to do it. Dante (alas! that such a conjunction shouldbe 
possible) was one of the greatest poets and most childishly 
mistaken men that ever existed; and if it requires an audacity 
like his own to say it—here it is. . .. . T „„„ 

One more book I wrote partly at Kensington, which I can 
take no pride in,—which I desire to take no pride m,—and 
vet which 1 hold dearer than all the rest. I have mentioned 
a book called Christianism, or Belief and Unbelief Reconciled, 
which I wrote in Italy.- The contents of that book, modified, 
were added to the one I speak of; and the latter (of which 
more, when I speak of its completion) had the same object as 
the former, with better provision for practical result;. that is to 
say, it proposed to supply, not thoughts and aspirations only, 
but a definite faith, and a daily set of duties, to such humble, 
y et un-abject, and truly religious souls, as cannot accept 
unintelligible and unworthy ties of conscience, and yet loci 
both their weakness and their earnestness with sufficient sell- 
knowledge to desire ties of conscience, both as bonds and 
encouragements. My family, some other friends, and myself, 
were in accord upon the principles of the hook ; it did us 
good for a sufficient length of time to make us think it would 
do good to others ; and its publication, which has since taken 
place, was contemplated accordingly. 

With the occasional growth of this book, with the produc¬ 
tion of others from necessity, with the solace of verse, and 
with my usual experience of sorrows and enjoyments, of 
sanguine hopes and bitter disappointments, of bad health and 
almost unconquerable spirits (for though my old hypochondria 
never returned, I sometimes underwent pangs of unspeakable 
will and longing, on matters which eluded my grasp), I passed 
in this and another spot of the same suburb by no means the 
worst part of these my latter days, till one terrible loss befell 
me. The same unvaried day saw me reading or writing, 
ailing, jesting, reflecting, rarely stirring from homo but to 
walk, interested in public events, in the progress of society, in 
the “New Keformation” (most deeply), in things great and 
small, in a print, in a plaster-cast, in a hand-organ, in the 
stars, in the sun to which the sun was hastening, in the flower 
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my table, in the fly on my paper while I wrote. (He 
crossed words, of which he knew nothing ; and perhaps we 
all do as much every moment, over things of divinest mean¬ 
ing.) I read everything that was readable, old and new, par¬ 
ticularly Action, and philosophy, and natural history; was 
always returning to something Italian, or in Spenser, or in the 
themes of the East; lost no particle of Dickens, of Thackeray, 
of Mrs. Gaskell (whose Mary Barton gave me emotions that 
required, more and more, the consideration of the good which 
it must do); called out every week for my Family Herald , a 
little penny publication, at that time qualified to inform the 
best of its contemporaries; rejoiced in republications of wise 
and witty Mrs. Gore, especially seeing she only made us wait 
for something newer ; delighted in the inexhaustible wit of 
Douglas Jerrold, Thackeray, and his coadjutors, Tom Taylor, 
Percival Leigh, and others, in Punch , the best-humoured and 
best-hearted satirical publication that ever existed; wondered 
when Bulwer Lytton would give us more of his potent romances 
and prospective philosophies; and hailed every fresh publication 
of James, though I knew half what he was going to do with his 
lady, and his gentleman, and his landscape, and his mystery, 
and his orthodoxy, and his criminal trial. But I was charmed 
with the new amusement which he brought out of old materials. 

I looked on him as I should look upon a musician, famous for 
“ variations.” I was grateful for his vein of cheerfulness, for 
his singularly varied and vivid landscapes, for his power of 
painting women at once lady-like and loving (a rare talent), 
for his making lovers to match, at once beautiful and well- 
bred, and for the solace which all this has afforded me, some¬ 
times over and over again, in illness and in convalescence, 
when I required interest without violence, and entertainment 
at once animated and mild. 

Yet I could at any time quit these writers, or any other, 
for men, who, in their own persons, and in a spirit at once the 
boldest and most loving, dared to face the most trying and 
awful questions of the time,—the Lamennais and Eobert 
Owens, the Parkers, the Foxtons, and the Newmans,—noble 
souls, who, in these times, when Christianity is coming into 
flower, are what the first Christians were when it was only in 
the root,—brave and good hearts, and self-sacrificing con¬ 
sciences, prepared to carry it as high as it can go, and thinking 
no earthly consideration paramount to the attainment of its 
heavenly ends. I may differ with one of them in tais 
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ar that respect; I may differ with a second in another ; but 
difference with such men, provided we differ in their own 
spirit, is more harmonious than accord with others ; nay, 
would form a part of the highest music of our sphere, bang 
founded on the very principle of the beautiful, which combines 
diversity with sameness, and whose “ service is perfect free¬ 
dom ” Nobody desires an insipid, languid, and monotonous 
world, but a world of animated moral beauty equal to its phy¬ 
sical beauty, and a universal church, embracing many folds. 

I admire and love all hearty, and earnest, and sympathising 
men, whatever may be their creed—the admirable Berkeleys 
and Whichcotes, the Father Matthews and Geddeses, the 
Mendelssohns, the Lavaters, the Herders, the Williamses and 
the Priestleys, the Channings, Adam Clarkes, Halls, Carlyles 
and Emersons, the Hares, Maurices, Kingsleys, Whatelys, 
Eoxes, and Vaughans; but, of course, I must admire most 
those who have given the greatest proofs of self-sacrifice, equa 
to them as the others may be, and prepared to do the like 1 

their conclusions demand it. # 

Alas! how poor it seems, and how painfully against the 
grain it is, to resume talk about oneself after adverting to 
people like these. But my book must be finished; and of 
such talk mrst autobiographies be made. I assure the reader, 
that, apart from emotions forced upon me, and unless I am 
self-deluded indeed, I take no more interest in the subject ot 
my own history, no, nor a twentieth part so much as I do m 
that of any other autobiography that comes before, me. l he 
present work originated in necessity, was commenced with 
unwillingness, has taken several years of illness and interrup¬ 
tion to write, repeatedly moved me to ask the publisher to let 
me change it for another (which, out of what lie was pleased 
to consider good for everybody, he would not allow), and 
I now send it a second time, and with additional naitlei, into 
the world, under the sure and certain conviction, that every 
autobiographer must of necessity be better known to his 
readers than to himself, lot him have written as lie. may, ami 
that that better knowledge is not; likely to lead to his advan¬ 
tage. So be it. The best will judge me kindliest.; and i 
shall be more than content with their conclusions. 

Among the verses with which X solaced myself in the 
course of these prose writings, were those which front time to 
time appeared in the Mor mug Chronicle, on occasions con¬ 
nected with the happiness of the Queen, such as the celcbra- 
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tion of her Majesty’s birthday, the births of the royal children, 
&c. I have mentioned the train of ideas which circumstances 
had led me to associate with my thoughts of the Queen. 

I consider myself always a royalist of the only right English 
sort; that is to say, as a republican, with royalty for his safe¬ 
guard and ornament. I can conceive no condition of society 
in which some form of that tranquil, ornamental, and most 
useful thing called monarchy, will not be the final refuge of 
political dispute and vicissitude; and this being my opinion, 
and loving the Queen as I do, I wish with all my heart that 
her family may govern us in peace and security to the end of 
time. But though I reverence the past, and can imagine that 
aristocracies, like all other great facts, may have rendered 
great and necessary service in its time, and though I would 
have no change from past to future take place by any but the 
softest and most respectful degrees, yet, inasmuch as I am for 
seeing no paupers in the land, I am for seeing no ultra rich. 
I love individuals among the aristocracy, and bless and reve¬ 
rence the good they do with their riches; but for their own 
sakes, as well as for that of the poor, I wish the poor did not 
give so much trouble to their riches, nor the riches of their 
less worthy brethren so many miserable thoughts to the poor. 
I feel just the same with respect to great cotton-spinners, or 
to any other amassers of treasure, by the side, and by the 
means, of the half-starved. And I do not hold myself at all 
answered by any reference to the ordinations of Providence; 
for Providence, by the like reasoning, ordinates dreadful 
revenges and retributions; and I think that in the instinctive 
efibrts" of humanity to advance, and to advance quietly, Pro¬ 
vidence clearly ordinates that we are to dispense with any 
such references in either direction. 

These opinions of mine would have been seen fully ex¬ 
pressed in many a previous publication, nor had they been 
intimated even courtwards for the first' time. They were 
implied in the following passage from the lines on the birth¬ 
day of the Princess Alice: 

“ What a world, were human-kind 
All of one instructed mind! 

What a world to rule, to please 
To share J twixt enterprise and ease! 

Graceful manners flowing round 
From the court's enchanted ground; 

Comfort keeping all secure,— 

None too rich , and none too poor . 
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I never addressed any congratulation to tlie Queen without 
implying something in this spirit; something in behalf of 
progress and the poor : 

“ May she every day 
See some new good winning its gentle way 
JBy means of mild and unforbidden men! 

And when the sword hath bow’d beneath the pen, 

May her own line a patriarch scene unfold, 

As far surpassing what these days behold, 

E’en in the thunderous gods, iron and steam. 

As they the sceptic’s doubt, or wild man’s dream !” 

(The benediction here passes from the political to the religious 
future.) 

“And to this end,—oh ! to this Christian end, 

And the sure coming of its next great friend. 

May her own soul, this instant, while I sing. 

Be smiling, as beneath some angel’s wing. 

O’er the dear life in life,—the small, sweet, new, 

Unselfish self,—the filial self of two; 

Bliss of her future eyes, her pillow’d gaze, 

On whom a mother’s heart thinks close, and prays.” 

Lines on Her Majesty’s Birthday. 

In this passage I meant to express a hope that the next reign¬ 
ing sovereign would see a great advance in Christianity itself, 
and be its friend accordingly. But I did not state what I 
expected that advance to be. I now feel it my duty to be 
explicit on the subject; and the reader will see at once how 
“unorthodox” is my version of Christianity, when I declare 
that I do not believe one single dogma, which the reason that 
God has put in our heads, or the heart that he has put in our 
bosoms, revolts at. For though reason cannot settle many 
undeniable mysteries that perplex us, and though the heart 
must acknowledge the existence of others from which it can¬ 
not but receive pain, yet that is no reason why mysteries 
should be palmed upon reason of which it sees no evidences 
whatever, or why pain should be forced upon the heart, for 
which it sees grounds as little. On the contrary, the more 
mysteries there are with which I cannot help being perplexed, 
the less number of them will I gratuitously admit for the 
purpose of perplexing my brain further; and the greater the 
number of the pains that are forced upon my heart, the fewer 
will I be absurd enough to invite out of the regions of the 
unproveable, to afflict me in addition. What evils there are, 
I find, for the most part, relieved with many consolations: 
some I find to be necessary to the requisite amount of good 
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and every one of them I find to come to a termination; for 
the sufferers either are cured and live, or are killed and die 
and in the latter case I see no evidence to prove, that a 
little finger of them aches any more. This palpable revela¬ 
tion, then, of God, which is called the universe, contains no 
evidence whatsoever of the thing called eternal punishment; 
and why should I admit any assertion of it that is not at all 
palpable? If an angel were to tell me to believe in eternal 
punishment, I would not do it, for it would better become me 
to believe the angel a delusion than God monstrous; and we 
make him monstrous when we make him the author of eternal 
punishment, though we have not the courage to think so. 
For God’s sake, let us have piety enough to believe him 
better. I speak thus boldly, not in order to shock anybody, 
which it would distress me to think I did, but because opinions 
so shocking distress myself, and because they ought, I think, 
to distress everybody else, and so be put an end to. Of any 
readers whom I may shock, I beg forgiveness. Only I would 
entreat them to reflect how far that creed can be in the 
right which renders it shocking in God’s children to think the 
best of their Father. 

I respect all churches which are practically good. I respect 
the Church of England in particular, for its moderate exercise 
of power, and because I think it has been a blessed medium 
of transition from superstition to a right faith. Yet, inasmuch 
as I am of opinion that the “ letter killeth aiid^Se spirit 
giveth life,” I am looking to see the letter itself killed, and 
the spirit giving life, for the first time, to a religion which 
need revolt and shock nobody. 

But it becomes me, before I close my book, to make a 
greater avowal; for I think it may assist, in however small a 
degree, towards smoothing the advent of a great and inevitable 
change. 

It seems clear to me, from all which is occurring in Europe 
at this moment, from the signs in the papal church, in our 
own church, in the universal talk and minds of men, whether 
for it or against it, that the knell of the letter of Christianity 
itself has struck, and that it is time for us to inaugurate mid 
enthrone the spirit. I was in hopes, when Pius the Ninth 
first made his appearance in Europe, that a great as well as 
good man had arisen, competent to so noble a task. Young 
Italy, let loose from prison, fell at his feet; and I think, that 
had he persevered in what made it do so, all Europe would 
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have fallen at his feet, and the papal power have thus profited 
by its greatest and only remaining chance of retaining^ the 
sceptre of the Christian world. But the new Pope was fright¬ 
ened at being thought one of the “ New Christians ” (as 
Lamartine called them); he hastened to issue a bull declaring 
the unalterableness of every papal dogma; and the moment 
he did that, he signed the death-warrant of his church. 
Dogma, whatever may be the convulsive appearances to the 
contrary in certain feeble quarters, has ceased to be a vital 
European principle; and nothing again will ever be uni¬ 
versally taken for Christianity, but the religion of Loving 
Duty to God and Man;—to God, as the Divine Mind which 
brings good and beauty out of blind-working matter ; and to 
Man, as God’s instrument for advancing the world we live in, 
and as partaker with his fellow-men of suffering, and endea- 
deavour, and enjoyment. “Keason,” says Milton, “is choice;” 
and where is to be found a religion better to choose than this? 
Immortality is a hope for all, which it is not just to make a 
blessing for any less number, or a misery for a single soul. 
Eaith depends for its credibility on its worthiness; and with¬ 
out “ works” is “ dead.” But charity, by which lovely Greek 
word is not to be understood any single form of moral grace 
and kindness, but every possible form of it conducive to love 
on earth, and its link with heaven, is the only sine qua non 
of all filial opinions of God and man. 

“ BeiioS I give unto you a new commandment,—Love one 
another.” “ In this ye fulfil the law and the prophets.” “ By 
their fruits ye shall know them.” “ God is Love.” 

Such, and such only, are the texts upon which sermons will 
be preached, to the exclusion of whatsoever is infernal and 
unintelligible. No hell. No unfatherliness. No monstrous 
exactions of assent to the incredible. No impious Athanasian 
Creed. No creed of any kind but such as proves its divine¬ 
ness by the wish of all good hearts to believe it if they might, 
and by the encouragement that would be given them to believe 
it, in the acclamations of the earth. The world has outgrown 
the terrors of its childhood, and no spurious mistake ot a 
saturnine spleen for a masculine necessity will induce a return 
to them. Mankind have become too intelligent; too brave ; 
too impatient of being cheated, and threatened, and “put off; ’ 
too hungry and thirsty for a better state of things in the 
beautiful planet in which they live, and the beauty of which 
has been an unceasing exhortation and preface to the result. 
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By that divine doctrine will all men gradually come to know 
m how many quarters the Divine Spirit has appeared amon« 
them, and what sufficing lessons for their guidance they have 
possessed m almost every creed, when the true portions of it 
shall hail one another from nation to nation, and the mixture 
of error through which it worked has become unnecessary! 
For God is not honoured by supposing him a niggard of his 
bounty. Jesus himself was not divine because he was Jesus, 
but because he had a divine and loving heart; and wherever 
such greatness has appeared, there has divineness appeared 
also, as surely as the same sunshine of heaven is on the moun¬ 
tain tops of east and west. 


Such are the doctrines, and such only, accompanied by ex. 
positions of the beauties and wonders of God’s great book of 
the universe,, which will be preached in the temples of the 
earth, including, those of our beloved country, England, its 
beautiful old ivied turrets and their green neighbourhoods, 
then, for the first time, thoroughly uncontradicted and hea¬ 
venly; with not a sound in them more terrible than the 
stormy yet sweet organ, analogous to the beneficent winds and 
tempests ; and no thought of here or hereafter, that can dis¬ 
turb the quiet aspect of the graves, or the welcome of the 
new-born darling. 

. -And that such a consummation may come slowly but surely 
without intermission in its advance, and with not an injury to 
a living soul, will be the last prayer, as it must needs be 
among the latest words, of the author of this book. 


CHAPTER XXYI. 

LIRE DRAWING- TOWARDS ITS CLOSE. 

When I closed the preceding chapter, which terminated the 
first edition of this biography, I did not think it would be 
followed by one like the present. I fancied I should go on, 
living as I did before, reading and writing as usual, working 
placidly rather than otherwise to the last, reckoning confi¬ 
dently on my being survived by every one of my family, old 
as well as young, and closing my days, if with no great 
applause from such of my fellow-creatures as had read me or 
heard of me, yet with no reproach from any of them, and 
something like regret from all. 
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This latter portion of my life, trying soever as much of the 
rest of it had been, has turned out to be the most trying of 
the whole. It has had at the same time some sweets as well 
as bitters, and I have never been without the comforts of a 
hopeful and unembittered religion. . , . „ . 

Fortunately, the necessity of squaring the size of the new 
edition of this biography to that of the series of publications 
in which it is to appear, has required, that what I have to 
say, in continuation and completion of it up to the present 
moment, should be put into as brief a compass as possible; 
and with the comforts of this inexpressible relief (for I had 
been given to understand otherwise) I proceed. _ 

The first disquiet I experienced was owing to mistakes 
respecting the book itself; some of which greatly surprised 
me. One was, that I had mentioned a friend in a disparaging, 
nay, in an ironical manner, when I intended him a positive 
compliment, and one of no little amount. Another, I fear 
(for I could construe the intimation in no other manner), con¬ 
sisted in supposing that I had undervalued a friend for one 
of his very accomplishments, when I never dreamt of such a 
thincr, nor in fact thought of the accomplishment at all, but 
as a°matter in which it pleased his great genius to interest 
itself. A third mistake, still more extraordinary, gave out 
that I had not mentioned another friend at all, whom I ex¬ 
pressly and honourably recorded. And not to mention mis¬ 
takes of critics, equally proveable by the simple statement 
of facts (though most of those gentlemen were veiy .kind to 
the book, and expressed so much personal good-will as to 
warrant ni6 in thinking my thanks would please them), one of 
them, who had got into a position of authority which he was 
not equal to, and whom I had unfortunately met a little while 
before at a dinner-party, when I had occasion to differ with 
him in almost all he said, took me to task for having written 
books at all, and not stuck to a prudent clerkship in the War 
Office. I thought this at first a singular objection for a Jew 
(for such, I was told, he was), seeing that I had been a friend 
of the Jews all my life, and an advocate for their emanci¬ 
pation from all uncivic restrictions. But then, to say nothing 
of the dinner, I found that he was a converted Jew. 

These things disturbed me, and did me disservice ; but the 
mistakes respecting friends were all cleared up, and the most 
uncomfortable of my feelings had lain in those—so I had 
nothing remaining at heart to complain of. Among the many 
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pleasant letters, too, which I received about the book from 
readers old and new, two in particular would have made me 
amends for much worse treatment than I received from my 
bilious quitter of the synagogue; one from a man of lofty 
genius, whom I hesitate to name, because I have no right, 
perhaps, to boast of what may have been a mere impulse of 
his good-nature at the moment, congratulating me on having 
been victorious in my struggles with the perplexities of good 
and evil; and another from my dear friend the late Duke of 
Devonshire, whom I do name because it gives me an oppor¬ 
tunity for saying how grateful I am to his memory for acts of 
kindness never to be forgotten. 

Towards the close of the year 1849, a proposition was made 
to me for the revival, in another form, of the London Journal, 
which had been published under my name. It was revived 
accordingly, and had to boast of contributions from distin¬ 
guished friends; but it failed—partly, perhaps, for want of 
accordance with other pens concerned; but chiefly from the 
smallness of the means which the proposers had thought suffi¬ 
cient for its establishment. 

I had scarcely become reconciled to this disappointment, 
when the impending danger was disclosed to me of a domestic 
calamity of which I had not had the least suspicion. It was 
the consumption of a beloved son, my youngest, the same who 
has been mentioned as having been born during my sojourn 
in Italy, and of whom it was added in the first edition, that 
from that hour to the one in which I was writing he had been 
a comfort to his parents. Let the reader judge with what 
feelings I write of him now. He was just reaching his thir¬ 
tieth year. He had not lived away from home during the 
whole time, with the exception of some nine or ten months. 
He was one of the most amiable, interesting, and sympathising 
of human beings, a musician by nature, modulating sweet 
voluntaries on the pianoforte—a born poet of the tender do¬ 
mestic sort, though in his modesty he had taken too late to 
the cultivation of the art, and left little that was finished to 
show for it; and he was ever so ready to do good offices for 
others at his own expense, that I am not sure the first seeds of 
his distemper were not produced by an act almost identical 
with that which was the death of my mother, and aggravated 
by his first undergoing fatigue in assisting the wayfaring and 
the poor. For nearly two years I saw him fading before my 
eyes; and a like time elapsed before he ceased to be the chief 
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occupation of my thoughts. For nine months it was all but 
a monomania with me ; and I devoutly thanked Heaven for 
having twice in the course of my life undergone the like 
haunting of one idea, and so learnt to hope that it might ter¬ 
minate. I mention this to comfort such persons as have ex¬ 
perienced the like suffering. My son’s Christian name was 
Vincent. This is only the second time I have dared to write 
it. He died at the close of October, in the year 1852, and was 
buried in beautiful Kensal Green, my own final bed-chamber, I 
trust, in this world, towards which I often look in my solitary 
walks, with eyes at once most melancholy, yet consoled. 

I add a sonnet of his writing, not because, though very 
good, it was the best thing he could do, as verses which he 
left unfinished bear witness; but because it shows the sweet¬ 
ness of his nature. For his whole life was of a piece with it, 
though it was not called upon to act in that particular manner. 

THE DEFORMED CHILD. 

An angel, prison’d in an infant frame 
Of mortal sickness and deformity, 

Looks patiently from out that languid eye, 

Matured, and seeming large, with pain. The name 
Of “ happy childhood ” mocks his movements tame, 

So propp’d with piteous crutch; or forced to lie 
Bather than sit, in its frail chair, and try 
To taste the pleasure of the unshared game. 

He does; and faintly claps his wither’d hands 
To see how brother Willie caught the ball; 

Kind brother Willie, strong, yet gentle all: 

’Twas he that placed him, where his chair now stands. 

In that warm corner ’gainst the sunny wall,— 

God, in that brother, gave him more than lands. 

It was a colder break of dawn than usual, bufc equally 
beautiful, as if, in both respects, it came to take him away, 
when my son died. His last words were poetry itself. A 
glass of water had been given him at his request ; and on 
feeling the refreshment of it, he said, “ I drink the morning.” 

And there are those who would persuade us, that this 
beautiful soul will never be seen by us morel Could apace 
then be filled? so that there should nowhere be any room 
for the soul? That is impossible. And must not beauty 
exist, as long as there are stars, and their orderly movements 
anywhere ? That is certain. Why then should any such 
portions of beauty perish, when there is no need of their 
perishing ? And why should they not live on, and drink up 
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those tears as they did the morning, since God has so made 
us long for it, when he need not have done so ? As the 
tendency to sleep is the augury and harbinger of sleep, so 
desire like this—let us be sure of it—is the augury and 
harbinger of what it lias been made to desire. Do we suppose 
that God makes manifest halves of anything, without intend- 
ing the remainders ? 

I took what refuge I could from this and other afflictions 
ji a task which I had long been anxious to execute, and 
which, as I was now verging on the time of life usually allotted 
to human existence, X thought I might not live to perform at 
all, if I did not hasten it. This was the completion of the 
work which I have alluded to before under its first title of 
CJmstianism , or Belief and Unbelief Reconciled , and which I 
now enlarged and finished, and entitled the Religion of the 
Heart. I knew it could produce me no money; was ashamed 
indeed of being under the necessity of letting it pay such of 
its expenses as it could; and to a sense of this waste of 
precious time (as my friend, the converted Jew, would have 
called it), I had to add the uneasiness arising from a fear, lest, 
in spite of all my endeavours to the contrary, and my wish to 
offend nobody more than it could help, I should displease some 
of the friends whose attachment and adherence to me under 
all other trials I most valued. I wish, for many reasons, 
that I could here say more of the book, than from the limits 
assigned me I find possible. I had hoped to say much, and to 
enlarge on that remarkable state of existing religious uneasi¬ 
ness, which I cannot but regard as one of the last phases of 
transition from inconsistent and embittered modes of faith to 
one more at peace with itself, ultimately destined to be wholly 
so with God, man, and futurity. In the first, faintest, and even 
turbid dawn of the advent of that time, I see the tops of our 
church steeples, old and new, touched by a light long looked 
for, long announced, long in spirit against letter prepared for 
and produced by the divinest hearts that have appeared on 
earth, very different from polemical prelates or the threaten¬ 
ing mistakes of many men ; and it was by the sincerity of my 
belief in the sufficiency of those hearts, and of what they have 
done for the coming ages (which it was only my humble 
business to collect and record, as a help towards better ser¬ 
vices), that I found myself happily relieved from the anxiety 
alluded to respecting the feelings of friends; not one of whom, 
from their highest to humblest quarters, gave me the least 
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reason to suppose that I had done anything but even inc** 4 ^ 
their good-wili. For which good issue God and their 
hearts be thanked. Perhaps it is better, upon the whole, 
the book in question, the Religion of the Heart , should b° _ &€> 
to stand apart for consideration from the present book, aiaC *" a ^ y 
speak for itself to those who choose to consult it; for my 
however as serious upon serious points as eternity itself, 
nevertheless, as cheerful as its freedom from cruel terrors f 

it a right to be, I have never yet been able to free XJi 

from the perplexity caused to me as a furtherer of it, befr*^ * * „ 
the professional, and as it were exemplary kind of 
expected of the inculcators of any creed, and the na^ 1 ^ 
spirits, and old cheerful style of intercourse with my _ 

in ordinary, which the very nature of my religious convict* 0 
tends not only to warrant but to increase. Heaven, we ° 
be assured, which has been pleased to gift us with smil°^. * ^ 
well as tears, and with hearty laughter itself, does not 
our levity, no, nor our gravity either, in any such sea-l 0 
narrowness, as the dulness or dictatorialness of the would— > 
exclusively pious assume the privilege of determining. 

“Alas I 

Like smiles and tears upon an infant’s face, 

Who wonders at himself, and at such things 

In others’ faces, my swift thoughts are mixed.” 

One of the last things that was said to me by my 
son expressed his adhesion to the religion in that book ; X 

the first adherent which it had, and who was the strongest* *** 
expressing to me the comfort which it gave her—I 
putting off the mention of what I must say, but time £***** 
necessity press me—was the partner of my life for more tilisi** 
half a century; for I was married nearly as long ago, a.** cl X 
knew her some years before marriage. She followed hex' sola 
at the beginning of 1857, and lies near him in the samy 
ground. I dare to say little more. I now seemed—axxd it 
has become a consolation to me—to belong as much to 
next world as to this, and think I know exactly how I six t ill 
feel when I die; more than half, perhaps, unwilling to 
inasmuch as pangs may attend the process, and life, by* it#* 
nature, is not made willingly to he parted with ; but as fair a?* 
affections are concerned, half sorrowing to leave those tdbuit 
still remain to be loved, and half solaced—I think I conic i 
even say rejoicing, if it were not for them—in the hopo of 
meeting with those that are gone. My wife was a woman, of* 
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great generosity, great freedom from every kind of jealousy 
great superiority to illusions from the ordinary shows of pros¬ 
perity. In all the hazards to which I put our little means in 
the pursuit of what I thought it my duty to do in furtherance 
of social advancements, and all the injury which really re¬ 
sulted to them, she never uttered a word of objection. She 
was as uncomplaining during the worst storms of our adver¬ 
sity, as she was during those at sea in our Italian voyage. 
She had a Hue eye lor ait, as she showed early in life tvlien 
wholly untaught, by cutting a little head of Homer in clay 
which Mr. West pronounced to be of “ extraordinary pro¬ 
mise and she subsequently surprised everybody with her 
facility in cutting profiles of our friends in paper, so true 
to spirit as well as letter, as to make them laugh at the in¬ 
stantaneous recognition of the likeness. Wilkie (afterwards 
Sir David) was among their admirers, and (to use his own 
words), he said he “ couldn’t but wonder to think how the 
hard scissors could treat the lips in particular with so much 
expression.” She then took some lessons from a sculptor; 
and fortune seemed in her hands, when the worms, that a 
modeller cannot avoid in manipulating the fresh clay, sickened 
her so with her crushing them, that, being in a delicate state 
of health, she was obliged to give up the practice. A well- 
intended but ill-advised treatment of her constitution in girl¬ 
hood had brought on a life-long spitting of blood, which was 
only lessened by the years of acute rheumatism, that in de¬ 
priving her of all power of locomotion ultimately lulled her ; 
though such is the strength given to weakness itself by a 
quiet domestic life, and the care of a good physician (Dr. 
Southwood Smith, famous for keeping friends in delicate 
health alive), that she outlived many another physician who 
had augured her a brief existence, and she died at the age of 
sixty-nine. I wonder how 1 can talk of these things as 
calmly as I do; but I myself am in my seventy-fifth year, 
and 1 seem to be speaking more of those whom I am to join 
again shortly than of such as have left me at a distance. 
Like them too, though alive I decay; and when I go to bed, 
and lie awhile on my back before turning to sleep, I often 
seem to be rehearsing, not without complacency or something 
better, the companionship of the grave. 

May all of us who desire to meet elsewhere do so, and be 
then shown the secret of the great, the awful, yet, it is to be 
trusted, the beautiful riddle; for why (let it be asked again) 
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so much half-beauty here, and such need for completing it, if 
complete it is not to be ? I do not think that enough h&s 
been made of that argument from analogy, divine as was the 
mind of Plato that suggested it. Oh, why did any kind of 
religious creed ever put such injustice into its better portion, 
as to render it possible for any of the Maker’s infirm creatures 
to wish it might not be true, even for others’ sakes ? For my 
part, infirm as I am, I fear it not for myself or for my body, 
trusting, as I do, to that only kind of divineness which it is 
possible for me to believe in; which has itself made it impos¬ 
sible for me to believe otherwise. As to the fulfilment of these 
yearnings on earth to be made entire in a future state, I can no 
more believe in the existence of regions in space where God has 
made half-orbs in their heavens, or half-oranges on their trees, 
than I can believe He will fail to make these anxious half- 
satisfied natures of ours which thus crave for completeness, as 
entire and rounded in that which they crave for, as any other 
fruits of his hands. 

To return to the business of the brief portion of life that 
remains to me:—I have only two more circumstances to par¬ 
ticularize ; both very pleasant in themselves, though occurring 
amidst a multitude of anxieties caused by vicissitudes in the 
fortunes, and bereavements in the homes, of dear friends and 
connections; the worst of which is, as far as one’s self is con¬ 
cerned, that one cannot make little means fill up large wishes. 

But to return to the circumstances alluded to. The first 
was the publication of an American edition of my collected 
poems, proposed to me and carried out in Boston by my friend 
Mr. Lee, one of the illustrious family of the Lees of Virginia, 
connections of Washington, and brother founders with him of 
the Republic; and the other (which sounds like an anti¬ 
climax ; but is not so, for a reason which I shall presently 
mention), the appearance at last of a second of my plays at a 
London theatre, the one entitled Lovers' Amazements, of the 
nature of which an account has been given on a previom*? 
occasion. 

Both these circumstances of late occurrence have been very 
precious to me; the first because of the universal burst" of 
good-will towards me which it called forth from the American 
press, showing the heartiness with which the nation met the 
regrets of their kinsman at having in a moment of impatience 
with their booksellers confounded the feelings of the nation 
with a mistake in its ordinances; and the second circumstance, 
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first, because the play brought forth a like imimfestatioix of 
regard from the whole of the London press, showing an in¬ 
crease rather than a loss of old sympathies; and secondly, 
because, on the first night of its performance, the audience 
called for me with the same fervour as on the appearance of 
the Legend of Florence , and 1 felt myself again, as it were, 
in the warm arms of my fellow-creatures, unmistaken, and 
never to be morbidized more. 

I cannot sufficiently express to either country the joy 
which these circumstances gave me, and the good which they 
have done me. They would have been more than a set-off 
against the most painful portion of my life, if those whom 1 
have lost had survived to partake the pleasure, and those who 
remain to me had not had trials of their own. Hut the 
pleasure is great still, and is shared still, to the. comfort of us 
all; and the approach of my night-time is even yet adorned 
with a break in the clouds, and a [anting smile, of tint sunset. 

May we all meet, on some future day among the vortex of 
living multitudes, tin* souls of the dead, whore ‘‘all tears shall 
be. wiped off from all faces;” or, in another view of futurity, 
before that time arrives, may wo. all meet; in one of Pintos 
vast cycles of ro.-oxisfconoo, experiencing the sum-total of all 
that wo. have over experienced and enjoyed before, only under 
those circumstances of amelioration in tin*, amount which 
progressive man has been made to look for, and with no 
necessity for the qualification of errors excepted. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

line event which was anticipated in the last; chapter was not 
long delayed. Leigh Hunt- died on theihSth August, 1859; and 
he, was buried in the [dace o{ his choice, Keusail Hreen (Wue* 
tery. He. had for about two years been manifestly declining in 
strength. Although well aware of the grand cause,, and more 
than content to meet the. will of his Creator, he still retained 
a keen interest in life, and with characteristic cheerfulness 
constantly Imped that some new plan- some change of diet, 
or of place—would restore him for a few years mure of com¬ 
panionship with surviving friends. 4list'two months before 
completing his seventy-fifth year, he quietly wank to rest. Ho 
had come to the, end of tin* chapter which the. reader has just, 
perused; but the, volumes were still awaiting one or two 
finishing touches, and it was left for other hands to close. 
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For some months before the end he had been planning 
a removal from his cottage at Hammersmith to London, in 
order to be nearer to his eldest son and some of his most 
valued friends; for he felt a renewed appetite for intercourse 
with other minds. In the interval, he was to visit some few 
friends out of town, especially Southwood Smith, and Charles 
Keynell, who lived near at hand. It is an interesting in¬ 
cident, that lus very last efforts were devoted to aid the rela¬ 
tives of Shelley in vindicating the memory of the friend who 
had gone so many years before him. Among the passing visits 
of these later days was one to his old friend Charles Ollier, who 
contributed such important materials to the Shelley Memorials; 
a valued companion being Charles Ollier’s son, Edmund, who 
was engaged in the same congenial task. Another of his 
latest visits was paid on purpose to see, and solace, an admir¬ 
able friend whose excellence he had learned but lately to appre¬ 
ciate at its full. The sense of beauty and gentleness, of moral 
beauty and faithful gentleness, grew upon him as the clear 
evening closed in. 

When he went to visit his relative at Putney, he still car¬ 
ried with him his work and the books he more immediately 
wanted. Although his bodily powers had been giving way, 
his most conspicuous qualities—his memory for books, and his 
affection—remained ; and when his hair was white, when his 
ample chest had grown slender, when the very proportion of 
his height had visibly lessened, his step was still ready, and his 
dark eyes brightened at every happy expression and at every 
thought of kindness. His death was simply exhaustion : he 
broke off his work to lie down and repose. So gentle was the 
final approach, that he scarcely recognized it till the very last, 
and then it came without terrors. His physical suffering had 
not been severe; at the latest hour he said that his only u un¬ 
easiness ” was failing breath. And that failing breath was used 
to express his sense of the inexhaustible kindnesses he had 
received from the family who had been so unexpectedly made 
his nurses,—to draw from one of his sons, by minute, eager, 
and-searching questions, all that he could learn about the latest 
vicissitudes and growing hopes of Italy,—to ask the friends and 
children around him for news of those whom he loved,—and 
to send love and messages to the absent who loved him. 
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